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Sesus  (Jl|iia  "presenting  the  Sacred 
as  a  tol^en  of  salvation  for  the  new  (Jenturi?. 


THE  SKNTINKI. 


JANUARY  1901. 


The  New  York  Foundation. 


UNNY  skies  welcomed  the  long  antici- 
pated event  of  the  opening  of  the  church 
of  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
on  December  i2th  last.  The  devotees  of 
Saint  Anne  would  scarcely  have  recog- 
nized their  favorite  sanctuary,  so  com- 
pletely had  the  generosity  of  Miss  Leary 
tranformed  the  little  church.  Handsome 
stained  glass  windows  replaced  the  old, 
draperies  of  crimson  plush  lent  warmth  and  color  to  the 
scene,  and  the  altar  with  its  rich  garniture,  its  lights  and 
flowers  and  its  brilliant  background  of  golden  rays  was 
indeed  a  royal  throne  for  Him  who  came  in  the  name  of 
the  Lord.  About  50  priests,  representing  the  various 
Religious  Orders  and  the  centres  of  the  Eucharistic 
League,  were  present. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Brondel  of  Montana  pontifi- 
cated, assisted  by  Rev.  M.  A.  Taylor  and  Rev.  Casgrain  as 
Deacons  of  the  Mass.  Very  Rev.  L-  Estevenon,  Superior 
of  the  New  York  house  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  Rev.  Chasv  A.  Colton,  pastor  of  St. 
Stephen's  church,  assisted  the  Most  Rev.  Archbischop 
Corrigan,  who  preached  the  sermon  and  officiated 
at  the  solemn  Benediction  which  followed  the  Mass. 
The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  prefaced  his  remarks  by  a 
delicate  compliment  to  the  generosity  of  Miss  Leary, 
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the  Church  of  Christ  as  the}'  kneel  before  the  Eucharist 
while  the  sands  of  the  iQth  Century  ebb  away  and  the 
dawn  of  the  2oth  shines  in  the  East.  May  it  be  a  century 
of  promise  and  fulfilment  !  May  it  be  an  era  of  prosperity 
in  every  material  need  of  these  times  !  May  Science  and 
Art  vie  in  highest  perfection  to  satisfy  the  ever  unsatisfied 
yearning  of  the  heart  of  man  for  the  beautiful  and  true  ! 
May  it  solve  all  our  national  problems,  and  shine  out 
forever  as  the  Century  of  enlightenment  in  all  things 
moral,  religious  and  intellectual  !  But  may  the  new 
Century  give  us  something  more  than  all  this.  May  it  be 
an  era  of  noble  aims,  of  more  exalted  spiritual  ideals  ! 
May  the  2Oth  Century,  that  shall  write  the  names  of  its 
heroes  and  conquerers  among  the  stars,  write  higher  still, 
in  the  very  heavens,  the  names  of  its  victors  in  the 
world  of  grace.  All  that  we  seels  to-day  of  enlighten- 
ment and  intellectual  developement  was  sought  after  in 
greater  or  less  degree,  by  the  pagans  of  old.  We  develop 
our  brains,  our  muscles,  our  talents,  our  artistic  tastes, 
in  a  word,  the  physical  man.  But  if  the  2oth  Century 
does  not  in  like  degree  develop  the  faculties  of  the 
spiritual  man,  exalt  its  progress  as  we  may,  it  will  never 
crown  the  ages  of  the  past  and  will  but  crumble  into 
deeper  ruin. 


The  Epiphany  in  Rome. 

By  E.   McAuuFFE. 

;ITH  the  recurrence  of  the  joyful  Christmas 
time  come  thronging  recollections  of 
Christmases  in  the  Eternal  City,  when 
the  Church  was  still  free,  and  all  pious 
customs  were  practiced  and  encouraged. 

Then  came  Piiferari  from  their  mountains,   to  sing  the 

praises   of    the   Divine   Child,    and    of   his    Immaculate 

Mother,  at  every  wayside  shrine. 

What  a  beautiful  idea  it  was  of  those  poor  peasants  ;  to 

make  this  annual  pilgrimage  from  shrine  to  shrine,  no 
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matter  how  long  the  journey.  It  was  all  foot  travel  aud 
the  little  alms  that  they  received  from  the  charitable  was 
carefully  hoarded  for  the  poor  families  at  home.  Their 
coming  was  a  delight  to  the  Roman  populace;  every  one 
loved  the  pifferari,  and  the  poorest  gave  them  an  alms. 
But  the  present  rulers  of  Italy  have  decided  that  they 
were  beggars  like  the  Last  Minstrel  of  whom  Scott 
sings  : 

' '  The  bigots  of  the  iron  time 

Have  called  his  heavenless  art  a  crime." 

Their  voices  and  their  rustic  pipes  are  heard  no  more  ; 
it  is  a  crime  in  that  land  for  a  poor  creature  to  accept  the 
charity  of  the  well-disposed,  unless  he  has  a  licence,  and 
wears  a  tag  just  like  our  dogs,  which  shows  that  he  pays 
a  share  of  what  he  receives,  in  the  form  of  a  tax  to  the 
Government. 

But  the  beauty  and  the  holiness  of  the  city  of  Peter 
remains,  and  will  remain  in  spite  of  "  the  gates  of  hell." 

A  great  Catholic  writer  has  said  :  "  Rome,  indepen- 
dent of  all  associations,  is  doubtless  the  most  splendid  city 
in  the  world.  Her  churches,  porticos,  fountains,  palaces, 
obelisks,  and  palmy  villas,  made  her  like  some  ideal 
city  in  the  fancy  of  a  poet." 

He  might  have  added  her  historic  river  with  its 
bridges  :  could  the  world  afford  another  Ponte  St.  Angelo, 
flanked  on  either  side  with  Bernini's  angels  of  the  Pas- 
sion ?  Her  situation,  in  the  midst  of  a  plain,  contig- 
uous to  the  sea,  surrounded  by  a  "flower  besprinkled 
mead";  her  climate  in  winter,  with  violets  springing 
beneath  your  feet  ;  her  hills,  crowned  with  temples  and 
gardens  :  what  could  be  more  lovely  than  the  Palatine 
in  April,  covered  with  roses  and  lilacs  in  such  profusion 
that  all  the  children  of  Rome  may  gather  them  freely  ! 

Let  us  glance  at  those  hills,  making  as  it  were  a  spiri- 
tual pilgrimage  from  one  to  the  other  :  on  the  Janiculutii 
is  the  church  of  Sf.  Pietro  in  Moiiforio,  built  on  the  spot 
where  St.  Peter  was  crucified.  In  this  church  repose  the 
ashes  of  the  great  Irish  chieftains,  St.  Neil  and  St.  Daniel, 
exiled  under  the  cruel  sway  of  Elizabeth.  In  St  Onofrio, 
on  the  same  hill,  Tasso  sleeps.  On  the  Pinna n  stand  the 
noble  buildings  of  the  Church  and  convent  of  the  Sacred 
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stating  that  the  present  church,  beautiful  as  it  was,  was  to 
be  only  the  temporary  home  of  the  work  of  Exposition  and 
that  a  larger  and  more  suitable  church  would  soon  be 
erected  for  it.  Though  this  new  church  would  be  largely 
the  gift  of  the  same  generous  hand,  all  Catholics  were 
warmly  invited  to  assist  in  so  worthy  a  cause.  The  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  in  his  sermon,  paid  an  eloquent  and 
graceful  tribute  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  bringing 
forward  most  forcibly  the  doctrine  of  the  Real  Presence 
of  Christ  in  the  Eucharist,  which  is  so  inseparably  con- 
nected with  the  altar  and  the  priesthood  that  in  ages  past 
they  who  denied  the  Eucharistic  Presence  were  forced  to 
abolish  also  the  altar  and  the  very  name  of  priest-  He 
dwelt  upon  the  holiness  required  from  the  priesthood, 
whose  office  is  to  consecrate  and  handle  the  Body  of  the 
Lord  and  adduced  examples  of  the  love  of  the  saints  of 
old  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  the  reverence  of  Pere 
Eymard  and  the  simple  Cure  of  Ars,  whose  vivid  realiza- 
tion of  the  Presence  of  Our  Lord  so  magnetically 
attached  to  It  the  love  and  veneration  of  his  people. 
"  He  sees  God,  our  priest  sees  God,  "  they  would  cry,  and 
this  silent  prayer  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  aii 
eloquent  sermon  that  converted  them  to  lives  of  piety  and 
devotion.  The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  commented,  in 
conclusion,  on  the  greatness  of  the  favor  possessed  by 
New  York  in  this  sanctuary  honored  by  the  Perpetual 
Presence  of  our  Lord,  before  whom  would  arise  the 
incense  of  unceasing  prayer  and  w'here  priests  and  people 
would  be  one  in  adoring  the  divine  King.  Solemn  Bene- 
diction followed  the  Mass  and  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was 
exposed  in  the  magnificent  monstrance  given  by  Miss 
Leary. 

It  was  a  most  impressive  moment,  and  one  to  be  long 
remembered,  this  beginning  of  a  great  work,  this  Advent 
of  the  King,  so  identified  in  time  with  the  memories  of 
His  mortal  life,  when  in  humblest  guise  He  came  to 
reign  over  the  hearts  of  mankind  and  when  the  rich  and 
great  of  the  earth  bowed  the  knee  before  Him  and  laid 
their  gifts  at  His  feet.  The  sanctuary  was  a  scene  of  life 
and  color  as  exquisite  in  harmonious  contrast  as  some 
religious  pageant  in  Rome  itself.  The  brilliant  hangings, 
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the  rich  gold  of  the  vestments,  the  blended  crimson  and 
purple  of  the  robes  of  Archbishop  and  Bishop,  gleaming  in 
and  out  of  the  sunshine  ;  the  kneeling  priests  in  their  white 
surplices  and  picturesque  religious  habits,  the  fair  faces 
of  the  little  acolytes,  softened  by  the  shadowy  clouds  of 
incense,  formed  a  vision  to  delight  an  artist's  fancy. 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  given  again 
in  the  afternoon,  and  a  third  Benediction  at  9  p.  m. 
closed  this  eventful  day  of  religious  solemnity. 

Through  the  kindness  of  Miss  Leary  an  elaborate 
breakfast  was  served  by  Delmonico  in  the  Rectory  of  the 
church  for  the  priests  who  were  present  at  the  morning 
ceremonies. 

The  altar  given  by  Miss  Leary  is  of  white  wood, 
richly  and  tastefully  decorated  in  gold.  With  its  back- 
ground of  golden  rays,  and  the  magnificent  crown  and 
ermine  mantle  that  complete  the  effect  it  is  a  most  cre- 
ditable piece  of  ecclesiastical  art.  The  altar  and  crown 
were  made  by  Kloster  and  Son,  of  New  York,  and  the 
ermine  mantle  was  imported  from  Paris  and  furnished  by 
the  house  of  Biais  Aine-  When  brilliantly  lighted  and 
decorated  for  festal  celebrations  this  first  throne  of  expo- 
sition in  New  York  already  vies  in  beauty  with  some  of 
the  older  foundations  of  the  Congregation.  Our  thanks 
and  heartfelt  appreciation  of  the  musical  programme  are 
due  to  Rev.  Fr.  J.  B.  Young,  S.  J.,  Gaston  M.  Dethier 
and  the  choir  of  St.  Francis  Xavier's  church. 

The  Blessed  Sacrament  will  be  exposed  daily  from 
5  a.  m.  to  9  p.  m.  in  the  church  of  the  Fathers  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  Benediction  will  be  given  daily  at 
4.30  and  8.30  p.  in. 


Wiser  heads  than  ours  will  comment  upon  the  theme 
of  the  opening  century,  orators  will  declaim  upon  it, 
preachers  will  draw  thence  a  moral,  writers  will  immor- 
talize it  with  graceful  imagery  and  burning  eloquence. 
Ours  only  may  it  be  to  mark  it  by  our  wishes  and  prayers 
for  all  those  who  the  world  over,  show  forth  the  unity  of 
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of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League  will  at  the  request  of 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New  York,  be  adminis- 
tered as  heretofore  by  the  President  and  Central  Com- 
mittee of  the  Eucharistic  League  and  its  business  will  be 
transacted  as  usual  from  the  Central  Office.  The  Cathe- 
dral will  remain  the  Head  Centre  of  the  work  and  the 
most  Rev.  Archbishop  Corrigan  will  continue  to  be  its 
Superior  General.  All  communications,  therefore,  in 
regard  to  the  People's  Eucharistic  League  will  be  as 
heretofore  addressed  to  the  President,  of  the  People's 
Eucharistic  League,  123  East  5oth  St.,  New  York. 


THE  SENTINEL  OF  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT. 

Our  subscribers  will  find  in  the  January  number  of  the 
Sentinel  many  changes  at  once,  but  we  trust  they  will 
pardon  the  want  of  an  earlier  notice  of  such  changes 
which  has  been  inevitable. 

As  the  Sentinel  is  not  only  the  organ  of  the  Euchar- 
istic League  but  will  later  represent  all  Eucharistic 
works,  it  is  but  fitting  that  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  should  publish  and  circulate  it,  their  success 
in  publishing  their  French  publications  of  a  like  nature 
being  a  warrant  for  the  future  of  the  Sentinel.  The 
periodical  will,  however,  be  edited  as  usual  by  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League  and  will  pre- 
serve its  present  literary  staff.  The  Sentinel  will  be 
illustrated,  enlarged  and  improved  in  every  way  as  quickly 
as  the  profits  from  its  circulation  will  allow.  It  has  been 
found  necessary  to  raise  the  price  of  subscription  from 
fifty  cents  to  one  dollar  a  year,  but  we  trust  that  our 
subscribers  and  friends  will  not  regret  the  advance  in 
price  in  view  of  the  improvements  contemplated.  The 
Sentinel  is  at  present  with  the  exception  of  Emmanuel, 
the  only  publication  in  our  country  that  is  solely  devoted 
to  the  interests  of  the  Eucharist  and  must  be  made  more 
worthy  of  the  aim  which  will  now  become  possible,  of 
of  becoming  a  compendium  of  all  eucharistic  information 
and  furnishing  devotional  matter  that  will  attract  and 
please  the  critical  taste  of  our  people. 
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vSince  it  has  beeu  impossible  to  notify  our  subscribers 
personally  of  the  advance  in  the  price  of  the  Sentinel  we 
will  give  the  benefit  of  the  usual  rate  of  subscription 
(  50  cts.  a  year)  to  those  who  have  already  paid  in  ad- 
vance for  the  year  1901  and  to  those  who  renew  their 
subscription  before  February  ist.  All  new  subscribers 
must  pay  the  new  rate  of  $i.ooiu  advance.  The  Sen- 
tinel will  be  henceforth  on  sale  at  the  church  of  the 
Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  All  business  com- 
munications, subscriptions,  changes  of  address,  etc.,  after 
January  ist,  should  be  addressed  "Sentinel  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,"  185  East  y6th  st.?  New  York.  For  Canada, 
the  office  will  be,  as  before,  at  the  community  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  320  Mount  Royal  Avenue,  Montreal. 

All  personal  correspondence  with  the  editor,  Miss  E- 
Lummis,  and  literary  matter  for  the  Sentinel,  will  for 
convenience  be  addressed  as  usual  to  the  Central  Office 
of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League,  123  East  5oth  st., 
New  York. 


RKV.  .1.  V.  X.  O'CONNOR,   S.  J. 


SINCERITY    WITH    GOD. 


'c  pray  and  beseech  you,  in  tlic  Lord  Jesus,  that  as  you 
hare  received  from  us  ho7c  you  ought  to  ~^<alk,  to  please  Cod, 
vou  should  7<.>alk  that  yon  inav  abound  the  uion\  Thes- 
salonians,  IV.  I. 

Let  us  consider  what  should  be  the  attitude  of  Catholics  towards 
the  unfairness  of  modern  prejudice  in  regard  to  Faith  and  modern 
thought. 

I  low  often  do  the  men  of  to-day  excuse  themselves  from  being- 
Catholics  on  the  ground  of  enlightened  reason  !  They  do  not 
wish  to  be  trammelled  by  formulas,  cramped  by  dogmas,  pinned 
down  by  creeds  and  beliefs,  but  would  rather  as  they  say  follow 
the  broad  teachings  of  reason,  as  if  this  were  what  Christ  taught. 

2 
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Heart  :  Sancta  Trinita  del  Monti.  The  celebrated  church 
and  Monastery  of  the  Capuchins  are  also  on  the  Pincian, 
and  the  church  and  Monaster}7  of  the  Irish  Franciscans, 
St.  Isidore' s.  On  the  Coelian  are  the  churches  of  SS. 
John  and  Paul,  and  St.  Gregory  the  great. 

From  the  latter  St.  Augustine  went  forth  to  convert 
the  Angles  into  Angels  !  Alas,  poorEnglaud,  twice  con- 
verted, twice  fallen  away,  pray  God  that  her  third  rescue 
is  at  hand,  and  that  it  may  be  lasting.  On  the  Esquiline 
is  the  church  of  Santa  Maria  Maggiore,  containing  the 
boards  which  formed  the  manger  in  which  our  dear  Lord 
was  laid  on  the  first  Christmas  night. 

In  the  summit  of  the  Capitoline  is  the  well  known 
Franciscan  church  of  Santa  Maria  in  Ara  Cccli ;  and  here 
let  us  pause,  and  assist  in  spirit  at  the  devotions  for  the 
feast  of  the  Epiphany,  which  are  very  beautiful  and  quite 
unique.  Near  the  entrance  of  the  church,  a  rostrum  is 
erected,  in  front  of  the  chapel  which  holds  \\\e prescfiw 
(crib)  with  the  Santo  Bambino  .  From  this,  during  the 
time  of  Vespers,  little  children  preach  !  Never  shall  I 
forget  my  sensations  on  hearing  this  preaching  for  the 
first  time. 

The  church  is  very  large,  and  on  entering  we  found 
ourselves  in  a  dense  crowd,  seats  \\*ere  out  of  the  question, 
we  were  thankful  for  standing  room.  Far  away  in  the 
distance,  we  saw  the  altar  lights,  and  the  moving  forms 
of  the  officiating  priests  ;  the  tones  of  the  organ  came  to 
us  mellowed  by  distance, — when,  suddenly,  in  the  midst 
of  the  crowd  which  hemmed  us  in  arose  the  clear  accents 
of  a  child's  voice  ;  it  might  have  been  an  angel's,  so  sweet 
it  seemed,  and  so  impressive  to  the  hearers.  The  little 
sermon  finished,  the  child  was  rapturously  caught  in  the 
arms  of  its  friends,  and  its  place  filled  by  another.  Each 
told  in  different  words  "  the  sweet  story  of  old"  mingled 
with  anecdotes  and  pious  lessons.  And  so  it  went  on, 
not  in  the  least  disturbing  the  functions  at  the  high  altar 
so  far  away. 

This  church  is  built  on  the  spot  where  the  Tiburtine 
sybil  showed  Caesar  a  vision  of  the  blessed  Virgin  holding 
in  her  arms  the  divine  infant  ;  telling  him  it  was  "  The 
God  who  is  to  come."  Caesar  raised  here  an  altar  to  that 
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God  with  the  inscription  ;  "  Ara  primogeniti  Dei."  The 
church  is  reached  by  a  magnificent  flight  of  124  steps, 
wide  in  proportion  to  their  height.  Every  part  of  the 
edifice  is  of  corresponding  splendor:  the  floor  is  inlaid  with 
precious  marbles,  among  which  are  conspicuous  the  red, 
green  and  yellow  of  porphyry,  verdeantica  &&&  gialla  an- 
tica.  In  a  small  but  beautiful  chapel,  repose  the  ashes  of 
St.  Helena,  mother  of  Coustantine. 


Two  Special  Announcements. 


THE  FUTURE  OF  THE  PEOPLE'S  EUCHARISTIC  LEAGUE. 

\g£ 

TO 


E  find  it  necessary  at  the  outset  of  the  year  to 
notify  the  friends  and  associates  of  the  Eucha- 
ristic  League  and  the  subscribers  to  the  Sen- 
tinel of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  of  our  future  plans  with 
regard  to  both.  Now  that  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  are  established  in  New  York,  much  discussion 
is  rife  as  to  the  effect  their  coming  will  have  upon  the 
Eucharistic  League,  and  fears  have  been  conceived  that 
the  devotion  will  lose  its  popular  nature  and  by  becoming 
localized  fail  of  its  effect  in  uniting  priests  and  people 
in  zealous  accord.  We  hasten  to  announce  that  such 
fears  are  groundless. 

The  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  are  determined 
to  cooperate  fully  with  those  having  the  matter  in 
charge,  and  realize  the  importance  of  sustaining  the 
devotion  in  the  form  that  has  been  such  an  element  of  its 
success,  desiring  to  give  the  people  a  voice  in  the  conduct 
of  the  Association,  which  to  win  them,  must  be  wholly 
adapted  to  the  requirements  of  their  nationality.  The 
existence  of  a  throne  of  Exposition  and  the  assistance  of 
the  Fathers  in  spreading  the  devotion  cannot  but  give  a 
great  impetus  to  all  eticharistic  works.  But  the  affairs 
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Similar  to  this  high  sounding  platform  of  reason  and  round 
phrases,  in  a  very  unfair  way  and  in  the  narrow  platform  of 
religious  prejudice  and  narrow  minded  bigotry,  Catholics  are 
subject  to  a  sort  of  social  and  religious  torture.  They  are  obliged 
to  apologize,  or  the  attempt  is  made  to  make  them  take  an  attitude 
of  apology  for  every  calumny  or  misrepresentation  which  unbelief, 
irreligion  or  religious  hatred  is  pleased  to  place  before  them. 

The  position  of  a  Catholic  in  face  of  all  this,  is  a  noble  one.  He 
has  the  truth,  the  truth  of  the  Church  of  Christ  and  has  no  apology 
to  make  to  anyone,  neither  to  Protestantism  nor  to  the  press,  nor 
to  learning,  nor  to  impertinence,  nor  to  wealth  or  power.  His 
attitude  should  be  one  of  calm  dignity  in  the  presence  of  this 
unwarranted  onset  of  small  mindedness  or  ignorance  of  bigotry  or 
of  prejudice,  even  when  put  forward  by  non  Catholics  of  social 
wealth  or  position,  by  men  of  literary  notoriety,  or  by  the  per- 
sistent repetitions  of  a  press,  which  if  not  uninformed  is  malicious 
enough  to  repeat  again,  and  again,  palpably  false  accusations 
against  the  Catholic  Religion. 

The  whole  world  knows  that  the  Catholics  out- number  every 
form  of  Christian  religion.  Yet  no  newspaper,  or  non-catholic 
statistician  will  ever  present  the  fact  without  some  qualifying 
remark.  They  will  say  that  other  churches  do  not  count  children 
as  church  members  until  of  mature  age,  implying  that  this  makes 
the  difference  in  the  numbers.  They  certainly  do  not  count  as 
Catholics,  and  if  we  take  family  for  family  the  count  will  still  be 
vastly  in  favor  of  the  majority  of  Catholics.  Catholics  who  cease 
to  practise  their  religion  may  become  infidels,  but  never  sincere 
Protestants,  a  fact  that  is  never  insisted  upon  by  non-catholics. 
Protestants  become  either  Catholics  or  infidels,  another  fact  that 
is  quietly  passed  over. 

These  things,  my  brethren,  I  say  to  you  with  St.  Paul,  that  as 
you  have  learned  from  the  Church  of  Christ  how  you  ought  to 
walk  to  please  God,  so  also  in  the  Lord  I  pray  and' beseech  you 
that  so  you  may  walk,  that  you  may  abound  the  more. 

In  pondering  over  the  things  that  might  do  you  the  most  good, 
as  a  warning,  and  impressing  upon  you  practically  the  spirit  of 
your  Faith,  these  things  have  come  to  me  to  say  to  you. 

The  attitude  of  Catholics  in  Social  life. 

The  attitude  to  the  sayings  of  the  public  press. 

Attitude  to  the  ideas  in  science,  literature  and  fiction  that  touch 
upon  religious  questions. 

There  should  be  in  every  Catholic  heart  : 

i.  The  consciousness  of  right  in  the  possession  of  truth.  I'n 
wavering  faith  and  courage  as  in  a  fortress  impregnable,  protected 
by  the  right  kind  of  guns. 

"2.  Do  not  accept  the  position  of  apology.  Nineteen  hundred 
years  of  ancestries,  noble  glorious  coat  of  arms,  heraldic  devices, 
compared  with  which  the  heroes  of  the  revolution  and  England's 
royalty,  are  babes  of  yesterday  and  parvenus.  They  are  in  the 
position  of  apology  for  legitimate  origin  in  religion,  and  unsoiled 
escutcheon  of  loyalty  to  God. 
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3.  Admit  no  impertinent  inquiry,  the  hand  of  history  points 
with  no  unwavering  finger  as  to  who  is  who  in  the  Aristocracy  of 
Religion. 

4.  Show  no  human  respect.     With  the  record  that  you  have  as 
the  children  of  the  saints,  with  a  Saint  Louis  and  a  Charlemagne, 
with  St.  Gregory  and  Augustine,  a  Chrysostum,  a  St.   Thomas  of 
Canterbury,  a  Sir  Thomas  Moore,  with  Dante  and  St.  Thomas  of 
Aquinas,  a  galaxy  of  wealth  and  power,  of  sanctity  and  learning, 
why  turn  aside  from  loyalty  with  it  to  please  those  whose  reli- 
gious pedigree  would  but  bring  a  sense  of  dishonor  ? 

5.  As  loyal  Catholics  be  not  over  anxious  to  please  the  Protest- 
ant world,  whether  among  your  social  acquaintances  or  not,  either 
inside  the  church  or  on  the  outside.     "  He  that  is  not  with  me,  is 
against  me,"   says  Christ.     How  disloyal  to  the  Faith  of  Christ 
and  the  teachings  of  His  Church,  wrould  that  man  or  woman  be, 
who  would  wish  the  ceremonies  of  the  Church  so  simple,  so  signi- 
ficant, so  real,  to  conform   in   any  way  to  the  empty  forms  of  an 
unreality  ?    Or  who  would  in  social  life  and  conversation  apologize 
away,  or  seek  to  excuse  to  Protestantism  the  teachings,  the  laws, 
the  customs,  the  pious  and  holy  observances  of  our  divine  reli- 
gion ? 

Are  they  not  trailing  their  banners  in  the  dust,  who,  to  please 
an  uncatholic  world,  would  explain  away,  and  uncatholicize  for 
social  reasons  the  teachings  of  their  faith? 

Our  Holy  Father  has  said,  "  we  believe  the  whole  teaching  of 
Christ,  nothing  excepted."  And  Christ  said  to  His  Apostles  : 
"  Go,  teach  them  all  things  whatsoever  I  have  taught  unto  you.'' 

6.  We  are  to  make  an  open  acknowledgement  of  all  we  believe, 
and  not  to  hide  from  the  world,  Protestant  or  infidel,  anything 
that  we  believe,  for  we  have  nothing  in  which  to  fear,  or  of  which 
to  be  ashamed,  before  the  best  or  the  worst,  or  the  greatest  of  this 
world  or  of  this  day.     And  nothing  is  to  be  gained  by  conceal- 
ment, neither  honor  nor  the  gain  of  souls,  who  would  rather  show- 
honor  by  a  fearless  spirit. 

7.  As  Catholics  we  profess  openly  and  plainly,  in  spite  of  smile 
or  jest,  of  jeer  or  sarcasm,  our  beliefs   in  the  teachings  of  Christ 
Jesus,  that  there  is  an  Eternal  Hell  for  the  punishment  of  the 
unjust,  and  an  Eternal  Heaven  which  is  the  reward  only  of  Faith 
and  of  good  works.     Not  for  those,   who  say  ''  Lord  !  Lord  !"  or 
choose  what  to  believe,  and  do  as  they  may  choose,  in  defiance  of 
Christ's  law.     We,  as  Catholics,  love  and  honor  and  pray  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  the  Mother  of  God.     We   honor  her  next  to  God 
above  every  creature,  and  cannot  honor  her  too  much.     And  I  re- 
peat, we  pray  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  Blessed   Mother  of  God,, 
in  spite  of  the  ignorant  outcry  of  Protestantism  more  malicious 
than  ignorant,  for  they  know  full  well  we  do  not  adore  her  as  God, 
but  love  her  dearly  and  honor  her  because  God  made  her  His  own 
Mother,  and  made  her  so  beautiful,  so  holy,  so  worthy  of  love  and 
so  powerful  to  intercede  for  us,  and  to  obtain  graces  for  us  from 
Her  Divine  Son.     And  this  in  spite  of  the  theory  of  one  mediator, 
for  Christ  Himself  in  His  Church,  has  taught   us  this  love  of  her. 
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8.  We  believe  in  the  real  Presence  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  of  the  Altar.     Not  in   an  empty  formula  of  the  Lord's 
Supper,  with  the  uncomforting,  meaningless,  and  empty  ceremony 
of  taking  a  symbol  for  the  reality  of  the  Presence  of  Our  Lord. 

9.  We  believe,  too,  in   the  obligation  and   necessity  and  advan- 
tages of  Confession,  because  Christ  taught  it,  and  did  not  teach  us 
to  confess  our  sins  to  God  and  be  satisfied  with  that.     And  we 
believe  in  all  the  other  Sacraments  as  valid  as  in  the  Catholic 
Church.     And  the  one  Sacrament  that  is  valid   in  other  churches 
is  because  it  is   the  Catholic  Sacrament,  and  cannot  be  changed, 
and  involving  the  validity  of  the  Sacrament  Matrimony  among 
Christians  because  of  the  validity  of  this  Sacrament  of  Baptism. 

Moreover,  we  believe  in  the  obligation  of  the  law  of  the  Church 
in  regard  to  assisting  at  Mass,  fasting,  with  dispensation  only  by 
authority  of  the  same  law,  the  spirit  of  Penance,  the  Sacramentals, 
Holy  Water,  Blessed  Candles,  Ashes,  etc.,  belief  in  miracles  and 
all  the  teachings  of  the  Church. 

And  what  should  be  the  answer  of  a  Catholic,  if  there  are  some 
who  say  your  religion  is  like  ours  ?  It  is  yes,  very  like.  Or  with 
a  profession  of  faith  they  are  alike  in  some  form,  but  not  in  rea- 
lity. The}-  may  be  alike,  because  you  have  borrowed,  or  taken 
without  permission,  the  ceremonies  of  the  Catholic  Church,  but 
not  her  doctrines.  The}-  are  as  like  as  the  wax  figure  to  the  living 
man,  the  imitation  to  the  genuine,  the  paste  to  the  glorious  dia 
mond  of  Divine  Truth. 

Whatever  Christ  has  taught  is  the  belief  of  every  true  Catholic. 
If  we  look  into  the  living  reality  of  the  Church  to  day,  if  we  look 
to  her  origin,  if  we  look  to  the  place  she  has  in  history,  has  in 
influence  upon  the  spirit  of  the  world,  in  spite  of  the  malice  of 
Hell,  in  spite  of  the  plots  and  plans  of  infidels  and  irreligious,  in 
defiance  of  their  schemes  to  destroy  her  existence,  and  to  paralyze 
her  influence.  The  very  thought  of  her  trials,  persecution,  her 
martyrdom,  her  pure  teaching,  in  the  midst  of  impious  doctrines, 
the  pure  lives  of  so  many  of  her  children  amid  a  sensuous  ?nd 
sensual  and  perverse  generation  ;  her  thousands  and  millions  of 
men  and  women,  living  lives  apart  from  the  world,  consecrated 
to  God  by  the  vows  of  religion  ;  her  millions  upon  millions  of 
saints  and  blessed  ones,  who  have  fought  the  good  fight  and  have 
been  crowned  with  the  seal  of  approval  of  God's  hands  by  their 
beatification  and  canonization  on  the  calendars  of  Saints. 

All  this,  my  brethren,  fills  the  heart  with  enthusiasm,  makes  the 
pulse  beat  higher  and  faster,  fills  the  mind  and  the  soul  with 
noble  aspirations,  and  fires  the  will  with  holy  ambition  to  be 
worthy  of  such  a  noble  ancestry,  of  so  royal  a  companionship,  to 
walk  as  we  should  walk,  to  please  God,  and  with  /eal  to  be  re- 
corded by  life  and  by  deed  among  the  humblest  of  the  followers 
of  Christ  in  this  legion  of  Blessed  Ones. 


A  Christmas-tide  Communion, 

MARY  SARSFIELD  GILMORE. 


Joseph.  good  Joseph,  turn  hither  thy  feet, 
Worn  with  the  road,  and  unwelcoming  street  ! 
Humble  my  shelter  ;  yet  service  awaits 
Thee  and  thy  virginal  Spouse  at  my  gates. 
Worth  v  I  am  not  to  welcome  ye  in,  — 
Mine  is  a  dwelling  dishonored  by  sin. 
Knter  it,  nathless,  reform  to  arouse. 
Joseph,  good  Joseph,  lead  hither  thy  Spouse  ! 

Mar}-,  fair  Mary,  beneath  my  poor  roof, 
Put  the  remorse  of  thy  sinner  to  proof, 
Weigh  my  repentance  in  balance  of  tears 
Brimming  the  cup  of  my  prodigal  years. 
Thou  art  a  woman,  —  a  Mother  to  be.  — 
Lacking  a  cradle,  O  make  one  of  me  ! 
Crib  in  my  bosom  thy  Babe  und' filed.  — 
Mary,  fair  Mary,  bear  hither  thy  Child  ! 

Christ-Child,  sweet  Christ-Child,  Hosanna  to  Thee  ! 
I  am  unworthy  Thy  manger  to  be 
Vet  Thou  disdainest  no  soul  that  repents, 
Shriving  its  sins  by  Thy  blest  Sacraments. 
Nestle,  then,  Pure' One",  Within  my  sad  breast, 
Lulling  my  evil,  and  waking  my  best  ! 
Chasten  my  soul  with  Thine  infinite  art,  — 
Dear  little  Christ-Child,  in  crib  of  my  heart. 

Dear  little  Jesus,  since  such  is  Thy  Name, 
Giftless  to  greet  Thee,  were  surely  my  shame  : 
Gold,  myrrh,  frankincense,  accept,  then,  from  me,  — 
Faith,  Hope  and  Charity  shrined  in  the  three  ! 
Faith  in  Thy  Godhead,  altho'  Thou  art  man,  — 
Son  of  the  Virgin  exempt  irom  Sin's  ban  : 
Hope  for  Thy  grace,  my  salvation  to  find;  — 
Love  Divine,  first  ;  then,  of  all  humankind  ! 
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Praise,  Adoration  and  Worship  I  add, 
Echoing  anthems  angelic  and  glad  :  — 
Fervent  Thanksgiving  for  life,  faith  and  all 
Favors  Thy  Providence  daily  lets  fall  :  — 
Sorrow  for  sins  of  the  reckless  days  done  ; 
Purpose  all  future  ill-doing  to  shun  ; 
Prayer  for  Thy  blessing  on  thoughts,  words  and  deeds 
Lastly,  Petition  for  Life's  daily  needs  ! 

Dear  little  Christ-Child,  my  welcome  is  said. 
Now,  in  sweet  silence,  O  pillow  Thy  Head, 
Cradle  Thy  Body,  and  shrine  Thy  white  Soul 
Deep  in  my  spirit,  that  hails  Thee  its  goal  ! 
Where  Thou  hast  entered,  Thou  bidest  for  aye. 
Granting  no  sin  bids  Thy  Pureness  away.  — 
Marj-  and  Joseph,  ye  Three  must  not  part  :  — 
Dwell  with  the  Christ-Child  in  home  of  mv  heart  ! 


Some  Thoughts  Which  Silence  Brought. 

HOMO. 

When  God  had  created  heaven  and  earth  and  darkness 
rested  over  the  mighty  deep,  out  of  the  infinite  silence, 
came  the  infinite  Voice  :  "Be  light  made  !  "  Omnipo- 
tence had  spoken  ;  and  instantly  following  His  words, 
light  existed.  So  the  first  record  wrhich  Holy  Scripture 
gives  us  of  the  Speech  of  God,  contains  the  sentence 
which  by  the  Divine  Will  illuminated  this  earth  and 
showed  it  to  be  "good." 

This  God,  this  Creator,  this  Father,  who  loves  each  one 
of  us,  endowed  us,  too,  with  the  gift  of  speech,  to  enlight- 
.en  us,  to  help  us  to  console,  to  strengthen  each  other, 
and  looks  patiently  down  upon  the  perversion  of 
his  wonderful  and  precious  bestowal,  into  a  means  of 
darkening  our  own  souls,  worrying  the  minds  of  others, 
weakening  the  mainstays  of  Christian  friendship  by 
casting  out  of  it  confidence  and  trust.  What  saints  there 
might  be  in  our  midst  but  for  the  recklessness,  falseness 
and  cruelty  of  tongues  ! 
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being  the  result  of  God's  first  recorded  speech, 
the  consideration  of  how  much  light  follows  our  own 
exercise  of  the  same  faculty,  ultimately  brings  forward 
the  fact  that  must  the  decision  be  made  between  the  two 
opposites  of  light  and  darkness,  in  our  case  the  average 
would  be  humiliatingly  high  on  the  side  of  darkness. 
Has  a  character  been  blurred  ever  so  little  in  its  shining 
virtue,  has  a  heart  quivered  in  pain  for  a  second  of  time, 
has  truth  hid  its  face  under  the  black  veil  of  falsehood 
but  once,  throught  our  wilful  words,  then  has  darkness 
gone  forth  from  our  lips,  and  God  and  His  Angels  have 
been  sorry.  To  the  soul  who  ponders,  speech  seems  fre- 
quently difficult  and  dangerous,  and  silence,  judicious, 
self -controlling  silence,  a  vast  part  of  the  subject  in  the 
science  of  the  Saints. 

When  injured,  angry,  neglected,  possibly  when  suffer- 
ing some  physical  pain  \vhich  no  one  can  help  and  which 
therefore  gracefully  or  grumblingly  must  be  borne,  silence 
is  the  sure  source  of  plentiful  assistance  from  Our  Heavenly 
Father.  At  times  even  a  more  contemptible  temptation 
may  encompass  us.  Some  gay,  vacious  friend  has  been 
to  see  us,  and  has  poured  out  laughingly  all  the  little 
private  matters  of  half-a-dozen  families.  No  one  knows 
how  the  knowledge  was  obtained,  no  one  can  be  certain 
that  the  gossip  is  even  half -true  ;  but  it  all  made  such  a 
jolly  good  story,  and  if  be  sought-after  for  being  so 
witty  and  conversational,  why,  there  are  no  mortal  sins 
concerned  after  all,  and  of  course  no  harm  intended,  and 
really  it  is  nice  to  be  popular.  The  recipient  of  X's  news, 
nine  times  out  of  ten  rehearses  the  lively  tale  to  the 
next  person  whom  he  encounters.  And  hoi)*  silence 
shrinks  away  perhaps  mortally  wounded,  for  human 
tongues  have  a  fatal  proneness  to  exaggeration,  and  if  in 
the  first  instance  Mr.  and  Mrs.  S-  had  a  quarrel,  in  the 
second  version,  likely  as  not,  it  is  rumored  that  they  may 
^/  parate  a)id  the  bride  go  home  to  her  mother  ! 

People  are  extremely  provoking — other  people,  of  course, 
r.r  ourselves — and  one  must -reprimand  children,    infe- 
riors,  possibly    even    wives  and   husbands.     Nothing   is 
more  necessary   than  correction  in  the  proper  manner. 
Now  let  us  say  the   following  sentence   very  slowly  and 
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deliberately  together.  No  one  should  even  reprimand 
anybody,  with  either  words  or  manner  which  would  ne- 
cessitate an  Act  of  contrition  before  Holy  Communion  " 
That  is  only  logical,  practical  and  just — to  Our  Blessed 
Lord  as  well  as  to  our  weak  souls.  Whatever  would  be 
unfitting  and  unchristian  before  Holy  Communion,  is 
only  rather  more  so  affterward,  If  anger  or  indignation, 
no  matter  how  reasonable,  has  dominated  us  to  the  extent 
of  our  losing  self  possession,  then  is  the  time  to  postpone 
speech  until  the  dignity  of  self  control  is  ours.  Holy 
Silence  is  the  shield  which  protects  both  our  dependants 
and  ourselves,  and  Holy  Silence  is  very  dear  to  the  Hart 
of  Jesus. 

Every  one  has  heard  the  story  of  the  ignorant  woman 
who  announced  to  someone  with  whom  she  had  quarreled  : 
"I'm  in  a  state  of  grace  now,  but  just  icait  till  I  get  out 
of  -it  /"  Yet,  the  writer  of  these  lines  witnessed  only  last 
summer  an  instance  of  just  such  a  feeling  and  practice. 

It  was  a  glorious  morning  among  the  hills,  very  early 
and  cool,  and  a  party  of  friends  were  walking  the  two  miles 
to  the  village,  for  Mass.  The  world  seemed  to  belong  only 
to  the  birds,  for  the}7  were  the  only  other  living  things  to 
be  seen  and  ht^d.  Suddenly  a  bicycle  shot  past,  then 
slackened  and  came  back,  the  young  rider  wishing  to  bid 
the  party,  "  Good  morning."  His  greeting  was  heartily 
returned  by  all  save  one,  a  young  girl  who  was  his  relation. 
After  he  had  sped  away  again,  some  one  asked  lief,  "  but 
what  ails  you,  Minnie  ?"  Her  eyes  flashing,  the  girl 
replied,  "  I  can  say  anything  nou\  because  I'm  going  to 
Holy  Communion.  But  he  has  taken  my  wheel,  and  jus. i 
wait  till  I  get  back  !  ' ' 

When  she  did  get  back  there  was  a  sorry  scene.  Surely 
the  silence  before  Mass  was  worse  than  useless,  was  a 
mockery  and  an  insult  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  when 
the  intention  already  existed  to  let  loose  the  eloquence  of 
wrath  an  hour  later.  But  the  Eucharistic  Jesus  is  silent 
and  makes  no  complaint  ;  yet  in  His  Real  Presence  upon 
the  Altar  are  both  silence  and  self-control  infinitely  repre- 
sented, for  our  strengthening  and  help  under  just  such 
ordinary,  trivial  temptations  as  conquered  the  young  girl 
and  as  are  conquering  many  others  ail  over  the  world  at 
this  moment. 
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If  only  we  might  learn  in  the  silent  church,  kneeling 
close  to  the  Tabernacle,  ho\v  many  of  our  sins,  how  many 
of  the  occasions  when  we  scandalize  others,  are  due  only 
to  our  lack  of  self-control  and  our  unguarded  speech  !  He 
who  rests  in  the  Ciborium,  so  humbly,  so  reservedly,  is  a 
King,  His  state  sustained  by  homage  and  prayer,  His 
regal  rights  outraged  by  sin  and  neglect.  When  as  Man 
He  dwelt  in  the  world,  when  as  Saviour  He  was  about  to 
meet  death  by  execution,  His  words  were  not  many,  and 
to  Pilate's  anxious,  half-conscientious  questioning  before 
Barabbas  was  released  ' '  He  answered  him  never  a  word ' ' . 
In  three  hours  upon  the  Cross,  He  spoke  only  seven 
times.  Ah  !  But  He  was  God  !  Yes.  He  was  God,  and 
He  bade  men  ' '  be  perfect  even  as  your  Heavenly  Father 
is  perfect  ".  They  are  the  words,  the  command,  of  your 
King.  Peremptory,  unqualified  ;  yet  softened  and  made 
•tender  by  the  loving  title  given  by  the  God  of  heaven 
and  earth  —  Our  "  Heavenly  Father  ",  He  who  "  pities 
us,"  who  bears  us  in  his  hands  ",  He  who  by  the  first 
words  which  he  left  to  us,  created  light.  As  He  is 
perfect,  so  must  ye  be  perfect,  scorning  words  of  dark- 
ness, and  bringing  only  light  and  joy  unto  men  by  the 
words  which  leave  your  lips.  Learning  above  all  the 
refraining,  self-denying,  noble  silence,  which  spares, 
which  soothes,  which  keeps  >from  sin,  and  which  is 
'always  touchingly  before  you  4n  the  perpetual,  silent, 
adorable  Presence  of  Jesus  within  the  Tabernacle. 


The  Martyrdom  of  St.  Agnes. 


(  )\VN  o'er  the  yellow  Tibershone  the  golden  breaking  day  : 
From  u'er  its  proud  hills,  oyfrfby  one,  the  shadows  roll'd  away  : 
%  ''*'•  >JP  And  Rome's  imperial  banner*  sway'd  upon  the  mornin?  breeze: 
--And  high  the  glittering  fountains  played  among  the  almond 
trees. 
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Within  the  Forum's  crowded  space,  the  armed  cohorts  stand  ; 
And  many  a  dark  and  evil  face  is  gleaming  from  their  band  ; 
And  rude  barbarian  speech  offends  the  tranquil  morning  air  ; 
Her  sons  the  torrid  Afric  sends  in  swarthy  legions  there. 

There  warriorsfrom  the  Dacian  hills,  and  Scythia's  wand'ring  son  : 
What  eager  crowd  the  forum  fills  ?  What  deed  is  to  be  done  ? 
Whom  lead  they  now,  with  clanging  swords,  into  the  open  space  ? 
Some  tyrant  fallen  and  abhorred,  some  traitor  to  his  race  ? 

Above  whose  cloven  helm  shall  flash  those  blades  that  gleaming  shine 
Some  fiery  Gracchus,  fierce  and  rash,  some  vanquished  Catiline? 
As  shakes  a  lovely  star  amid  the  black  tempestuous  night, 
So,  in  the  sullen  crowd,  half  hid,  a  maiden  robed  in  white  ! 

Yea,  half  a  child,  with  folded  hands,  with  waves  of  sunny  hair, 
Before  the  gloomy  Tribune  stands,  in  tranquil  beauty  there.  — 
•'  Resign  the  Christian  faith,  abhorred  ",  the  angry  ruler  said, 
"  Or  swift  it  falls,  that  sharp  bright  sword,  that  glitters  o'er  thy  head" 

"  The  earth  is  fair,  and  thou  art  young,  and  ghastly  are  the  dead  ; 
"Wouldst  thou  within  this  hall  be  flung,  and  mocked  by  every  tread  ? 
"Twas  not  as  if  in  answering  him.  her  silver}-  accents  rose, 
In  music  o'er  the  circle  dim  of  angry  scowling  foes. 

She    said  : — "  From  the  faces  that  round  me  sway, 
Dark  and  fierce  in  the  shining  day  ; 
Yea,  from  the  edge  of  the  gleaming  sword 
I  fly  to  thy  bosom,  O  King  and  Lord  ! 
Sound  out,  sound  out  on  the  golden  morn. 
Trumpet  and  drum  and  barbarous  horn, 
Hark,  'tis  the  music  that  summons  me  home  ; 
O,  early  beloved,  I  come,  I  come  ! 
Thou  hast  crowned  my  brow  with  a  diadem  bright, 
Thou  hast  robed  me  all  fair  in  my  bridal  white ; 
Redeemer  and  King,  I  would  go  yet  higher, 
I  would  travel  to  thee  through  waves  of  fire  ! 
Yea,  where  through  the  Flavian  arches  broke 
The  lions,  spurning  the  idle  yoke  ; 
Trampling  the  sand  for  their  waiting  prey. 
Joyful  I'd  stand   for  thy  love  this  day. 
Happier  for  them  a  bride  of  earth, 
Springing  to  thee  from  the  crimson  death  !" 

She  bent  her  head,  a  glittering  veil,  as  flashed  the  sword  in  air, 
Swept  down  the  golden  clusters  pale  of  softly  show'ring  hair  ; 
It  swept  along  the  forum's  floor,  and  o'er  her  crimson'd  vest, 
As  gently  out  the  Christians  bore  the  maiden  to  her  rest  ! 
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And  from  the  forum  pass'd  the  crowd  in  clusters,  one  by  one  ; 
With  careless  speech  and  laughter  loud  their  morning's  work  was 

done  ; 

As  on  through  classic  columns  white  the  swart  Numidians  pass'd, 
Their  figures  in  the  fair  sunlight  a  boding  shadow  cast. 

The  shadow  of  the  days  to  come,  the  swift  avenging  days, 
When  th\-  proud  towers,  imperial  Rome,  shall  crackle  in  the  blaze, 
When  o'er  the  Tiber's  redden'd  flow  shall  flash  the  mingled  fight, 
The  savage  hordes  with  bended  bow,  the  Roman's  corselet  bright ! 

When  tall  within  the  sculptured  porch  shall  scowl  the  fiery  Hun  ; 
And  the  red  glare  of  many  a  torch  make  pale  the  setting  sun  ; 
When  in  the  shrines  of  cruel  gods,  beneath  their  frescoed  roofs 
The  Scythian's  sable  plumage  nods,  and  clang  his  courser's  hoofs  ! 

But  o'er  the  virgin's  ashes  fair,  within  her  chapel  shrine, 
In  music  plays  the  summer  air,  the  golden  evenings  shine  ; 
There,  in  this  distant  latter  time,  a  thousand  years  away. 
The  wand'ring  sons  of  every  cline  revering  kneel  to  pray. 

The  maiden  lays  with  tender  hand  upon  her  altar  fair, 
The  flowers  that  bloom'd  within  her  hand,  the  jewels  from  her  hair, 
And  prays  St  Agnes  to  entreat  for  her  the  gentle  Lord, 
Low,  kneeling  at  her  fair  young  feet,  who  perished  by  the  sword  ! 

— Selected. 


Items  of  Interests. 


With  the  approval  of  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Corrigan  the 
gentlemen  forming  the  Advisory  Board  of  the  Men's  Branch  of  the 
Kucharistic  League,  have  been  formed  into  a  council  to  represent 
the  general  interests  of  the  work  among  our  men,  and  will  organ- 
ize that  branch  of  the  work  as  a  permanent  society  for  Nocturnal 
Adoration.  Their  aim  is  to  encourage  Nocturnal  Adoration  during 
the  Forty  Hours  and  on  Holy  Thursday  in  all  centres  of  the  Kucha 
ristic  League,  to  call  for  volunteers  for  a  general  membership  and 
to  furnish  adorers  at  need  on  these  occasions  to  all  pastors  who  find 
it  difficult  to  obtain  volunteers.  Rev.  Father  Lavelle  is  the  spiri- 
tual director  of  the  Men's  Advisory  Board  or  Central  Council, 
uxl  ha^  selected  the  following  officers  to  serve  for  one  year  : — 
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President,  Mr.  J.  Stantoii  Floyd-Jones  ;  Vice-President,  Mr.  Martin 
G.  McDonald ;  Recording  Secretary,  Mr.  Richard  H.  Clarke,  Jr.  ; 
Corresponding  Secretary,  Mr.  R.  R.  Costello  ;  Treasurer,  Mr. 
R.  J.  Doherty. 


The  People's  Eucharistic  League  will  hold  its  Fifth  Annual 
Reunion  at  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral  on  Friday,  January  25th,  1901. 
Tickets  of  admission  may  be  obtained  at  the  Local  Centres  as 
usual.  The  men  will  sit  together  in  the  middle  aisle,  on  the 
Epistle  side  of  the  altar. 


The  Forty  Hours  devotion  will  take  place  at  the  church  of  the 
Epiphany,  in  second  Avenue,  between  2ist  and  22nd  sts.,  on 
Sunday,  January  2oth,  and  at  the  church  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul, 
on  Sunday,  January  27th.  Our  associates  are  invited  to  attend. 


Rev.  M.  J.  Lavelle  will  hold  a  meeting  of  the  Local  Directors  of 
the  Eucharistic  League  at  the  Cathedral  Rectory,  n  a.  in.,  on 
Friday,  January  nth. 


The   Annual  Council  of  Presidents  and  Vice   Presidents  will  be 
held  in  the  Cathedral  Sacristy,  on  Tuesday,  Jan.  I5th,  at  n  a.  m. 


The  Nocturnal  Adoration  at  Local  Centres  on  Dec.  31  was  most 
successful.  The  Cathedral,  St.  Ignatius,  St.  Stephens,  St.  Gabriel's 
and  the  Epiphany  churches  gave  a  record  of  from  150  to  500  men. 


Prayers  of  our  Associates  are  asked  for  the  repose  of  the-  soul  of 
the  late  Rev.  N.  M.  Reinhart,  Pastor  of  the  Association  Centre. 


The  Children's  Hour 


Suffer  the  little  ones  to  come  unto  Me, 
and  forbid  them  not.  for  of  Sne/i 
is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  !  '' 


has  long  been  our  desire  to  introduce  the  work  of  the  Eucha- 
ristic  League  among  the  little  lambs  of  Christ's  fold,  the  chil- 
dren whom  He  so  loves,  and  who,  in  their  innocence  and 
simplicity,  come  so  near  to  the  likeness  of  the  Lamb  of  God 
in  the  littleness  of  His  Eucharistic  presence.  To  form  bands 
of  children  in  each  centre  of  the  Eucharistic  League  and  to 
adapt  the  requirements  of  the  devotion  to  the  limitations  of  their 
age  and  ability  will  be  a  matter  of  the  very  near  future  and  one 
that  \vill  readily  commend  itself  to  our  local  Director.  We  shall 
later  hope  to  give  the  little  ones  their  own  particular  share  in  the 
reunions  of  the  Eucharistic  League  at  the  Cathedral.  The  Sen- 
tinel, also,  will  devote  a  few  pages  monthly  to  the  children  with 
the  aim  of  interesting  them  and  furnishing  simple  and  attractive 
devotional  matter  that  will  develope  their  love  for  the  Eucharist. 
The  heart  of  the  child  naturally  welcomes  the  beautiful,  and  the 
imaginations  that  are  surfeited  with  the  husks  of  fables  and 
fairy  tales  will  find  nourishing  food  in  the  beautiful  stories  of  the 
angels  and  saints  of  God  and  the  golden  legends  of  Christ's  mortal 
life.  With  the  glowing  imagery  of  the  Christmas  gospels  fresh  in 
our  minds  and  the  tender  remembrance  of  Him  who  chose  to  come 
first  to  us  in  the  guise  of  childhood  we  enter  upon  our  task. 

The  Rev.  Henri  Durand,  of  the  Society  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, who  is  so  frequently  called  by  his  friends  "  The  Apostle  of 
Childhood,"  will  inaugurate  the  work  with  a  New  Year's  letter, 
the  first  of  a  series.  We  are  glad  to  announce  also  that  Miss  Jose- 
phine Marie"  will  edit  the  Children's  Department,  and  will  welcome 
suggestions  from  our  reverend  Pastors  and  others,  and  any  commu- 
nications from  the  little  ones.  (Kindly  address  "Children's 
Department,"  Sentinel  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  121;  East 
St..  New  York,  i 
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A  Letter  from  Father  Durand  : 

BRUSSELS,  DEC.  2oth,  1900. 
Wishes  for  the  New  Year  and  the  Ncic  Century. 
MY  DEAR  LITTLE  CHILDREN, 

How  well  I  kuow  the  delight  of  a  child  at  getting  a 
letter,  a  whole  letter,  all  to  himself,  and  a  letter  above 
all  that  conies  from  some  friend  ever  so  far  away  !  And 
so  I  am  going  to  profit  by  this  trait  of  childhood  to  cor- 
respond with  you  for  your  own  good.  It  has  often  hap- 
pened that  without  leaving  my  desk,  I  have  preached  a 
sermon  one  or  two  hundred  miles  away,  because  the 
good  priest  who  asked  me  to  write  a  letter  to  the  chil- 
dren of  his  parish  had  the  happy  idea  of  reading  it  aloud 
from  the  pulpit.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  pleased  his  little 
audience  were  at  this  new  style  of  preaching,  when  he 
said  to  them  :  "Be  very  attentive,  children,  here  is  a 
letter  written  to  you  that  comes  all  the  way  from  Brus- 
sels !" 

And  now,  since  we  have  been  urged  to  extend  our 
apostolate  among  the  children,  I  am  going  to  try  and 
make  this  simple  means  of  gaining  the  children's  hearts 
more  popular,  and  instead  of  writing  to  the  children  of 
one  family  or  one  parish  I  am  going  to  write  to  a 
thousand  families  and  a  thousand  parishes  at  once. 

But  now  I  think  I  can  hear  some  of  the  little  ones,  the 
very  little  ones,  whispering  together  and  asking  how 
I  can  write  to  so  many  children  at  once. 

Well,  the  babies  do  not  yet  know  the  wonders  of  the 
printing  press,  nor  how  by  the  circulation  of  our  pious 
magazines  such  as  the  Little  Messenger  and  the  Sentinel, 
we  can  reproduce  by  tens  of  thousands  a  written  page,  so 
that  one  can  write  a  letter  to  innumerable  childish  corres- 
pondents at  once,  and  wish  them  all  "a  Happy  New 
Year  "  at  the  same  time.  My  letter  is  addressed  to  all  cath- 
olic hildreu  of  course,  but  more  especially  to  those  who 
belong  to  our  Eucharistic  Associations,  the  Guard  of 
Honor,  the  Eucharistic  Crusade,  and  the  Pages  of  the 
Eucharist.  I  must  begin  by  saying  once  for  all,  that 
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my  correspondence  is  eucharistic,  which  means  that  my 
object  in  writing  these  letters  to  you  is  to  teach  you  how 
to  know  and  love  more  and  more  truly  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment that  contains  the  body  and  blood,  soul  and  divi- 
nity of  our  Lord  Jesus- Christ,  who  so  dearly  loved  all 
men,  but  who  had  such  a  tender  and  particular  love  for 
the  little  children. 

And  now,  dear  little  ones,  what  am  I  going  to  say  to 
you  ?  It  is  not  so  easy  to  choose,  indeed,  when  one 
thinks  of  so  much  to  interest  and  attract  you,  the  new 
year,  the  new  century,  and  the  month  of  the  holy  Child- 
hood !  And  I  can  say  only  a  few  words  more,  after  all. 

Well,  my  dear  children,  with  all  my  heart  I  wish  you  a 
very  happy  New  Year,  and  good  and  a  holy  one  too.  That 
means  that  I  wish  you  to  be  very  docile,  very  obedient 
and  very  pious,  and  if  you  will  be  all  that,  the  year  that 
is  beginning  for  you  will  surely  be  a  good  and  holy  one. 
But  the  year  1901  is  a  very  special  year,  a  great,  an  un- 
usual year,/^  it  is  the  first  year  of  a  neiu  Century.  While 
I,  far  away  in  Brussels,  am  writing  to  you,  we  are  still 
in  the  nineteenth  century,  but  when  you  receive  and 
read  my  letter  we  will  have  entered  upon  the  2oth,  so 
you  see  I  am  obliged  to  wish  you  a  happy  new  Century 
as  well  as  a  New  Year  ? 

What  am  I  saying  !  A  century  is  a  hundred  years  !  Do 
I  think  you  will  all  live  so  long  as  that  ?  Well,  not 
quite.  I  wish  you  all  a  long  life  certainly,  but  above  all, 
a  holy  life  ;  for  if  you  live  as  good  and  fervent  catholics 
for  the  many  long  years  which  I  hope  are  before  you  all, 
and  are  good  adorers  of  our  Lord  and  proud  of  your 
religion,  you  will  surely  have  a  good  century  and  a 
better  one  than  the  last.  If  you  want  to  do  this,  dear 
children,  you  must  love  the  divine  Child  Jesus  very  much 
and  pray  every  day  to  Him  who  is  always  present  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  and  you  must  try  to  remain  always 
children  in  innocence  and  simplicity. 

Did  you  know  that  the  month  of  January  is  consecrated 
to  the  honor  of  the  Divine  Infancy  of  the  dear  Saviour 
whose  image  you  love  to  look  at  as  it  lies  cradled  in  the 
little  Christmas  Crib  ? 

How  you  beg  Mamma  and  Papa  to  take  you  to  see  the 
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little  Infant  Jesus  in  the  manger,  in  the  churches  where 
all  is  so  beautiful  at  Christmas,  when  the  Star  of  Beth- 
lehem shines,  and  the  Kings  and  the  shepherds  are 
kneeling  in  adoration,  a  picture  of  what  really  happened 
so  many  centuries  ago  ! 

But  when  you  kneel  there  to  pray,  never  forget  that 
we  have  a  Bethlehem  always,  here  upon  earth,  and  that 
not  far  from  the  crib  is  the  real  Jesus,  and  the  Lamp  of 
the  Sanctuary  points  out  to  you  too  the  place  where  He 
dwells. 

Where  is  He  then  ?  Surely  you  all  know.  He  is  on  the 
altar,  in  the  Tabernacle,  under  the  form  of  a  little  bread  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament.  So,  when  you  have  seen  the  crib, 
do  not  fail  to  go  from  the  crib  to  the  altar,  from  the 
image  of  Jesus  to  Jesus  Himself,  and  there  pray  to  Him 
with  confidence  and  beg  Him  to  take  pity  on  the  wicked 
world  which  still  persecutes  Him.  Dear  little  ones,  your 
innocent  prayers  are  so  powerful  with  the  Infant  Jesus  ! 
Pray  for  the  conversion  or  overthrow  of  the  modern 
Herods  who  renew  again  the  massacre  of  the  Innocents 
in  preventing  you  from  knowing  and  loving  the  divine 
Child,  the  Love  and  Life  of  your  souls.  Believe  me, 
your  little  prayers  can  work  wonders,  and  if  people  knew 
their  power  they  would  make  use  of  them  in  begging 
you  to  pray  for  the  settlement  of  the  many  moral 
and  social  questions  that  last  their  disturbing  shadows  on 
the  dawn  of  the  2oth  century,  and  bring  God's  sunshine 
to  break  through  in  an  atmosphere  of  peace  and  concord. 

And  now,  my  dear  children,  I  must  say  "  Good  bye  " 
for  the  present,  and  give  a  you  blessing  from  the  depths 
of  my  heart. 

Your  devoted  friend 

HENRY  DUKAND. 

P.  S.  I  beg  from  my  dear  little  friends  in  the  United 
States  some  very  special  prayers,  that  God  may  bless  the 
new  foundation  of  a  house  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  in  New  York.  And  may  the  children  of  that 
city  which  has  just  b'een  blessed  with  a  Church  of  Perpe- 
tual Exposition  learn  to  find  in  it  a  fountain  of  grace 
for  their  innocent  souls. 
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ehild'2  Petition. 


She  stole  into  the  church  alone 
With  shy  and  timid  grace, 
A  little  child  with  wondrous  eyes. 
And  smiling,  dimpled  face. 

"  I  come  to  see  you.  dearest  Lord, 
Sweet  Jesus,  are  you  here  ? 
Ah,  yes,  the  light  is  burning  bright, 
I  know  that  you  are  near. 

"  I'm  glad  that  we  are  all  alone, 
Because  I  want  to  bring 
A  letter  to  your  Sacred  Heart 
To  ask  for  everything. 

''  Now,  if  some  older  people  saw 
Me  write  this  little  letter' 
They'd  take  it,  may  be,  from  my  hand 
And  try  to  make  it  better. 

"  But  no  one  saw  me  write  it,  Lord, 
I  think  it's  written  right  ; 
And  you  won't  mind  if  it's  spelt  wrong. 
Because  it's  clean  and  white. 

':  I'll  drop  it  in  your  treasure  box 
And  kiss  it  so  't  will  speed 
Right  up  to  Heaven  to  your  heart 
To  ask  for  all  we  need. 

"  And  then  to  make  it  very  sure 
I'll  say  a  decade,  too, 
To  forward  quick  this  little  note 
I  wrote,  dear  Lord,  to  you. 


THE   CHILD'S   THANKSGIVING. 


She  comes  again,  the  little  child, 

To  visit  Jesus  here. 

And  sparkling  bright  her  speaking  eyes 

Reflect  her  soul  so  clear. 
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I  come  agaiii,  dear  Lord,  you  see, 
I  hope  that  you  won't  care, 
Because  I  wrote  another  note 
Not  like  a  reg'lar  prayer. 

I  want  to  thank  you,  dearest  God. 
Because  you  gave  to  me 
An  answer  to  that  other  note 
I  wrote  one  day  to  thee. 

Now,  when  some  one  is  good  and  kind 
And  gives  a  gift  to  me, 
It's  always  right  to  smile  and  show 
That  I  can  grateful  be. 

Please  read  the  letter,  dearest  God, 
The  words  ain't  grand  and  long  ; 
It  just  says  "thank  you,  Sacred  Heart' 
I  don't  think  that  is  wrong. 

I  want  to  be  polite  to  you 
For  all  you've  done  for  me, 
And  in  return,  dear.Sacred  Heart, 
I  offer  mine  to  thee. 


"  Come,  let  us  adore  Him.  ' 

JOSEPHIXK  MARI£. 

"  Come,  let  us  adore  Him  ".  The  dear  voices  of  tiny  children 
chant  the  sweet  words  throughout  the  world.  They  see,  in  spirit, 
as  they  sing,  the  Stable-Cave  and  the  Babe,  wee  like  them,  lying 
upon  the  straw. 

The  hymn  telling  of  the  Babe  divine  fills  their  little  hearts  with 
awe  as  they  think  how  He  made  the  trees,  the  sky,  all  the  big 
earth,  yet  was  so  poor  that  though  even  "  foxes  have' holes  and  the 
birds  of  the  air  nests",  He  had  not  "  whereon  to  lay  His  head.  " 
If  they  had  been  at  Bethlehem  the}-  think,  the  Blessed  Virgin 
would  not  have  had  to  seek  shelter  for  her  Babe  with  beasts. 

They  would,  at  least,  have  gone  to  the  Stable  Cave  and  tried  to 
help  their  Infant  King.  The  Shepherds  must  have  been  glad  to 
bring  their  lambs  to  Him  and  the  Wise  Men  their  gleaming  gifts. 
Yet,  little  children  of  to-day  may  have  the  same  sweet  privilege. 
Not  indeed  to  the  Manger-Crib  may  they  go  to  adore  Him,  but  at 
the  Altar-Crib  they  may  kneel  each  day.  As  the  Angels  told  the 
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lowly  Shepherds  of  the  birth  of  the  Infant  Redeemer  and  bade 
them  seek  Him  in  a  manger,  so  the  Guardian-Angels  of  children 
whisper  to  them  the  "glad  tidings"  that  unto  them  is  born  a 
Saviour  at  each  dawn,  upon  the  altar,  and  that  the}'  must  seek 
Him  in  the  Host.  More  helpless  and  silent  than  in  infancy,  He 
wishes  His  priests  to  carry  Him  wherever  they  will,  just  as 
St.  Joseph  did  long  ago.  Just  as  He  would  have  held  His  wee 
divine  trust  out  to  the  little  children  had  they  come  to  see  Him  in 
the  Stable-Cave,  His  holy  human  Heart  blesses  them  oh  !  so 
sweetly,  as  they  kneel  before  the  white  veil  of  the  Host  that  hides 
His  glory  less  they  might  be  afraid.  Since  then  He  wants  them 
so  very  much,  little  children  should  be  glad  to  come  to  Him. 
Their  homage  is  to  Him  sweetest  frankincense,  their  love  purest 
gold,  and  the  effort  it  may  sometimes  be  to  seek  Him  in  the  Altar- 
Crib,  myrrh,  that  proves  to  Him  that  like  the  Shepherds  and  the 
Kings  they  too,  at  any  cost,  will  —  "  come,  and  adore  Him  '*. 


THE  THANKFUfc  HEART. 

By  FRANCIS  E.  CROMPTON, 

ght   1'V    1   .   P     IX'TTON.   NK\V-YORK. 


I 

j;T  was  Miss  Nancy's  birthday.  She  was  ten  years 
old,  and  she  had  had  a  visitor  of  her  own.  And  at 
Miss  Nancy's  age,  to  have  a  birthday  is  greatness  ; 
but  to  have  a  particular  and  personal  visitor,  real  and 
grown  up  (not  to  say  elderly ),  this  is  preferable  to 
calling  the  king  one's  uncle.  She  had  had  birthday 
presents,  but  this  may  happen  to  any  one,  and  had 
occurred  before  to  Miss  Nancy  herself. 

There  was  the  Shetland  pony  from  the  squire,  though 
to  be  sure  this  had  been  promised  so  long  that  it  did  not 
seem  to  have  much  real  connection  with  the  birthdav. 
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especially  as  you  could  not  have  it  with  you  in  the 
house  ;  and  there  was  the  prayer-book  from  Aunt 
Norreys,  with  a  red  back  and  a  silver  clasp.  Miss  Nancy 
gratefully  acknowledged  that  everybody  had  been  very 
kind  to  her,  from  Mrs.  Plummett,  who  had  made  the 
birthday  cake  with  her  own  hands,  down  to  poor  Bettie 
the  under  housemaid,  who  had  presented  an  humble 
offering  in  the  shape  of  a  purple  silk  pincushion,  stuffed 
with  bran  to  an  inconceivable  extent  of  tightness,  and 
bearing  in  pin-heads  the  straggling  device,  "  My  I,ov," 
which  trifling  error  Miss  Nancy,  a  delicate  little  person, 
both  by  nature  and  upbringing,  would  have  blushed  to 
observe,  and  the  legend  remained  as  unaltered  as  poor 
Betty's  lov  itself. 

Even  Trimmer,  the  stern,  had  given  Miss  Nancy 
a  white  and  gold  china  poodle  ;  and  although  the  white 
and  gold  poodle  may  be  an  uncommon  animal  in  real  life, 
he  looked  charming  in  china,  sitting  tastefully  on  a 
ground  of  blue,  which  is  well  known  to  be  the  color 
of  true  affection.  Miss  Nancy  had,  with  the  friendly  aid 
of  a  chair,  set  him  up  on  the  tall  chimney-piece,  from 
which  elevation  he  stared  fixedly  and  unmeaningly  down 
upon  her  ;  and  looking  up  at  him  in  return,  and  thinking 
with  remorse  of  all  the  pinafores  she  had  torn,  and  all  the 
shoes  she  had  dirtied,  and  all  the  extra  washings  and 
brushings  she  had  inconveniently  required  at  irregular 
hours,  Miss  Nancy  felt  Trimmer's  high-minded  for- 
giveness to  be  more  moving  than  language  would  fittingly 
express. 

Arminel  Anne  Throgmortou  was  her  name,  —  her 
Sunday  name,  as  she  was  accustomed  to  think,  having 
but  rarely  any  other  use  for  it  than  in  the  catechism  of 
Sunday  afternoon.  Nancy  was  the  name  of  dear  daddy's 
giving  and  the  name  of  every  day,  and  Miss  Throgmorton 
was  commonly  only  "  Miss  Nancy.  "  She  had,  perhaps,  at 
times  wished  that  she  had  been  endowed  with  a  more 
ornamental  and  fashionable  name  ;  but  as  one  grand- 
mother had  been  Anne  Norreys,  and  the  other  had  been 
Arminel  Throgmorton,  Miss  Nancy  quite  saw  that  it 
could  not  have  been  avoided. 

vShe  had  had  a  holiday  in  honor  of  her  birthday,  and 
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Trimmer  had  even  gone  to  the  length  of  saying  that  she 
was  going  down  to  the  village  for  an  hour,  and  Miss 
Nancr  might  get  out  all  her  toys  and  take  up  the  whole 
of  the  table  if  she  liked.  Not  that  Miss  Nancy,  though  an 
only  child,  had  any  unmanageable  number  of  toys  ;  for 
she  did  not  live  in  this  present  degenerate  day  of  pro- 
fusion in  children's  amusements,  and  the  play  tilings 
grown  old  in  the  service  of  two  or  three  generations  were 
considered  an  ample  provision  for  any  one.  The  very  best 
doll  in  all  the  collection  was  only  a  venerable  and  dane- 
liiig  lady,  with  a  pink  kid  body,  and  a  painted  face,  as 
ugly  as  might  well  be.  Miss  Nancy  certainly  valued  her 
toys  as  toys  used  to  be  valued  ;  but  they  did  not  lie  very 
near  her  heart.  A  game  with  them  generally  took  the 
rather  forlorn  form  of  laying  them  out  in  a  solemn  row, 
sitting  by  them  till  tea  time,  and  them  silently  replacing 
them  in  the  cupboard.  And  even  the  pink  kid  lady,  in 
her  best  yellow  satin  slip  and  real  morocco  shoes,  had 
failed  to  satisfy  Miss  Nancy's  soul  to-day. 

She  knelt  on  the  floor  by  the  window-seat,  so  that  she 
could  rest  her  arms  on  the  seat,  and  her  chin  on  her 
hands,  and  look  out  at  the  prospect,  which  from  this 
poiut  of  viewr  did  not  embrace  more  than  the  upper 
branches  of  the  great  elm- trees,  with  the  rooks  swinging 
in  their  nodding  tops  in  a  high  spring  wind,  for  Miss 
Nancy's  birthday  fell  early  in  the  year.  It  was  not  an 
extensive  prospect  without,  but  it  was  more  interesting 
to  her  than  the  one  within,  — the  panelled  walls  and  floor 
painted  brown,  the  tiled  fireplace  and  brass  irons,  the 
spindle-legged  table  with  round  leaves,  the  wooden- 
seated  chairs,  the  cupboard  where  Miss  Nancy's  small 
possessions  were  kept,  the  dignified  and  indifferent  gray 
cat  on  the  hearth,  and  the  tall,  polished  clock  with  the 
brass  face,  and  brass  balls  at  the  corners,  and  the  fingers 
that  moved  round  in  jerks,  and  works  that  groaned  and 
whezeed  for  very  age. 

But  now  Miss  Nancy  had  a  visitor.  To  begin  with, 
there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  a  man's  footstep. 

"  You  can  come  in,  Bailey.  It  is  only  me,"  said  Miss 
Nancy,  well  meaningly,  however  ungrammatically.  The 
door  opened,  but  Bailey  seemed  to  stand  still  in  a  very 
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unnatural  manner,  and  Miss  Nancy  looked  over  her 
shoulder,  to  see  no  Bailey,  but  a  living  gentleman,  rather 
an  old  gentleman,  and  quite  a  strange  one.  Miss  Nancy 
scrambled  to  her  feet  with  what  would  have  been  alarm  if 
the  old  gentleman's  appearance  had  hot  disarmed  suspi- 
cion. He  was  smiling  very  cheerfully,  and  holding  out 
his  hand  to  her. 

"  I  am  quite  well,  thank  you,"  said  Miss  Nancy  at 
random,  being  for  the  moment  thrown  into  some  con- 
fusion. 

•'  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
' '  You  do  not  know  me,  do  you  ?  But  I  am  the  new 
rector." 

"  Trimmer  is  out,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  doubtfully. 
"  She  has  gone  to  the  village.  And  Aunt  Norreys  has 
gone  to  St.  Edmund's.  And  I  do  not  know  where 
daddy  is." 

"  I  have  been  walking  with  him,"  said  the  rector," 
and  now  I  have  come  to  see  you." 

"  Me?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have  come  to  see  you,"  repeated  the  rector, 
with  a  gravity  that  Miss  Nancy  could  not  but  not 
but  consider  flattering  to  a  degree. 

"  Because  of  my  birthday  ?  "  she  said,  feeling  that  at 
ten  one  begins  to  grow  up. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  rector,  waiving  the  point,  "  I 
knew  the  squire  many  years  ago,  and  now  I  should  like 
to  know  his  little  daughter  too. ' ' 

Miss  Nancy  politely  assented.  She  scarcely  knew 
exactly  what  you  ought  to  do  when  you  have  a  visitor  of 
your  own,  but,  guided  by  a  general  strong  sense  of 
manners,  she  dragged  one  of  the  hardest  and  slimmest  of 
chairs  by  its  forelegs  from  the  wall,  and  invited  the 
rector  to  sit  down,  which  he  did,  bowing  his  thanks,  and 
drawing  one  out  for  her, — by  the  back,  as  more  con- 
venient to  him  than  the  low  level  of  the  legs.  Miss 
Nr.ncy  infinitely  preferred  kneeling  on  the  floor,  with  her 
arms  on  the  seat  ;  but  this  was,  of  course,  not  to  be  con- 
templated on  such  an  occasion  as  the  present,  which 
demanded  all  the  deportment  of  which  a  person  was 
capable  ;  and  having  smoothed  down  her  pinafore,  she 
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sat  upright  with  one  toe  ou  the  fioor,  aud  the  other 
dangling  at  some  distance  from  it,  waiting,  in  obedience 
to  an  ancient  maxim  which  bade  her  speak  when  she  was 
spoken  to.  She  liked  looking  at  the  rector.  He  was  what 
she  called  an  old  gentleman,  for  on  the  shadowy  side  of 
sixty  one  can  no  longer  hope  to  be  called  anything  but 
elderly  ;  his  hair  was  quite  white,  and  he  scorned  to 
disguise  that  it  had  grown  thin  at  the  top  years  ago.  He 
wore  it  longer  than  would  now  be  strictly  fashionable  ;  it 
hung  on  each  side  of  his  face  in  fleecy  locks,  —  like  the 
apostles  in  the  painted  windows  in  church,  thought  Miss 
Nancy.  The  rector's  coat  was  in  perfect  harmony  with 
his  person,  being  old  also,  and  far  too  long  and  ample  in 
the  skirt  to  have  any  pretensions  to  the  mode.  Miss 
Nancy  liked  him,  nevertheless.  He  smiled  at  her,  and  he 
had  a  very  pleasant  smile. 

"  And  what  is  your  name,  my  little  maid?"  he 
asked. 

"  Arminel  Anne  Throgmorton,"  said  Miss  Nancy. 
"  But  daddy  says  Nancy." 

1  I  though  it  might   have   been   something  else,"  said 
the  rector.   "  I  though  it  might  have  been  —  Margaret." 

"Oh,  no  !  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  earnestly.  "  Daddy 
would  not  like  that.  Once  I  said  I  liked  Margaret  better 
than  Nancy,  and  he  said  '  Yes,  but  there  was  only  one 
Margaret.'  "  For  that  had  been  the  name  of  Miss  Nan- 
cy's mother,  and  she  was  dead. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  rector.   "  Ah,  to  be  sure." 

"  But  I  like  Nancy  better  than  Arminel.  Because  when 
Aunt  Norreys  says  Arminel,  generally  I  have  been 
naughty,"  admitted  Miss  Nancy,  with  regret.  "  I  do  not 
like  Throgmorton  very  much.  You  cannot  think  what  a 
hard  word  it  is  to  \vrite.  I  used  to  think  it  was  a  very 
hard  word  to  spell.  I  suppose  you  know  how  to  spell  it?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  rector.  "  I  used  to  write  it  long 
years  ago,  when  I  knew  your  father." 

1 '  And  did  you  know  him  rather  well  ?  ' ' 
'  I  knew  him  very   \vell — only,  you  see,  we  have  not 
met  for  many,  many  years.    And  now  he  has  asked  me  to 
come  ane  live  here." 

' '  And  shall  you  live  here  always  ?  ' ' 
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"  I  trust  I  shall,  my  little  maid.  I  trust  that  you  and 
I  may  be  friends  as  long  as  we  live.  How  old  are  you  to- 
day ?" 

"  I  am  ten,"  replied  Miss  Nancy,  with  a  ladylike 
endeavor  not  to  show  pride  on  that  account. 

"  And  I  am  more  than  six  times  ten.  Do  you  think 
I  shall  be  too  old  for  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  !  For  if  you  are  not  too  old  for  me,  and  I  am 
not  too  little  for  you,  we  shall  meet  in  the  middle,"  said 
Miss  Nancy,  with  much  politeness,  if  with  some  obscurity. 
"  There  is  not  any  one  of  great  friends  but  daddy,  and 
Aunt  Norreys,  and  Trimmer,  and  a  few  of  smaller 
ones." 

"  Then  let  us  shake  hands  upon  it,"  said  the  rector. 
Which  Miss  Nancy  and  he  proceeded  to  do  with  mutual 
satisfaction,  and  the  visit  went  on  in  the  greatest  har- 
mony. Indeed,  Miss  Nancy  was  by  this  time  beginning 
to  entertain  distinct  hopes  of  the  rector  remaining  to  take 
tea  with  her,  when  she  would  be  enabled  to  serve  him 
with  slices  innumerable  from  Mrs.  Plummett's  birthday 
cake,  and  many,  many  cups  of  tea — in  Miss  Nancy's  eyes 
the  patent  of  honorable  years  ;  and  this  she  though 
would  be  a  birthday  feast  indeed. 

But,  unfortunately,  just  at  the  moment  when  in  fancy 
she  was  liberally  assisting  the  delighted  rector  to  cake, 
for  the  fifth  time  he  rose  to  go. 

"Must  you  really  and  truly?"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
seeing  the  designed  banquet  melting  away  into  thin  air. 

''  Yes,  I  must  go,"  said  the  rector.  "  My  little  maid, 
before  I  say  good-by,  let  me  offer  you  all  I  have  to  give." 
He  was  holding  out  his  hand,  and  Miss  Nancy  thought  it 
was  to  take  hers  ;  but  he  laid  it  on  her  head. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  little  maid  !  "  he  said. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  rector,  at  the  door,  <(  I  have 
come  to  see  you,  and  so  you  must  come  to  see  me." 

"  In  fair  turns,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  nodding  her  head. 

"  Exactly,"  said  the  rector,  and  bowed  his  fare- 
well. 


(  To  he  continued.} 
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SUMMARY  OF  CONTENTS. 

I.  Meaning,  in  general,  of  the  story  of  Tobias;  typifying  Jesus 
Christ  under  the  form  of  Guide  and  Companion  of  man   in  his 
journey  from  earth  to  heaven.  Character  of  the  elder  Tobias,  his 
counsels  and  their  application  in  our  own  day. 

II.  The  reason  of  Tobias'  intended  journey  :  the  End  of  the  great 
Journey  of  Life.    A  guide  is  necessary,  but  a  sure  and  certain 
guide. 

III.  Meeting  of  Raphael  and  Tobias.  The  meeting  of  Jesus  with  the 
soul  at  the  outset  of  life,  on  the  day  of  First  Communion. 

I 

JHE  Archangel  Raphael,  in  the  beautiful 
story  of  Tobias,  is  a  type  of  Our  L,ord 
Jesus  Christ  under  one  of  His  most 
tender  and  gracious  aspects,  that  of 
Guide  and  Companion  to  man  on  the 
road  of  Life,  the  road  that  leads  indeed 
to  the  heavenly  country,  but  the  length 
and  danger  of  which  calls  imperatively 
for  the  assistance  and  protection  of  a 
celestial  guide.  The  name  of  Raphael  given  to  the  angel, 
his  words,  his  actions,  all  typify  the  Saviour,  the  First 
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Pilgrim,  the  pioneer  traveller  of  earth,  Who  descended 
from  Heaven  to  come  to  the  aid  of  man.  Having  been  his 
companion  in  mortal  guise  during  His  Human  life,  the 
divine  Raphael  accompanies  him  still  under  the  form  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  to  point  out  to  him  the  road  to 
Heaven,  to  lessen  the  fatigue  of  the  journey  and  to  guard 
him  from  the  perils  of  the  way.  And  the  loving  and  ten- 
der guidance  of  Jesus  will  never  fail,  but  will  endure 
until  the  end  of  time,  until  the  last  pilgrim  in  this  valley 
of  tears  shall  have  crossed  its  boundaries  of  shadow  and 
entered  into  the  eternal  Home.  It  is  difficult  to  divide  the 
story  of  Tobias  into  distinct  parts.  We  will,  therefore, 
relate  it  in  detail,  pausing  at  each  important  incident, 
where  the  radiant  likeness  of  Jesus  shines  through  the 
features  of  the  Archangel.  Such  is  indeed  the  intention 
of  the  heavenly  messenger.  "Thank  God",  he  says, 
when  Tobias  falls  at  his  feet  overcome  with  gratitude  ; 
"  It  is  He  to  Whom  praise  is  due.  I  am  but  His  shadow 
and  the  instrument  of  His  will,  and  thy  praise,  should 
rise  to  Him  alone."  Ipsum  benedicite  et  cantate  Hit. 

Nevertheless,  to  impress  upon  our  readers  the  com- 
parison between  this  mission  of  Raphael  and  the  loving 
and  tender  mission  of  Jesus  we  bid  them  notice  : 

i st.  The  connection  between  the  journey  of  Tobias, 
undertaken  to  secure  an  earthly  treasure  of  which  he  is 
the  rightful  heir,  and  the  Journey  of  Life,  the  end  of 
which  is  the  acquisition  of  the  treasure  of  eternal  felicity  ; 

2nd.  How  necessary  it  is  for  us,  as  it  was  for  Tobias,  to 
have  a  faithful  guide,  and  how  Jesus,  far  more  truly  than 
Raphael,  is  the  Guide  we  need. 

One  must  notice  also,  in  the  course  of  the  story,  how 
manifest  it  is  that  the  graces  accorded  to  Tobias  by  his 
celestial  companion  are  far  inferior  to  those  we  receive 
from  Jesus  in  the  course  of  our  lives,  if  we  abandon  our- 
selves to  His  guidance  and  follow  Him  perseveringly  to 
the  end.  The  conclusion  is  evident,  that  if  a  guide  on  the 
journey  of  life  is  imperatively  necessary,  and  if  Jesus  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  above  all  others  the  most  tender, 
most  loving,  most  devoted,  most  powerful  of  guides,  the 
Guide  who  sends  us  all  other  helpers,  the  Guide  who  can 
never  be  deceived  Himself,  nor  lead  us  astray,  the  Guide 
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to  whom  one  must  perforce  confide  himself  in  the  end, 
let  us  choose  this  divine  Raphael  without  hesitation,  let 
us  keep  close  to  His  side,  let  us  undertake  nothing  with- 
out consulting  Him,  let  us  carry  on  nothing  without  His 
concurrence,  and  give  to  Him  with  unbounded  confidence 
and  childlike  trust  the  direction  of  our  lives. 

The  character  of  the  elder  Tobias  is  a  very  wise  and 
saintly  one.  Fidelity  to  the  law  of  God,  even  in  exile, 
charity  carried  to  a  heroic  degree,  patience  in  trial,  are  its 
notable  features  and  form  a  combination  of  virtues  that 
compels  our  admiration.  One  is  specially  impressed  by  his 
wisdom  and  care  in  the  education  of  his  only  son,  who 
bears  his  name  and  inherits  his  virtues. —  The  Scripture 
tells  us  of  the  early  training  of  this  dearly  loved  child,  in 
a  few  words  which  parents  of  our  own  day  might  well  la}' 
to  heart.  For  above  all  learning  and  the  graceful  arts 
that  would  win  for  the  child  the  admiration  of  friends  and 
acquaintances  and  which  we  may  be  sure  were  not 
neglected,  the  father  set  the  spiritual  training  of  his  little 
son.  "From  his  childhood ',"  says  Holy  Scripture,  "  he 
learned  to  fear  God  and  to  keep  from  sin."  Querti  ab  in- 
fantia  tinier e  Dominum  docuit  et  abstinere  ab  omni  peccato. 
One  cannot  read  without  emotion  the  wise  counsels  of 
this  loving  father,  when  feeble,  blind  and  old,  he  deems 
himself  about  to  part  with  his  son  forever.  In  the  testa- 
ment of  his  wisdom  and  paternal  love,  are  summed  up  the 
principles  upon  which  he  had  formed  the  character  of  the 
child,  now  grown  to  early  manhood  and  ready  to  face  the 
dangers  of  the  world  for  the  first  time. 

"  Listen  to  my  words,  my  son,  "  he  says  to  the  young 
Tobias,  and  lay  them  as  a  foundation  in  thy  heart. 
When  God  has  taken  my  soul,  do  thou  bury  my  body  ; 
and  thou  shalt  honor  thy  mother  all  the  days  of  her  life, 
being  mindful  of  the  perils  she  hath  endured  for  thee.  All 
the  days  of  thy  life  have  God  in  thy  mind.  Take  heed 
thou  never  consent  to  sin,  nor  transgress  the  command- 
ments of  the  Lord.  Give  alms  according  to  thy  ability, 
and  turn  not  away  thy  face  from  the  poor.  Keep  thyself 
pure  in  heart  and  suffer  not  pride  to  dominate  thee  in 
word  or  action.  Ask  counsel  of  the  wise.  Bless  God  at  all 
times  and  beg  Him  to  direct  all  thy  ways  and  all  thy 
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counsels,  and  let  thy  undertakings  abide  in  Him."  What 
an  admirable  rule  of  life  !  And  these  counsels  are  not 
given  to  a  pious  young  girl  ;  it  is  for  an  ardent  youth  of 
about  twenty  years  of  age  that  the  good  old  man  traces 
this  line  of  conduct.  He  wishes  his  sou  to  be  a  just  and 
upright  man,  charitable  to  all,  and  humble  in  seeking 
advice  of  those  who  are  capable  of  directing  him.  But 
above  all,  he  wishes  him  to  be  a  man  of  prayer,  faithful 
to  consult  God  in  all  things,  to  seek  His  light  and  His 
will  in  all  undertakings  and  to  dwell  in  Him  habitually  in 
spirit.  This  surely  is  not  mysticism  !  These  principles 
have  made  of  Tobias  a  model  young  man,  who  will  be- 
come a  pleasing  and  acceptable  husband,  an  honored  citi- 
zen ;  the  consolation  of  his  parents  and  the  glory  of  their 
name. 

Would  to  God  that  all  those  to  whom  he  has  confided 
the  responsibility  of  Christian  paternity  were  animated 
by  such  sentiments  as  was  this  wise  and  saintly  father 
of  Tobias.  How  much  sorrow  would  they  spare  them- 
selves in  after  years,  and  how  many  degenerate  sons  who 
are  the  curse  of  honored  homes  would  become  instead  the 
consolation  of  their  parents'  old  age  ! 

From  temporal  motives  alone  it  is  to  our  interest  to 
recommend  our  undertakings  to  God  and  to  give  Him  an 
important  part  in  the  issues  of  our  lives,  The  example 
of  Tobias  proves  it,  for  the  sequel  shows  how  divine 
goodness  miraculously  assisted  him  by  means  of  an  angjl, 
when  God  might  have  come  to  his  aid  in  many  natural 
ways.  He  is  indeed  rich  in  mercy,  and  those  who  invoke 
Him  faithfully  and  perseveringly  and  place  all  their  con- 
fidence in  Him  may  rest  assured  that  the  God  Who  so 
loved  His  own  as  to  send  them  His  Divine  Son  for  the 
deliverance  of  their  souls,  will  not  disdain  to  provide  for 
their  temporal  needs,  and  would  rather  send  them  an  angel 
of  light  than  leave  them  helpless  in  their  distress. 

II 

The  venerable  father  of  Tobias  had  some  years  before 
loaned  a  large  sum  of  money,  amounting  to  ten  talents  of 
silver,  to  a  kinsman  named  Gabelus,  who  dwelt  in  Rages, 
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a  city  of  Media.  He  now  desired  to  collect  this  money, 
which  he  relied  upon  as  the  future  inheritance  of  his  son. 

But  Rages  was  far  distant.  From  Assyria  to  the  centre 
of  Media  was  a  long  and  difficult  journey.  To  send  forth 
a  young  man,  alone,  on  such  an  expedition,  was  scarcely 
prudent.  A  suitable  travelling  companion  must  be  found 
for  his  son,  who  knew  not  indeed  the  road  to  the  city 
where  Gabelus  dwelt.  The  young  Tobias  replied  cheer- 
fully to  his  father's  overtures  on  the  subject.  He  readily 
acquiesced  and  would  leave  immediately  if  his  father  so 
desired.  "  Omiiia  qucccumquc  pr&cipisti  mihi  faciam, 
pater"  Said  Tobias  the  elder:  "  Go  seek  a  companion 
for  the  journey,  a  guide,  but  a  man  of  honor  in  word  and 
deed,  who  will  be  faithful  to  thee  in  every  emergency, 
and  will  seek  thy  interest  as  his  own."  Do  we  not  already 
see  the  reality  through  the  figure  ?  We,  too,  have  credit 
in  the  bank  of  Heaven,  a  note  signed  by  God  Himself  in 
holy  baptism,  that  He  will  honor  when  we  present  it 
to  Him.  Heaven  itself  is  the  treasure  that  we  must 
acquire  if  we  would  ensure  our  future  happiness.  But  we 
must  present  the  note,  and  however  great  was  the  dis- 
tance from  Ninive  to  Rages,  what,  alas  !  is  it  in  compar- 
ison with  our  distance  from  Heaven!  "  Life  is  a  jour- 
ney :  "  says  Holy  Writ,  a  pilgrimage  indeed,  in  a  land  of 
exile,  and  the  road  is  long  and  wearisome.  It  is  the  lot  of 
all  who  sinned  in  Adam.  We  have  lost  the  paternal  her- 
itage and  are  far  from  our  Father's  house.  '  Percgrina- 
mur  a  Douiino.  Let  us  journey  to  the  Lord,  "  says  the 
apostle  ;  for  though  we  see  Him  still  by  faith  it  is  not  the 
clear  vision  of  His  face,  but  rather  a  sort  of  twilight  per- 
ception that  makes  us  only  realize  how  far  away  we  are. 
Thus  we  journey  to  the  land  of  Vision,  having  here  no 
lasting  dwelling,  unfolding  our  tents  for  the  night  and 
folding  them  again  at  daybreak  to  travel  on  once  more. 

O  wearisome  journey  !  We  are  heavy  laden,  our  steps 
are  encumbered  with  the  weight  we  carry  and  we  are 
prone  to  fall. 

St  Bernard  understands  it.  Peregrinamur a  Domino. 
'  To  journey  far  from  God,  he  says,  is  difficult  enough, 
but  we  are  laden  with  this  body  of  sin,  the  weight  of 
which  fatigues  and  encumbers  us  unceasingly." 
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But  the  road, —  is  it  open  ancleasy  to  travel  ?  Is  there 
protection  against  robbers  who  infest  the  way?  Is  it 
guarded  by  barriers  when  the  way  is  precipitous  ?  Is  it 
always  clearly  defined,  —  is  there  but  one  road  and  may 
we  never  mistake  it?  "  The  way  is  narrow,"  Christ  Him- 
self tells  us,  "and  few  there  are  who  find  it."  It  is 
long,  very  long,  and  full  of  dangers.  What  more  ?  "  It  is 
winding,  rough  and  slippery,"  says  Lactance  ;  —  Ardua 
et  clivosa.  A  false  step  and  we  are  lost  in  some  chasm,  or 
dash  our  foot  against  a  stone  and  fall,  with  bruised  hands 
and  feet.  Sometimes  great  rocks  bar  our  wa}^  or  tangled 
thorns  beset  us. 

And  yet,  however  difficult,  the  journey  must  be  under- 
taken. We  must  travel  this  rugged  road.  For  only  at  the 
end,  if  we  tread  it  bravely  and  perseveringly,  will  we 
obtain  the  payment  of  our  heavenly  inheritance.  How 
natural  is  it  that  the  soul,  standing  on  the  verge  of  this 
great  wilderness  without  visible  horizon,  that  we  call  Life, 
should  cry  out  like  the  young  Tobias  :  ' '  But  I  do  not 
know  the  road  that  leads  to  Rages."  ! 

Are  there  guides  waiting  to  conduct  us  ?  Aye,  surely, 
many  guides.  We  find  them  crowding  about  us  as  they 
crowd  about  the  entrance  to  some  difficult  pass  in  the 
mountains.  They  are  importunate.  "  Come  here," 
"  Come  there  "  ,  "  This  way  is  the  shortest",  "  This 
way  is  the  best  ".  "I  will  charge  you  less  than  the 
others,  take  me  "  !  False  guides,  lying  guides,  self  seek- 
ing guides  !  The  voice  of  the  world,  the  voice  of  pride, 
the  voice  of  pleasure.  All  seek  to  guide  us,  ' '  to  guide 
only  to  deceive  ",  says  St.  Augustine.  They  are  robbers 
and  thieves  who  seek  only  our  ruin. 

Beware  !  What  is  the  warning  of  the  Master  ?  ' '  All 
those  who  call  themselves  the  shepherds  of  the  sheep  are 
not,  but  only  wolves  in  sheep's  clothing.  And  they  seek 
the  sheep  only  to  kill  and  destroy  them.  If  therefore,  they 
say  to  you ;  "  Come  here  ",  "  Come  there  ",  hear  them 
not" .  What  must  we  do  ?  Seek  a  faithful  guide.  There 
must  be  one,  surely  !  Let  us  seek  him,  and  that  we  may 
find,  let  us  pray,  and  ask  him  of  God.  It  was  thus  that 
the  good  Tobias  advised  his  son.  ' '  Submit  thy  desires,  thy 
needs  and  thy  undertakings  to  God,  that  they  may  begin  by 
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Him  and  end  in  Him."  This  faithful  guide  is  then  Jesus, 
Jesus  Himself,  who  walks  before  us  and  with  us.  Virum 
fidelem.  "The  Mail  of  good  faith,"  who  will  take  our 
interest  to  heart. 

But  as  the  figure,  in  every  detail,  abounds  in  beautiful 
comparisons,  let  us  take  up  again  the  story  of  the  Scrip- 
ture and  ste  how  Tobias  met  the  longed  for  guide,  and 
how  happy  and  successful  was  the  journey  made  under 
his  direction. 


Ill 


Tune  egrcssus  Tobias  mvenit  juvenem  splendidum,  stan- 
titm  pru  cinctiun ,  et  quasi  par atum  ad  ambulandum. 

Scarcely  has  Tobias  left  his  father's  dwelling  ere  he 
encounters  a  youth  in  the  strength  and  beauty  of  early 
manhood,  whose  clear  and  limpid  glance,  full  of  candor 
and  sincerity,  seems  to  impel  his  confidence  at  once. 
fuvenem  splendidum.  He  stands  waiting,  with  garments 
girt  about  him  in  the  manner  customary  with  travellers, 
from  which  Tobias  infers  that  he  is  about  to  start  on  a 
journey.  Oh  !  if  this  young  man  \vere  but  going  in  the 
direction  of  Rages  !  What  security  in  his  guidance  and 
what  happiness  to  travel  in  his  company  !  So  muses 
Tobias,  and  with  a  beating  heart,  he  greets  him.  Listen 
to  the  conversation  of  the  two  young  men,  so  touching  in 
its  naive  simplicity,  and  so  impressive,  when  we  know 
that  the  one  who  offers  to  serve  this  timid  youth  is  one  of 
the  angels  of  God. 

Ignorant  of  the  fact  that  he  was  addressing  a  prince 
of  the  heavenly  court,  Tobias  saluted  and  questioned 
him. 

"  Happy  ignorance,"  says  St.  Augustine  ;  "  and  pleas- 
ing to  the  angel,  who  would  remain  unknown  in  order 
that  his  questioner  might  not  be  intimidated,  else 
he  would  never  have  dared  to  ask  of  him  a  service 
ordinarily  required  of  hirelings.  "  Good  young  man" 
said  Tobias,  "  Whence  art  thou,  and  of  what  nation  and 
family  ?  ' ' 
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"I  am,"  replied  the  angel,  "  like  thyself,  a  son  of 
Israel,  and  thy  countryman."  A  reply  full  of  delicate  con- 
descension, which  permits  Tobias  to  enquire  further. 

Did  the  angel  speak  truly?  Yes,  he  was  a  son  of  Israel, 
because  he  had  taken  that  form,  and  must  to  fulfill  his 
mission,  act  in  all  things  as  a  man.  He  is  truly  a  son  of 
Israel,  the  Great  Prophet,  the  Lord  Himself,  Whom  he 
knoweth  well  and  in  the  glory  of  Whose  Face  he  dwells 
forever.  Later,  when  he  is  under  the  roof  of  the  elder 
Tobias,  he  is  more  explicit,  and  gives  his  personal  name. 
"  I  am  Azarias,  son  of  the  great  Ananias."  "  A  son  of 
the  great  Ananias,"  replies  Tobias,  "  truly,  thou  art  of 
distinguished  birth. ' ' 

Azarias,  then,  is  the  name  of  this  traveller,  this  celes- 
tial servitor.  It  is  a  name  full  of  mysterious  meaning, 
and  indicates  the  future  mission  of  the  Archangel.  Aza- 
rias means  helper,  defender,  deputy  from  God  :  auxilium 
Dei,  It  indicates  the  happy  one,  the  blest  of  God,  the 
treasure,  the  enricher  of  God.  Interpreters  of  the  Scrip- 
ture find  in  it  all  these  meanings.  And  when  we  remem- 
ber all  that  Raphael  was  to  Tobias,  we  are  forced  to  ex- 
claim :  ' '  Thou  art  truly  the  protector  and  defender,  the 
extraordinary  benefactor  of  this  youth,  the  joy  and  hap- 
piness of  his  family,  o  celestial  Azarias,  son  of  the  great 
Ananias  !  that  is,  the  son  of  goodness  and  mere}'  :  Ana- 
nias, td  est,  gratia  Dei,donum,  miseratio  Dei.  Encouraged 
by  the  words  of  the  angel,  which  accorded  so  well  with 
his  gracious  expression,  Tobias  put  to  him  the  question 
which  led  to  the  meeting  :  "  Dost  thou  know  the  way  to 
Media"? 

The  angel  replies:  "Truly,  I  know  it  well.  Not  only 
do  I  know  the  common  road  but  I  know  all  the  roads 
thereto.  I  have  often  trodden  them."  He  seems  to  imply 
that  his  occupation  is  to  travel  along  these  roads,  that  he 
is  a  guide  by  trade.  But  this  is  not  all.  Before  Tobias  has 
even  hinted  at  the  object  of  his  intended  journey,  the 
angel  forestalls  him.  "  Not  only  do  I  know  Media  and  all 
the  roads  thereto,  but  I  know  Rages,  and  in  Rages, 
Gabelus.  I  know  him  welLJieis  my  friend,  my  kinsman, 
I  have  abode  with  him.\>*f2^7&rajs/  apud  (iabclum  jratrem 
nostrum  qui  moratur 
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The  young  Tobias  is  amazed,  delighted.  He  runs  to 
tell  this  wonderful  piece  of  news  to  his  father.  He  brings 
in  the  youth,  and  the  old  man  asks  if  he  will  undertake 
to  conduct  his  son  to  Media.  "  I  will  give  thee  a  just  and 
generous  recompense. ' '  The  amiable  guide  consents  with- 
out hesitation.  "  I  will  conduct  him  there  and  will  bring 
him  back  to  thee  safely." 

The  necessary  preparations  are  soon  made  ;  not  much 
is  needed  :  a  staff,  a  few  articles  of  clothing,  the  scrip  of 
a  pilgrim,  a  few  provisions.  Tune  paravit  quce  erant  in 
via  portanda. 

They  part  with  the  kind  old  man.  Tobias  embraces  his 
mother  with  tears,  and  the  benediction  of  the  father  fol- 
lows them  :  "A  pleasant  journey,  God  be  with  you 
and  may  his  holy  angel  accompany  you  !"  How  beautiful 
and  striking  in  ever}7  circumstance  of  the  touching  story 
of  old  are  the  truths  that  shine  through  the  narration  as 
light  through  transparent  crystal  !  This  young  Tobias, 
who  leaves  the  paternal  roof  for  the  first  time,  to  go  out 
into  the  world,  is  a  figure  of  the  child  who  emerges  from 
the  shelter  of  infantile  innocence  to  live  his  own  personal 
life.  The  exercise  of  reason,  which  about  the  age  of  seven 
years  has  been  manifested  by  the  judgments  of  cons- 
cience, and  the  just  consideration  of  natural  phenomena, 
shows  him  to  be  capable  of  serious  resolutions.  He  is  at 
12  years  of  age,  already  a  little  man,  and  this  he  is  made 
to  realize,  not  to  give  him  him  a  sense  of  importance,  but 
that  he  may  comprehend  his  personal  responsibility 
towards  God.  Life  for  him  has  begun  in  earnest,  he  has 
started  out  on  the  great  journey  where,  as  we  have  seen, 
a  guide  is  so  indispensable.  And  this  guide  is  forth- 
coming, —  it  is  Jesus,  Jesus,  Who  awaits  the  child  at  the 
threshold  of  his  mature  existence. 

I  recall  your  most  cherished  reminiscences. 

Did  you  not  see  in  the  morning  of  your  life,  on  the  day 
of  your  First  Communion,  this  beautiful  young  man, 
radiant  with  virtue,  life  and  grace,  fair  as  the  morning 
and  resplendent  as  the  shining  rays  of  the  summer  sun  ! 
' '  Juvenem  splendidum  !  When  the  Sacred  Host  of  your 
First  Communion  was  held  up  before  your  ravished  eyes 
was  It  not  radiant  and  glorious  with  celestial  light?  Oh, 
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surely,  for  it  was  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  the  Splendor  of 
the  Father,  Jesus  the  glory  of  His  Face,  Jesus  the  shining 
radiance  of  His  immortal  beauty. 

It  was  Jesus,  the  Son  of  Mary,  in  His  virginal  love- 
liness, mild  and  gentle  as  the  Lamb  without  spot. 
Around  the  Host  of  that  blest  day  above  all  others,  shone 
the  nimbus  of  all  the  graces,  the  glories  of  the  Babe  of 
Bethlehem.  Upon  this  happy  day  the  angels  sang 
together  in  Heaven  and  the  choirs  of  holy  ones  upon 
earth  reechoed  their  song.  The  joy  of  the  officiating 
priest  shone  upon  his  countenance  and  the  happy  tears  of 
your  father  and  mother,  the  gladness  of  your  little 
brothers  and  sisters,  added  new  joy  to  your  own  heart, 
overflowing  already.  An  atmosphere  of  heavenly  peace 
seemed  to  surround  you.  All  was  happiness  on  that  blest 
day,  for  you  and  yours,  on  earth  and  in  heaven,  and  all 
joys  seemed  to  concentrate  in  and  radiate  from  the  Sacred 
Host  of  your  First  Communion  ! 

Juvenem  splendidum  \  Jesus  is  so  beautiful  to  the  first 
communicant  that  from  this  happy  day  date  the  majority 
of  vocations.  Vocation  !  It  is  the  spontaneous  choice  of 
the  soul,  the  awakening  of  first  love  in  the  springtime  of 
the  heart.  Jesus  is  so  beautiful  that  in  the  glory  of  His 
Face  all  lesser  beauty  fades  away,  and  grows  dim,  and 
our  lips  and  our  hearts  are  given  to  Him  alone,  to  Him 
above  all  others.  We  are  His  alone  and  forever  !  It  is  in 
the  sun  of  the  First  Communion  that  nearly  all  the  flow- 
ers of  the  apostolic  life  and  the  life  of  virginity  begin  to 
bloom,  those  rare  and  radiant  flowers  that  delight  the 
angels,  the  rose  of  apostolic  charity  and  the  lily  of  the 
priesthood  and  the  religious  life.  It  is  in  this  holy  fire 
that  these  links  of  love  are  forged.  It  is  the  day  also 
from  which  dates  our  perseverance  in  the  Christian  life, 
and  however  long  our  life  may  be,  perseverance  looks 
back  to  the  First  Communion  as  the  living  Fountain 
from  which  it  sprang.  O  happy  day  !  gloriously  marked 
by  the  goodness  of  Jesus,  imprinted  with  the  seal  of  His 
love  !  O  heavenly  morning,  whose  sun  shall  never  set  ! 
Thy  sky  may  be  covered  with  clouds,  the  night  may  fall, 
dark  and  terrible,  the  flood  tide  of  passion  and  the  slime 
of  sin  may  overwhelm  us  and  bury  us  for  a  time  beneath 
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its  raging  waves,  yet  all  is  not  lost.  For  there,  at  the 
close  of  life,  lingers  still  upon  its  horizon  a  golden  glow 
of  hope,  and  there  rises  on  its  desolate  shore  a  beacon  of 
salvation.  Turn  the  gaze  of  the  most  hardened  sinner 
backward  to  the  days  of  youth  —  to  the  aurora  of  the 
First  Communion  Day  and  the  tears  of  penitence  will 
rush  forth  and  confidence  and  trust  in  God  will  fill  his 
heart  with  saving  grace. 

(  To  be  continued.  ) 


Items  of  Interest. 


In  this  month's  number  of  the  SENTINEL,  appears  the  first 
number  of  a  series  of  symbolical  word  pictures  by  Rev.  Pere 
Tesniere,  on  the  various  types  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament'  These 
articles  which  we  hope  to  issue  later  in  the  form  of  booklets,  are 
specially  called  to  the  attention  of  our  readers  and  all  Catholics. 
The  first  of  the  series  is  the  "  Divine  Raphael  ",  a  paraphrase  of 
the  story  of  Tobias,  applied  to  the  office  of  our  Lord  in  the  Holy 
Eucharist  as  the  Guide  of  souls.  This  will  be  followed  by  a  second 
on  the  "  Holy  Viaticum  ". 


The  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  celebrated  on  the  Feast  of 
the  Epiphany,  Sunday,  January  6th.,  the  anniversary  of  the  First 
Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  by  Pere  Eymard  in  their 
Mother  House  in  Paris.  The  little  church  in  y6th  Street  was  bril- 
liant with  lights  and  flowers.  Rev.  Father  M.  J.  Lavelle  preached 
an  eloquent  sermon  which  was  followed  by  Benediction.  The 
church  was  crowded  and  we  notice  a  constantly  increasing  atten- 
dance at  the  Benediction  on  week  days. 


The  Annual  Council  at  the  Cathedral,  on  January  I5th,  was  well 
attended. 


Rev.  A.  P.  Doyle,  of  the  Paulist  Fathers,  preached  the  sermon 
at  the  Annual  Reunion  of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League,  on 
January  25th  and  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Farley  officiated  at  the 
Solemn  Benediction. 
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Qrdiijatioi). 


By  a  SISTER  OF  CHARITY. 

II, II, ,11, II !•,,.,,,, 

The  final  step  has  been  taken, 

The  world  cannot  claim  thee  now  ; 
Thou  art  bound  to  the  Master's  service 

By  a  solemn  and  holy  vow  ; 
Tenderest  ties  are  broken, 

Never  again  to  blend. — 
Here  hath  a  new  life  opened, 

Here  must  the  old  life  end. 

In  the  glory  of  youth  and  manhood 

Low  at  God's -feet  they  lie  ; 
Over  them  riseth  the  chorus, 

Reaching  the  far-off  sky — 
'  Oray  or  a  pro  nobis.  ' ' 

Angels  and  saints  look  down — 
Pray  for  these  brave  young  soldiers 

Who  seek  the  eternal  crown. 


Robed  in  the  sacred  vestments, 

Touching  with  hallowed  hands 
The  chalice  of  benediction, 

L,o  !  the  Anointed  stands  ; 
Kissing  the  pure  white  altar — 

Henceforth  his  only  bride — 
His  mission  to  spread  the  story 

Of  Christ  and  Him  crucified. 

There  with  the  summer  sunshine 

Tinting  his  robes  of  gold, 
Sitteth  the  newly  made  pastor, 

Shepherd  within  the  fold. 
Now  he  hath  rest  ;  his  labor 

Of  love  and  of  grace  is  done- 
( '  Thou  art  a  priest  forever  ; ' ' 

The  crown  of  thy  life  is  won  ! 
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ROMAN 

THE  POPE. 


E     MCAULIFFE. 


ALTHOUGH  it  is  no\v  February,  and  we  are  cel- 
ebrating another  of  Mary's  sweet  festivals; 
following  her  steps  into  the  Temple  with  her 
divine  Infant  and  her  doves,  we  cannot 
detach  our  minds  from  the  closing  ceremonies 
of  the  Holy  Year  !  The  sublimity  of  that 
midnight  mass  !  And  the  hour  of  adoration  before  the 
sacramental  Presence  !  What  unmeasured  gratitude 
should  fill  our  hearts  that  we  have  the  privilege  of  living 
under  such  a  Pontiff  !  True,  he  is  in  chains  ;  but  un- 
mindful of  the  indignities  heaped  on  himself,  with  unspar- 
ing hand  he  continues  to  pour  out  spiritual  favors  on  his 
children. 

Let  us  transport  ourselves  in  spirit  to  his  own  city,  and 
see  the  beloved  Papa  Leone  among  his  people.  My  first 
visit  to  the  Holy  Father  was  at  an  audience  for  Italians, 
composed  mostly  of  priests.  Besides  these,  there  were  two 
French  ladies,  two  American  ladies  and  a  Roman  woman 
of  the  poorer  class.  When  the  Holy  Father  entered,  we 
all  rose  and  continued  standing.  He  was  seated  in  his 
large  wheeled  chair,  which  was  pushed  noiselessly  by  two 
servants  in  scarlet  liveries,  and  followed  by  a  group  of 
cardinals  and  Monsignori.  He  stopped  in  front  of  each 
one,  saying  a  few  words,  and  giving  his  blessing.  When 
he  came  to  the  Roman  woman  she  commenced  to  tell  him 
a  long  history  of  her  domestic  troubles,  as  composedly  as 
if  no  one  else  was  present  :  just  as  composedly  the  Head 
of  the  Church  listened  to  her,  without  betraying  the 
slightest  impatience  or  annoyance  ;  even  though,  million- 
aires might  be  waiting,  the  poor  woman  should  h  ive  con- 
sideration. And  much  comforted  by  his  soothing  words 
and  counsels  she  seemed  when  the  interview  came  to  an 
end. 
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Taking  into  account  the  relative  positions  of  the  actors 
in  this  little  scene,  it  was  (to  use  an  Italian  expression) 
stupendo  ! 

The  next  to  approach  were  the  American  ladies  ;  they 
knelt  at  his  feet  ;  and  evidently,  fearful  of  boring  him, 
seemed  inclined  to  say  as  little  as  possible.  But  our  dear 
Holy  Father  has  the  unusual  gift  of  being  able  to  throw 
himself  heart  and  soul  into  whatever  he  has  for  the 
moment  in  hand  ;  and  is  quite  free  from  that  preoccupied 
air  which  the  great  so  often  assume. 

Dropping  his  own  beautiful  language,  he  spoke  to  the 
Americans  in  French,  asking  many  questions,  and  show- 
ing not  only  interest  but  affection  for  the  American 
Church  :  he  asked  the  elder  lady  about  her  family,  hold- 
ing her  hand  in  both  of  his  ;  and  on  hearing  that  the 
younger  was  her  only  child,  and  that  it  was  at  her  in- 
stance that  they  came  to  Rome,  solely  to  obtain  for  both 
his  blessing,  he  leaned  forward  and  placing  his  hand  on 
the  girl's  head,  said  :  "  She  shall  have  a  special  bless- 
ing. ' '  He  then  said  a  few  words  to  a  Cardinal  who  stood 
beside  him,  on  which  the  latter  presented  to  each  of  the 
ladies  a  silver  medal  enclosed  in  a  handsome  case  bearing 
the  Papal  arms. 

We  do  not  sufficiently  appreciate  the  life  of  abnegation 
and  extraordinary  self-repression  the  Holy  Father 
leads.  The  following  glimpse  at  his  solitary  hours  I  quote 
from  a  contemporary  writer  :  fthe  speakers  are  a  Papal 
zouave  and  a  friend  who  find  themselves  by  accident  in 
the  Vatican  gardens  at  a  time  when  strangers  are  not 
admitted.) 

"  See,"  he  continued,  suddenly  taking  his  companion's 
arm  and  forcing  him  to  look  down  the  long  alley  through 
the  hedges.  "  There  he  is,  the  physician  who  has  in  his 
keeping  the  remedy  for  the  disease  of  the  soul  which 
afflicts  you,  as  well  as  for  all  other  diseases.  Do  not  show 
yourself.  They  must  have  forgotten  our  presence.  But 
look,  look  !  Oh,  what  a  meeting  !  " 

The  person  who  had  appeared  thus  suddenly  in  the 
melancholy  and  deserted  garden,  almost  like  a  supernat- 
ural vision,  so  truly  was  his  presence  a  living  commentary 
on  the  old  man's  passionate  discourse,  was  no  other  than 
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the  Holy  Father  himself,  on  his  way  to  the  carriage  in 
which  he  took  his  daily  ride.  Dorsenne,  who  did  not 
know  Leo  XIII  except  from  his  portrait,  saw  an  old  man 
bent  and  broken  in  body,  whose  white  cassock  shone 
under  his  red  mantle,  and  who  leaned  with  one  arm  upon 
a  prelate  of  the  court,  with  the  other  upon  one  of  his 
officers.  Concealing  himself  as  Montfanon  had  recom- 
mended in  order  to  save  the  attendants  from  a  reprimand, 
he  was  able  to  study  at  his  leisure  the  fine  profile  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff,  who  stopped  before  a  bank  of  roses  to 
speak  familiarly  with  a  kneeling  gardener.  He  saw  that 
infinitely  indulgent  smile  about  the  spiritual  mouth.  He 
saw  the  light  in  those  eyes  which  seemed  to  justify  by 
their  radiance  the  lumen  in  ccelo  applied  to  the  successor  of 
Pius  IX  by  a  celebrated  prophecy.  He  saw  the  vener- 
able hand,  -  -  that  pale  diaphanous  hand,  which  lifts 
itself  with  such  solemn  majesty  to  give  the  Benediction 
—  reach  out  toward  a  splendid  yellow  rose,  and,  the 
fingers  disengaged  from  the  white  mitten,  close  over  the 
flower  without  plucking  it,  as  if  unwilling  to  injure  this 
frail  one  of  God's  creatures.  The  aged  Pope  breathed  for 
a  second  the  fragrance  of  the  young  rose,  and  then  re- 
sumed his  walk  toward  the  carriage  whose  outline  could 
be  seen  vaguely  through  the  green  oaks. 

The  black  horses  departed  in  a  trot  which  one  felt 
immediately  was  exceedingly  rapid,  and  Dorsenne  turn- 
ing toward  Montfanon  saw  large  tears  on  the  old  zouave's 
lashes,  who,  forgetting  the  rest  of  their  conversation,  said 
with  a  sigh:  '•  And  that  is  the  only  pleasure  for  him 
who  is  the  successor  of  the  first  apostle  —  to  breathe  the 
fragrance  of  his  flowers  and  ride  a  few  leagues  as  rapidly 
as  his  horses  can  go.  They  have  laid  out  four  wretched 
kilometres  in  a  road  which  turns  upon  itself  at  the  foot  of 
the  terrace  where  we  were  half  an  hour  ago.  And  he 
goes,  he  goes,  giving  himself  thus  some  part  of  the  illu- 
sion of  the  great  space  which  is  forbidden  him.  I  have 
seen  many  tragic  sights  in  my  life.  I  have  passed  a  whole 
night  wounded  on  a  battle  field,  covered  with  snow,  lying 
among  the  dead,  brushed  against  by  the  wheels  of  the 
artillery  of  the  victors,  who  passed  by  singing.  Yet  noth- 
ing has  ever  moved  me  as  the  promenade  of  this  aged  man, 
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who  has  only  this  pittance  of  land  in  which  he  can  move 
about  freely,  and  yet  who  hss  never  uttered  a  complaint. 
There  is  one  magnificent  line  which  he  wrote  one  day 
with  his  own  hand  under  a  portrait  of  himself  sent  to  a 
missionary.  It  is  from  Tertullian.  That  line  alone  ex- 
plains his  whole  life  :  —  Debitricem  martyrii  fidem"- 
(BouRGET.) 

Unfortunately  too  many  of  our  people  when  in  Rome, 
associate  with  the  enemies  of  God  and  the  Church,  which 
are  to  be  found  at  the  court  of  the  usurper  of  the  Quirin- 
al  ;  and  it  is  unjust  to  the  good  people  of  Rome  to  im- 
agine that  they  share  such  sentiments.  In  every  part  of 
Italy  there  are  faithful  hearts,  like  the  Monk  met  by 
Michael  Angelo  in  the  woods  of  Monte  L,uca  : 

"  The  yearning  of  my  heart,  my  sole  desire, 
That  like  the  sheaf  of  Joseph  stands  upright, 
While  all  the  others  bend  and  bow  to  it ; 
Is  that  with  mortal  eyes  I  may  behold  the  Eternal  City." 

The  catacombs,  the  convents  and  the  churches  ; 

The  ceremonies  of  the  Holy  Week 

In  all  their  pomp,  or,  at  the  Epiphany, 

The  feast  of  the  Santissimo  Bambino. 

At  Ara  Creli." 

"  I  would  see  the  painting 
Of  the  Last  Judgment  in  the  Sistine  Chapel." 

I  would  hear  Allegri's  Miserere, 
Sung  by  the  Papal  Choir." (LONGFELLOW. ) 


Recently  I  received  a  letter  from  a  friend  in  Sienna,  a 
good  holy  priest,  telling  me  that  at  length  the  desire  of 
his  life  has  been  gratified  :  he  had  been  to  Rome,  and 
done  homage  to  the  Vicar  of  Christ  !  He  writes  :  ' '  As  I 
knelt  at  his  feet,  my  tears  burst  forth,  I  checked  them 
not,  they  were  tears  of  joy  ;  and  my  heart  was  lifted  up 
in  gratitude  to  God  for  the  inestimable  favor  vouchsafed 
me  of  seeing  and  hearing  the  Martyr  Pope  !  the  greatest 
of  the  Popes  ! 


The  End  of  the  Work0 


(THE  SOCIETY  OF  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT) 


A  short  Meditation  by  PRRE  EYMARD. 


r  is  the  end  we  seek  in  our  Eucharistic 
Work? 

It  is  to  form  with  the  help  of  Mary  a 
Court  of  faithful  and  devoted  souls  to  serve 
Jesus  our  King,  present  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  a  court  of  souls  consecrated  to 
His  service,  ever  ready  to  adore,  praise  and  serve  Him 
upon  earth,  in  emulation  of  the  service  and  honor  ren- 
dered Him  by  the  Court  of  Heaven. 

How  neglected,  alas  !  is  Jesus  in  the  Tabernacle  !  How 
forsaken  He  is  by  those  who  should  love  and  know  Him 
there,  by  negligent  Christians,  even  by  those  whom  He 
looks  upon  as  His  friends  ! 

How  neglected  is  Jesus  by  worldlings,  by  those  who 
calling  themselves  Catholics,  give  their  hearts  to  the 
world  rather  than  to  Jesus,  and  alas !  how  great  is  the 
number  of  those  luke\varm  souls  !  Pleasure,  amusement, 
visits,  dinner  parties,  the  theatre,  business  cares,  fill  up 
all  their  time  and  absorb  all  their  affections. 

Jesus  is  neglected  even  by  pious  people.  It  seems 
strange,  but  is  it  not  so?  how  few,  even  of  these,  love 
Him  for  Himself  alone  !  How  many  come  to  Him  only 
\vhen  the  world  smiles  upon  them  no  longer,  and  when 
their  company  is  no  longer  sought  by  their  friends  ?  How 
few  souls  devote  themselves  to  the  Eucharist  from  love 
alone  !  How  many  serve  Jesus  only  as  mercenaries  and 
only  as  far  as  obligation  and  strict  duty  demand  ! 
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And  so  Jesus  is  left  alone,  neglected  by  the  greater 
part  of  mankind.  Yet  it  is  for  us  and  for  our  needs  that  He 
remains  Present  upon  His  throne  of  love.  Who  corres- 
ponds to  this  love  of  Jesus  ?  Even  the  devils  tremble  and 
wonder  at  the  ingratitude  of  man  towards  the  Eucharist. 
Yet  Jesus  waits  still  in  the  Tabernacle,  waits  in  lone- 
liness and  longing  for  the  souls  to  whom  He  can  com- 
municate Himself  and  fulfil  the  end  for  which  He 
instituted  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

O  my  God,  how  much  love  on  one  side,  and  how  much 
indifference  on  the  other  !  Yet  what  greater  honor  could 
there  be  than  that  of  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  Our  Lord  ! 
What  greater  happiness  than  that  of  knowing  ourselves 
near  to  the  Divine  Person  of  Jesus  ?  Is  it  not  Heaven 
begun  ?  If  we  had  only  the  Eucharist  as  a  recompense  for 
all  our  sacrifices,  would  it  not  be  already  too  much  ? 

THANKSGIVING. 

The  second  end  of  the  Work  is  to  render  perpetual 
thanks  to  Jesus  for  the  love  He  has  shown  us  in  institut- 
ing the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

i st.  To  render  Him  solemn  thanksgiving,  first  of  all 
for  the  sacrifices  His  love  has  entailed  upon  Him,  in  the 
Eucharist,  the  sacrifice  of  His  glory,  His  majesty,  His 
power,  His  liberty  and  even  of  His  divine  holiness,  ex- 
posed to  be  despised,  blasphemed  and  insulted  by  the 
most  revolting  sacrileges.  He  counted  all  the  sacrifices 
beforehand,  He  weighed  them  on  the  balance,  and  love 
was  weightier  still. 

2.  Perpetual  thanksgiving  for  the  perpetual  sacrifices 
of  His  sacramental  state. 

How  many  sacrifices  have  been  comprised  in  this  sac- 
ramental life  of  1900  years  !  What  accumulated  proofs  of 
love  !  What  a  chain  of  graces  from  the  Cenacle  to  the 
present  day  !  Is  it  not  just  and  right  to  thank  and  praise 
the  goodness  of  our  amiable  Saviour  ?  We  dare  not  be 
ungrateful  towards  our  friends  or  to  the  world.  Does  not 
the  child  love  its  mother  and  the  father  who  gave  it  life  ? 
Should  not  the  slave  love  its  liberator,  the  malefactor 
love  him  who  burst  his  prison  doors  and  set  him  free? 

3.  Public    thanksgiving.     We  must    thank  Jesus  for 
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those  who  thank  Him  not.  Are  there  not  among  them 
our  relations,  our  friends,  our  brethren  in  nature  and 
grace?  Before  receiving  new  gifts  we  must  thank  Jesus 
for  those  already  received,  this  is  only  an  act  of  justice. 
We  must  thank  Him  for  His  graces  to  the  world,  we 
must  thank  Him  for  the  preservation  and  salvation  of  the 
world  through  the  Eucharist. 

Without  the  sun  the  world  would  be  a  barren  waste,  a 
mournful  prison,  the  image  of  death.  Without  the 
Eucharist  the  Christian  world  would  be  an  arid  desert,  a 
desolate  tomb,  the  eve  of  the  last  judgment. 

What  a  delightful  fate,  therefore,  to  pass  our  lives  at 
the  foot  of  the  throne  of  the  Lamb,  and  to  cry  out  to 
Him  perpetually  with  the  Court  of  Heaven  :  ' '  Thou  art 
worthy,  O  Jesus,  to  receive  honor  and  benediction  and 
glory  and  power,  for  ever  and  ever,  amen." 

REPARATION. 

The  third  end  of  the  work  is  Reparation. 

i.  Jesus  is  greatly  offended  in  the  Eucharist,  by  irrev- 
erence, committed  even  by  Christians,  by  innumerable 
sacrileges,  by  blasphemy  and  insult. 

In  the  past  how  many  sacrilegious  communions,  where 
Christ  was  sold  to  the  evil  one  !  And  in  our  own  day, 
how  many  bad  Catholics  betray  their  Master,  wound  His 
loving  heart,  and  return  His  tenderness  with  abandon- 
ment !  God  alone  knows. 

It  is  to  repair  these  outrages  that  the  Congregation  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  its  affiliated  associations  come 
to  adore  Jesus,  more  outraged  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
than  in  His  Passion.  More  outraged,  yes,  because  in  the 
Eucharist  He  is  more  humiliated, — He  is  more  silent, 
more  patient  still  than  in  days  of  old,  allowing  Himself 
to  be  ill  treated  without  complaint,  crucified  without 
glory,  buried  without  honor.  And  hardly  any  one  thinks 
of  consoling  Him,  of  wiping  that  Sacred  Face,  wet  with 
tears  and  soiled  with  insults,  as  Veronica  did  in  days  gone 
by.  Here  then,  is  our  duty.  To  weep,  to  suffer,  to  immo- 
late ourselves,  in  perpetual  reparation  to  Jesus  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament. 
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2.  At  the  sight  of  so  many  crimes  against  the  Eucharist 
divine  justice  is  ready  to  punish  the  guilty.  The  Heaven- 
ly Father  indignant  at  the  sight  on  His  only  Son,  so  tou- 
raged,  so  despised,  so  blasphemed,  would  avenge  Him. 

But  the  Eucharistic  Soul  demands  mercy  for  sin- 
ners. She  unites  herself  with  Jesus,  making  herself  one 
victim  with  Him  in  the  Eucharist.  She  suffers  and  does 
penance  in  place  of  Jesus,  Who  can  suffer  no  more,  but 
Who  gives  her  His  wounds,  His  Precious  Blood,  His 
merits,  His  labors  for  the  salvation  of  souls  that  she  may 
touch  the  heart  of  the  Heavenly  Father  and  obtain  from 
His  goodness  mercy  for  sinners.  It  is  the  Calvary  of  love. 
And  provided  Jesus  is  honored,  the  Heavenly  Father 
glorified,  what  matters  all  sacrifices? 

May  I  suffer,  may  I  be  crucified,  that  Jesus  may  reign. 
That  is  happiness  enough  for  me. 

SUPPLICATION. 

Jesus  in  the  Eucharist  is  our  powerful  advocate  with 
His  Heavenly  Father,  impetrating  unceasingly  the 
divine  mercy  in  our  favor,  and  ever  continuing  on  the 
altar  His  state  of  victim  to  disarm  the  auger  of  God 
aroused  against  the  guilty. 

1 .  For  the  Church  and  its  pastors,  that  God  may  bless 
their  zeal  and  augment  their  courage. 

2.  For  peace  and  concord  among  Christian  princes,  that 
the  Church  may  carry  on  its  mission  in  peace  and  liberty 
to  advance  the  reign  of   Christ  and  promote  the  sanctific- 
ation  of  souls. 

3.  For  the  conversion  of   unbelievers,  alas  !  so  numer- 
ous ;  that  God  may  let  His  light  shine  upon  them.     For 
heretics,  that  they  may  return  to  the  fold  of  the  Church, 
for  the  conversion  of   the  Jews  to  the  true  faith,  that  the 
earth  may  see  the  day  when  there  will  be  but  One  Fold 
and  One  Shepherd,  one  only  Lord,  Jesus  Christ  our  Savior, 
reigning  as  King  in  His  divine  Sacrament. 
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How  St.  Francis  praised  Poverty. 


HAT  wondrous  servant  and  follower  of  Christ 
St  Francis,  desiring  to  conform  himself  to 
Christ  in  all  things,  who,  as  the  Gospel  tells 
us,  sent  out  His  disciples  two  by  two  into  all 
those  cities  and  towns  whither  He  was  to  go  ; 
therefore,  following  the  example  of  Christ,  he  assembled 
together  twelve  companions  and  sent  them  forth  into  the 
world  to  preach  two  by  two.  And  to  set  them  an  example 
of  true  obedience,  he  first  began  to  practise  that  which  he 
did  afterwards  preach.  Hence  having  assigned  to  his  com- 
panions the  other  parts  of  the  world,  he,  taking  Brother 
Maximus  as  his  companion,  set  forth  towards  the  prov- 
ince of  France.  And  coming  one  day  to  a  certain  town 
and  being  very  hungry,  they  begged  their  bread  as  they 
went  according  to  the  rule  of  their  order,  for  the  love  of 
God  ;  and  St.  Francis  went  through  one  quarter  of  the 
town  and  Brother  Maximus  through  another.  But  for  as 
much  as  Saint  Francis  was  a  man  mean  and  low  of  stat- 
ure, and  hence  was  reputed  a  vile  beggar  by  such  as 
knew  him  not,  he  only  begged  a  few  scanty  crusts  and 
mouthfuls  of  dry  bread,  but  to  Brother  Maximus,  inas- 
much as  he  was  great  and  well  favored,  were  given  good 
pieces  and  large,  and  an  abundance  of  bread,  yea,  whole 
loaves.  Having  begged,  they  met  together  without  the 
town  to  eat,  at  a  place  where  there  was  a  clear  well,  and 
beside  it  was  a  fair  large  stone  upon  which  each  spread 
forth  the  alms  which  he  had  begged.  And  St.  Francis, 
seeing  that  the  pieces  of  bread  begged  by  Brother  Max- 
imus were  more  and  better  and  bigger  than  his  own, 
rejoiced  greatly,  saying  :  "  O  Brother  Maximus,  we  are 
not  worthy  of  so  great  a  treasure  !  "  and  repeating  these 
words  many  times,  Brother  Maximus  replied  :  "  Father, 
how  can  you  talk  of  treasures,  where  there  is  such  great 
poverty  and  such  lack  of  all  things  needful?  Here  is 
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neither  napkin  nor  knife,  neither  board  nor  trencher, 
neither  house  nor  table,  neither  man  servant  nor  maid 
servant." 

St.  Francis  said  :  "And  this  is  that  same  which  I  repute 
as  a  great  treasure,  where  nought  is  made  ready  b}^ 
human  industry  ;  but  all  that  is  here  is  prepared  by 
Divine  Providence,  as  is  plainly  set  forth  in  the  bread 
which  we  have  begged,  in  the  table  of  fair  stone,  and  in 
the  well  of  clear  water,  and  therefore,  I  would  that  we 
should  pray  to  God  that  He  teach  us  to  love  with  all  our 
heart  the  treasure  of  holy  poverty  which  is  so  noble  a 
thing  and  whose  servant  is  God  the  L,ord."  And  having 
said  these  words,  and  having  prayed,  and  having  taken 
the  bodily  refection  of  those  crusts  of  bread  and  of  that 
water,  they  arose  to  journey  into  France. 

II 

THE  SERMON  ST  FRANCIS  AND  BROTHER  RUFUS 
PREACHED  AT  ASSISI. 

Brother  Rufus,  through  continual  contemplation,  grew 
to  be  so  absorbed  in  God,  that  he  became  almost  insen- 
sible, and  but  rarely  spoke  ;  and  withal  he  had  not  the 
grace,  nor  the  valor,  nor  the  eloquence  to  preach.  Never- 
theless Saint  Francis  charged  him  upon  a  time  that  he 
should  go  to  Assisi  and  should  preach  to  the  people  even 
as  the  Lord  should  inspire  him.  To  which  Brother  Rufus 
made  answer  :  "  Reverend  Father,  I  beseech  you,  pardon 
me  and  send  me  not  forth,  inasmuch  as  you  are  well 
aware  that  I  have  no  grace  in  preaching  and  am  simple 
and  unlearned."  And  then  said  St.  Francis:  "Foras- 
much as  you  have  not  obeyed  promptly.  I  command  you 
by  your  sacred  vow  of  obedience  that  you  go,  clad  only 
only  in  your  breeches  into  Assisi,  and  enter  there  a  church 
and  preach  to  the  people."  Upon  this  command  Brother 
Bufus  laid  off  his  raiment  and  went  to  Assisi,  and  entered 
into  a  church,  and  doing  reverence  to  the  altar,  went  up 
into  the  pulpit  and  began  to  preach,  at  which  thing  the 
men  and  boys  began  to  laugh,  and  said  :  ' '  L,o  !  one  who 
doth  penitence,  lest  he  grow  vain  and  proud."  Meantime, 
St.  Francis  wondering  on  the  ready  obedience  of  Brother 


OF  THE    BLESSED   SACRAMENT  55 

Rufus,  who  was  one  of  the  noblest  gentlemen  of  Assisi, 
and  of  the  hard  command  which  he  had  laid  upon  him, 
began  to  reproach  himself,  saying  :  ' '  Whence  hast  thou 
such  presumption,  son  of  Peter  Bernardone,  thou  vile  and 
petty  fellow, that  thou  shouldst  command  Brother  Rufus, 
who  is  one  of  the  noblest  gentlemen  of  Assisi,  to  go  forth 
and  preach  to  the  people  even  as  he  were  mad  !  In  God's 
name,  go  forth  thou  likewise,  and  prove  for  thyself  even 
that  thou  hast  commanded  of  others."  And  suddenly,  in 
the  ardor  of  his  spirit,  he  also  laid  off  his  raiment  and 
went  forth  to  Assisi,  and  with  him  went  Brother  Leo, 
bearing  his  habit  and  that  of  Brother  Rufus.  And  the 
men  of  Assisi,  seeing  them  in  like  plight,  scoffed  at  them, 
holding  that  they  with  Brother  Rufus  were  made  mad  by 
much  penitence.  Saint  Francis  entered  into  the  church 
where  Brother  Rufus  was  preaching  these  words  :  "  Fly, 
my  beloved,  from  the  world  and  forsake  sin  ;  covet  not 
the  goods  of  others  if  you  would  escape  Hell ;  follow 
God's  commands,  love  God  and  your  neighbor,  if  you 
would  gain  Heaven  ;  do  penitence,  if  you  would  possess 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven."  Then  St.  Francis  went  up 
into  the  pulpit,  and  began  to  preach  so  marvellously  of 
the  vanity  of  the  world,  of  holy  penitence,  of  voluntary 
poverty,  and  of  the  longing  after  the  Celestial  Kingdom 
and  of  the  nakedness  and  scorn  of  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  that  all  they  who  heard  his  preaching, 
men  and  women  in  great  multitudes,  began  to  weep 
violently  with  admirable  devotion  and  contrition  ;  and 
not  only  here,  but  throughout  all  Assisi,  upon  that  day 
such  floods  of  tears  were  shed  for  Christ's  Passion,  that 
nothing  similar  was  ever  seen.  And  the  people  being 
thus  edified  and  consoled  by  the  act  of  St.  Francis  and 
Brother  Rufus,  Saint  Franc  s  clad  again  both  Brother 
Rufus  and  himself ;  and  thus  reclad  they  returned  back 
to  the  convent  of  Portiuucula,  praising  and  glorifying 
God,  Who  had  given  them  grace  to  win  the  victory  over 
self  by  their  self-contempt,  and  to  edify  the  flock  of  Christ 
Jesus  by  their  good  example,  and  to  show  what  it  is  to  des- 
pise the  world.  And  that  day  so  great  was  the  devotion 
which  the  people  felt  for  them,  that  he  held  himself  blessed 
who  could  but  touch  the  hem  of  their  garments. 


-T-lie  Mge  of  tfa© 


SONNET. 

What  a  one,  think  ye,  shall  this  century  be  — 

O'ershadowed  by  the  Eucharistic  Cloud  ? 

With  such  a  pledge  and  promise  rich  endowed, 

May  we  not  venture  a  fair  prophecy  ?  — 

The  Church,  resistless  orb  of  massive  truth, 

Attracting  home  all  wandering  meteors  ;  — 

A  freshening  air  that  social  health  restores 

And  gives  old  Christendom  the  glow  of  youth  : 

Legions  who  toil  and  fight,  legions  who  pray, 

Lovers  of  poverty,  contempt  and  pain  ;  — 

An  age  of  Faith  beyond  historic  boast  !  — 

Queries  the  world?  the.  Church  shall  answering  say  : 

Erst  by  the  Tree,  now  art  thou  spoiled  again 

By  the  annihilations  of  the  Host. 

ASPICIENS  A  LONGE  —  SONNET. 

O  Eucharistic  Age,  how  fair  thy  morn 
Breaks  on  dark  waters  that  in  slumber  heave 
With  stormy  memories,  —  on  lands  that  we  are 
O'er  fields  laid  waste  a  shroud  of  briar  and  thorn  ! 
If  thy  day  dawn  with  so  serene  a  grace, 
What  then,  when  giant-like  His  course  is  run, 
The  noonday  of  this  Eucharistic  Sun, 
E'en  thro'  the  mystic  cloud  that  veils  His  face  ? 
Then  shall  the  thorns  and  briars  wondering  say  : 
What  upstart  growth  is  this  that  chokes  us  quite  ? 
When  from  the  earth,  besprint  with  heavenly  dew, 
Shall  spring  the  hidden  seed  that  rotting  lay, 
And  clothe  the  waste  lands  with  a  harvest  white, 
Born  of  the  Power  that  niaketh  all  things  new. 

O.   P. 


The  Children's  Hour. 


TO  THE  LITTLE  READERS  OF  THE 
"SENTINEL" 


DEAR  CHILDREN", 

*OU  cannot  imagine  how  very  happy  I  am  to  have 
-(  so  many  new  little  friends.  Our  Lord  loves  chil- 
dren so  much  that ' '  THE  SENTINEL  ' '  would  not  be 
a  true  interpreter  of  the  love  of  His  Sacred  Heart 
in  the  Host  unless  it  had  some  pages  especially 
devoted  to  them.  If  there  is  ever  anything  printed  in 
them  that  puzzles  you  the  least  bit,  I  hope  you  will 
write  me  and  I  shall  try  to  make  it  quite  clear.  If  you 
have  not  yet  learned  to  write  a  letter  ask  some  one 
to  do  it  for  you  but  let  the  note  be  in  your  own 
words.  I  shall  always  be  glad  to  answer  questions,  for  I 
want  to  help  all  the  little  ones  of  Christ  to  know  how 
dear  to  Him  in  the  blessed  Host  is  each  one  of  them.  He 
waits  unseen  upon  the  altar  for  children  to  come  and 
adore  Him  with  the  angels,  and  He  bids  them  come  too, 
as  well  as  their  mothers  and  sisters. 

Each  month  I  shall  tell  you  some  tender  thoughts  which 
little  children  just  like  you  have  had  about  Jesus  as  He 
rests  in  the  Sacred  Species,  and  where  not  even  the  least 
of  His  little  ones  need  be  afraid  to  come  to  Him.  Good 
bye,  and  may  the  Lord  in  the  Tabernacle  bless  you. 

JnsKi'iiiNK   MAKIK. 
123  E.,  soth  St.,  N.  V. 
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The  Baby's  Bed=time  Story. 

HELEN  MAY 


'  Tell  me  a  story  about  Jesus,  mother  1  " 

' '  Yes,  darling  ;  which  one  shall  it  be  ?  " 

Toddles  climbed  up  into  her  mother's  lap,  and  kneeling 
there,  looked  very  wise  while  she  thought  a  moment  be- 
fore making  her  choice. 

"  I  think,  mother,  yes,  I  think  I  want  to  hear  about 
the  time  Jesus  was  so  tired,  and  still  He  said  the  children 
did  not  bother  Him.  " 

Mother  laughed  a  bit. 
1  Why  just  that  one,  Toddles  ?  " 

The  little  girl  hid  her  face  against  her  mother's  shoul- 
der and  did  not  answer  at  once. 

4 '  Has  some  one  been  '  bothered  '  with  my  little  daughter 
to-day  ?  Some  '  grown  up  '  ?  " 

Toddles  turned  a  flushed,  half -tearful  face  up  at  her 
mother  and  said,  sighing  from  the  debths  of  her  baby- 
heart  : 

"  Yes,  mother  ;  I  wont  say  who,  'cause  you  don't  like 
tales.  But  some  one  was  busy  and  tired,  too,  I  suppose, 
and  she  wasn't  like  Jesus,  mother;  she  said  :  "Don't 
bother  me,  now  ;  run  away'." 

Mother  kissed  the  rosy  cheek,  and  gently  stroked  the 
wilful  hair  back  from  Toddle's  forehead. 

"  You  are  quite  right,  darling  ;  Jesus  is  never  too  busy 
for  you,  or  for  me,  or  for  anyone  in  all  the  wide  world.  " 

"  Yes  mother,"  nestling  in  her  mother's  arms  ;  "  and 
please  tell  me  all  about  that  time  the  disciples  wanted  to 
send  the  children  away.  " 

"  Very  well,  little  one.  It  was  one  day  that  Jesus  had 
been  preaching  all  day,  telling  people  what  was  right  and 
what  was  wrong,  what  pleased  Him  and  what  did  not 
please  Him,  and  He  was  weary.  You  know  He  had  made 
the  journey  from  Galilee  to  Judea,  and  crowds  and  crowds 
of  people  followed  him. — 
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1 '  In  the  steam-cars,  mother  ?  ' ' 

"  Oh,  no,  dear  ;  there  weren't  any  steam-cars  till  hun- 
dreds of  years  later.  We  must  think  they  went  on  foot, 
and  that  had  helped  to  tnr.ke  Jesus  tired,  too.  Just  think 
— a  very  long  distance  up-hill  and  down-hill,  and  over 
rough  roads,  so  that  the  way  was  tiresome  and  painful 
for  the  Sacred  Feet.  " 

'  Poor  Jesus  !  ' '  murmured  the  child,  lovingly. 

"  Yes,  poor  Jesus  !  And  all  because  He  loved  us  so 
much.  " 

11  Not  more  than  you  love  me,  mother  ?  "  Toddle's 
eyes  were  wide. 

"  Yes  —  Even  more  than  I  love  my  little  girl,  although 
we  cant  imagine  that,  can  we  ?  " 

"  No,  mother.   It  must  be  an  a\vful  lot  of  love  ?  " 

"  So  it  is  ;  no  one  can  ever  measure  it.  Well  —  The 
great  crowds  of  people  had  been  pressing  about  Jesus, 
some  lame,  some  sick,  some  blind,  and  all  wanting  to  be 
cured  and  made  well  again,  besides  wanting  to  hear  His 
words.  It  was  quite  late  in  the  day  that  some  mothers 
who  had  brought  their  children  with  them,  out  into 
the  country,  where  Jesus  was,  tried  to  go  near  the  Lord 
that  He  might  place  His  Hands  upon  the  little  ones  and 
give  them  His  blessing.  Now  the  disciples  loved  their 
Master,  and  seing  His  Face  so  pale-and-tired,  they  scolded 
the  women  and  told  them  to  go  away.  " 

'  But  Jesus  didn't  let  them  !  "  said  Toddles,  quickly. 

"  No,  dear  ;  He  knew  the  disciples  only  meant  to  spare 
Him  because  He  was  so  weary,  but  He  knew  too  that  the 
mothers  loved  Him,  and  above  all  He  knew  that  He  Him- 
self loved  the  children  dearly.  So  the  Bible  tells  us  He 
rebuked  the  disciples,  which  means  that  He  made  them 
feel  that  what  they  said  and  did  displeased  Him,  and  He 
commanded  the  mothers  to  bring  the  children  to  Him. " 

"  And  what  did  He  say,  mother  " 
'  He  said  :  Suffer  the  little  children,  and  forbid  them 
not  to  come  unto  Me  :  for  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is  for 
such  !  " 

"  Then  He  meant  they  didn't  bother  Him  at  all?  " 

' '  Yes,  darling  ;  and  He  took  them  into  His  arms  and 
blessed  them.  And  then  the  mothers  were  so  happy  and 
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thankful,  and  went  home  with  light  hearts  and  full  of 
love  for  Jesus  who  had  been  so  kind  to  their  little  ones." 

Toddles  looked  very  serious. 

'  Yes,  I  see,  mother.  You  love  every  one  who  loves  me, 
don't  you  ?  " 

11  Of  course,  I  do.  " 

1 '  And  so  those  mothers  had  to  love  Jesus,  'cause  He 
loved  the  children.  Mother,  would  Jesus  ever,  ever,  in 
all  my  life,  tie  too  busy  with  big  people,  to  listen  to  my 
little  prayers  ?  " 

"  No,  dear  ;  you  see,  even  when  He  lived  in  this 
world  as  Man,  and  could  be  tired  and  worn  as  we  can,  He 
never  was  too  busy  for  the  children,  and  now  that  He  is 
in  Heaven,  He  can  never  be  tired  any  more,  nor  suffer  in 
any  way.  " 

"  I'm  glad,  mother  ;  and  I'm  so  glad  I  wasn't  in  the 
world  when  dear  Jesus  had  to  suffer.  Mother,  can't  I  have 
another  story  ?  ' ' 

"  Not  to-night ,  daughter.  I  hear  nurse  coming,  now." 

"  Goodnight,  mother  dear.  Will  you  tell  me  two,  to- 
morrow ?  ' ' 


A  little  boy  six  years  old  once  asked  why  Our  Lord  did 
not  go  up  to  Heaven  at  night  and  come  back  to  the  altar 
in  the  morning  when  everyone  would  be  awake.  His  kind 
little  heart  did  not  like  to  think  that  Jesus  was  alone  in 
the  Tabernacle  so  many  hours.  He  had  not  yet  learned 
that  He  loves  us  so  very  much  that  He  likes  to  be  in  our 
midst  even  while  we  sleep. 


LOVING  WITH  ALL   HIS  STRENGTH. 

A  little  boy  declared  that  he  loved  his  mother  "  with  all  his 
strength."  He  was  asked  to  explain  what  he  meant  by  "  with  all 
his  strength.  He  said  :  "  Well,  I'll  tell  you.  You  see  we  live  on 
the  fourth  floor  of  this  tenement,  and  there's  no  elevator,  and  the 
coal  is  kept  down  in  the  basement.  Mother  is  dreadfully  busy  all 
the  time,  and  she  isn't  very  strong  ;  so  I  see  to  it  that  the  coal  hod 
is  never  empty.  I  lug  the  coal  up  four  flights  of  stairs,  all  by 
myself.  And  it's  a  pretty  big  hod.  It  takes  all  my  strength  to  get 
it  up  there.  Now,  isn't  that  loving  my  mother  with  all  my 
strength?" 
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"  Good-by,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  endeavoring  to  execute 
as  perfect  a  courtesy  as  Aunt  Norreys,  —  a  sweet  but 
delusive  hope,  to  set  a  plain  frock  and  pinafore  against  a 
full  skirt  of  pearl-gray  satin.  And  then  the  rector  went, 
and  Miss  Nancy  ;ook  him  to  the  head  of  the  stairs, 
returning  to  put  the  chairs  in  their  places,  with  the 
feeling  that  after  this  anything  might  be  expected  to 
happen,  and  it  would  be  as  well  to  be  prepared  for  it. 
The  pink  kid  lady  was  also  restored  to  the  cupboard,  for 
if  she  had  been  a  little  insufficient  before,  she  had  now 
become  quite  impossible. 

"  I  have  been  having  a  visitor,"  announced  Miss 
Nancy,  with  quiet  and  settled  satisfaction  when  Trimmer 
came  in.  "  He  came  to  see  me.  Only  me." 

'  Who  was  it  ?  "  demanded  Trimmer,  with  cruel 
unbelief. 

'  He  said  he  was  the  new  rector,  and  I  like  him 
very  much,"  said  Miss  Nancy.  "  He  came  to  see  me. 
Only  me.  And  he  said  I  must  go  and  see  him  next,  and  I 
shall  soon  go." 

But  Trimmer,  standing  with  her  head  in  the  cupboard, 
did  not  receive  the  full  force  of  Miss  Nancy's  last  obser- 
vation. 

II 

The  squire  was  a  very  shy  man.  The  Throgmortons  of 
Forest  Morton  had  always  been  slow  to  come  forward  in 
any  respect,  and  the  squire  was  additionally  characterized 
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by  that  passive  acquiescence  which  often  distinguishes  an 
old  and  almost  worn-out  family.  There  was  no  older 
name  in  the  county,  and  none  that  had  been  longer 
established  in  one  spot  than  Throgmorton  of  Forest 
Morton  ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  there  was  no  old  name 
less  celebrated,  and  no  house  less  interesting.  The  hall 
was  almost  as  ugly  as  man  could  make  it,  having  been 
rebuilt  by  the  squire's  grandfather  in  a  style  more  to  be 
remarked  for  solidity  than  beauty.  A  square  house  of 
dark-red  brick,  a  roof  almost  flat  disguised  by  a  heavy 
stone  balustrade,  and  rows  of  windows  of  praise- worthy 
equality  ;  in  front,  a  paddock  dotted  with  thorn -trees, 
and  a  straight  drive  between  hurdles  ;  on  one  side  of  the 
house,  the  gardens,  on  the  other,  the  only  remnant  of  the 
older  Hall,  the  group  of  great  elms  where  the  rooks  lived. 
The  squire  was  a  silent  man  from  personal  habit,  and 
shy,  with  an  hereditary  shyness  that  nothing  had  ever 
been  able  to  overcome.  The  habit  of  silence  —  if  habit  it 
were  —  had  doubtless  grown  upou  him,  but  it  had  been  a 
habit  even  when  his  wife  was  alive.  Aunt  Norreys  had 
said  to  her  at  times  :  "  But,  my  dear  Margaret,  does 
John  Trogmorton  never  talk  to  you?  "  And  when  she 
came  to  think  of  it,  the  squire's  wife  had  not  been  able  to 
say  that  he  did  ;  and  yet  there  never  could  have  been  a 
more  perfect  understanding  than  that  which  existed 
between  them. 

But  Miss  Margaret  had  married  him,  and  the  most 
incomprehensible  part  of  all  was  that  she  had  never  rued 
it.  Perhaps  she  had  found  more  in  John  Throgmorton 
than  did  the  world  in  general,  perhaps  she  even  had 
found  in  him  all  she  had  need  to  seek  on  earth.  She  had 
married  him,  and  had  come  to  the  Hall  to  be  the  light  of 
the  house  for  a  brief  half-dozen  years, —  and  then  died. 
So  the  squire  and  Miss  Nancy  were  left  alone,  to  walk 
through  the  fields,  and  drive  down  the  lanes,  and  sit  in 
the  square  pew  at  church,  in  forlorn  companionship,— 
the  big,  silent  squire,  with  his  brown  cheeks  and  bushy 
beard,  and  his  little  daughter,  with  her  mother's  dark 
eyes  and  refined  moulding,  but  too  much  like  the  squire 
in  feature  to  have  any  pretensions  to  beauty.  The  squire 
and  Miss  Nancy  had  learnt  at  this  time  to  be  a  great  deal 
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to  each  other,  and  indeed  the  latter  had  never  felt  that 
she  required  more  company  than  dear  daddy  could  give 
her  ;  but  her  view  was  necessarily  a  limited  one,  and  as 
usually  happens  in  such  cases,  to  add  to  a  loss  which 
nothing  in  this  world  could  ever  repair  to  him,  the  poor 
squire  found  himself  plunged  into  innumerable  difficulties 
with  his  household.  So  Aunt  Norreys  came  to  the  rescue, 
and  remained  for  compassion's  sake,  and  tranquillity 
returned  to  the  Hall.  With  Aunt  Norreys  and  the  dove 
of  peace  came  Trimmer,  neither  maid  nor  companion,  and 
a  person  whose  severe  aspect  involuntarily,  if  unreason- 
ably, suggested  to  the  mind  the  old  term,  "  waiting- 
woman."  And  Trimmer  coming  into  contact  with  Miss 
Nancy's  nursemaids  found  herself  quite  unable  to  agree 
with  any  one  of  them,  and  so  differed  materially  with 
three  in  succession  ;  at  which  point,  for  the  sake  of 
a  quiet  life,  which  Aunt  Norreys  loved  above  everything, 
she  was  permitted  to  ascend  undisputed  to  the  throne  of 
authority,  whence  she  governed  Miss  Nancy  with  a 
wholesome  if  rather  severe  rule. 

The  only  remnant  of  the  lawless  old  days  spent  with 
daddy  consisted  in  an  occasional  escape  from  Trimmer, 
and  a  flying  excursion  in  his  company.  The  squire,  as 
Aunt  Norreys  was  fain  to  admit,  was  an  easy  man  to  live 
with,  but  he  still  preserved  this  reprehensible  habit  of 
coaxing  Miss  Nancy  to  go  out  with  him  on  every  possible 
occasion.  Perhaps,  indeed,  there  was  something  about 
little  Miss  Nancy's  society  which  dimly  recalled  to  the 
squire  that  of  her  dead  mother  ;  but  whether  it  were  so 
or  not,  he  never  said.  Miss  Nancy  herself  had  a  faint 
memory  of  her  mother  ;  she  thought  at  times  that  home 
had  seemed  more  when  she  was  quite  little  than  it  had 
ever  done  since,  and  she  believed  that  it  was  because 
mother  was  there.  But  she  died,  and  it  was  to  be  sup- 
posed that  it  made  all  the  difference.  Miss  Nancy  could 
remember  that  day,  when,  very  early  in  the  morning, 
Mrs.  Plummett  came  and  took  her  out  of  bed,  and  carried 
her,  wrapped  in  a  shawl,  to  mother's  room,  Miss  Nancy 
bewildered  and  half  asleep,  and  Mrs.  Plummett  with  an 
awed  look  on  her  coufortable  face. 

Dear  daddy  sat  very  near   to  the  bed,  and  Miss  Nancy 
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sat  on  his  knee,  and  mother  held  both  their  hands 
between  her  failing  fingers,  but  did  not  speak,  for  she 
was  speechless  then,  and  only  half  conscious.  So  Miss 
Nancy  was  laid  down  for  a  moment  to  receive  mother's 
strange,  faint  kiss,  and  then  Mrs.  Plummett  carried  her 
away  ;  and  Mrs.  Throgmorton  looked  after  her,  and 
turned  her  dying  eyes  again  to  the  squire. 

And  when  day  came,  the  nurse-maid  said  that  mother 
was  dead.  But  this  Miss  Nancy  had  not  been  able  to 
fully  comprehend,  nor  had  she  comprehended  the  strange 
silence  and  desolation  of  the  days  that  followed.  It 
was  certainly  not  that  vshe  suffered  then  or  afterwards  an 
hour's  neglect  at  the  hands  of  any  member  of  the 
household  ;  it  was  rather  from  feeling  a  lack  of  some- 
thing that  she  was  sure  she  had  had  once,  but  had  not 
then,  and — alas,  poor  little  Miss  Nancy  ! — never  would 
have  again  in  all  her  life,  that  she  dimly  understood  that 
she  had  sustained  a  great  misfortune. 

And  Miss  Nancy  had  also  a  vague  belief  that  it  was 
after  this  that  dear  daddy  began  to  be  even  more  silent 
than  ever  he  had  been  before. 


(  To  be  continued. ) 
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Ego  Sum  Azatias-  "  I  am  Azarias,  the  uncreated  hap- 
piness, the  essential  Beatitude  of  God,  the  created  happi- 
ness of  saints  and  angels  for  time  and  eternity,  the  joy, 
the  consolation,  the  object  of  the  divine  complacency  of 
My  Father  "  !  Beatitude  Dei! 

Lastly,  "  I  am  the  Son  of  the  great  Ananias,  consub- 
stantial  with  God  the  Father,  and  like  unto  Him  in  all 
things,  and  I  have  descended  from  His  Presence  to  thine 
impelled  by  the  effusion  of  His  overwhelming  mercy." 
Gratis,  bonitatis  et  miser ationisfilius. 

Thus  did  Jesus  reply  to  you  on  the  happy  morning 
when  you  met  Him  first,  radiant  in  beauty  ;  and  the 
experience  of  that  day  crowned  and  strengthened  your 
faith.  You  believed  Him,  and  falling  upon  your  knees, 
like  the  youthful  Tobias,  you  cried  out,  in  adoration  and 
love:  "  O  Jesus,  Sou  of  God!  O  Jesus,  Son  of  the 
Virgin  Mary,  truly  art  Thou  of  noble  lineage !" 

But  why  is  Jesus  clad  in  the  terrestrial  garment  of  the 
Eucharist,  Whose  vesture  is  the  Eternal  Light  ?  Why 
this  choice  of  common  and  material  elements,  where, 
though  faith  may  pierce  the  veil  that  hides  the  radiance 
of  His  glory,  sense  alas,  perceives  only  the  poor  and 
obscure  appearance  He  has  chosen  ? 

Why  ?  Because  Jesus  is  the  Guide  of  travellers.  The 
very  name  applied  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  implies 
also  its  end,  its  mission.  Is  not  the  Viaticum,  the  need 
of  the  way,  the  provision  for  the  journey?  Was  It  not 
instituted  that  It  might  follow  us  everywhere,  and  attend 
us  by  sea  and  land,  across  all  latitudes,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Jesus  is  the  Pilgrim  of  all  others,  Who  hath  here  no  last- 
ing dwelling,  Who  abides  in  tents,  Tabernaculum.  WThose 
life  is  but  a  day,  Who  comes  from  Heaven  and  returns 
thither,  lingering  upon  earth  only  to  nourish,  justify  and 
sanctify  us,  and  then  to  bring  us  safely  to  the  eternal 
mansions  of  His  Father,  our  own  true  home. 

The  Prophet  hailed  Him  from  afar  under  this  title  of 
Traveller  and  Pilgrim.  He  too,  seemed  to  wonder  that 
the  Messiah,  the  Expected  of  Israel,  should  hide  Himself 
under  the  symbolism  of  such  a  form,  and  says  to  Him, 
with  a  curiosity  that  excludes  neither  adoration  nor  love  : 
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1 '  O  Expectation  of  Israel,  why  wilt  thou  be  as  a  Stranger 
in  the  Land,  and  a  warfarer  who  hath  no  lodging  "  ?  (i) 

But  you,  knowing  the  answer,  will  ask  Him  no  more, 
since  Jesus  has  come  to  lead  you,  to  journey  with  you, 
but  will  rather  bless  and  adore  the  infinite  condescension 
that  has  hidden  for  love  of  us  under  the  coarse  robe  of 
the  pilgrim,  the  dazzling  splendors  of  the  divine  glory, 
that  our  mortal  eyes  might  dare  to  gaze  upon  Him.  He 
hath  chosen  the  vesture  of  earth  that  He  may  walk  with 
us  and  converse  as  familiarly  as  He  conversed  with  the 
disciples  of  Emmaiis.  "  And  it  came  to  pass  that  Jesus, 
drawing  near,  walked  with  them,  and  their  eyes  were 
held  that  they  should  not  see  Him." 

Knowing  therefore  the  design  and  mission  of  Jesus  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  that  He  would  be  our  Guide. 
our  Protector,  as  well  as  the  provision  and  strength  of 
the  journey,  you  will  approach  and  question  Him 
further. 

'  Dost  Thou  know  the  way  to  Media"?  "  Jesus, 
Lord,  dost  Thou  know  the  way  that  will  lead  me  to 
Heaven,  where  I  must  present  the  note  of  my  baptismal 
promise  and  receive  the  treasure  laid  up  to  my  eternal 
credit"? 

And  He  will  answer.  Listen,  and  receive  His  words 
with  faith  and  confidence. 

"  Novi."  '  Yes,  truly,!  know  the  way."  Jesus  knows 
the  way,  and  He  alone,  for  He  alone  can  lead  us  therein 
and  can  ensure  a  safe  and  certain  end  to  our  journey. 
The  way,  the  sure  and  only  way  is  through  grace,  the 
grace  that  comes  from  God,  and  which  leads  infallibly  to 
God  all  who  follow.  But  what  do  we  say  !  Jesus  Himself 
is  the  Way.  And  He  only  knows  God  and  will  reach  God 
one  day  in  Heaven  who  goes  to  Him  through  Jesus. 
Nemo  venit  ad  Pctirem  nisi  par  Me. 

The  way  of  life  !  Jesus  knows  it  by  experience.  He 
alone  trod  it  first.  He  aloue  has  the  right  to  tread  it.  He 
alone  has  the  right  to  enter  Heaven  and  those  only  can  fol- 
low who  walk  with  Jesus  and  whom  Jesus  shall  guide  unto 
the  very  end.  We  must  not  only  begin  it  by  Him  but 

(i)  Jeremias  XIV-S. 
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must  end  it  with  Him  if  we  would  reach  the  goal.    Nemo 
ascendit  nisi  qui  descendit,  Filius  Hominis. 

But  why  dost  Thou  add  :  "  Et  omnia  itinera  ejus  fre- 
quentur  ambulavi"  "I  know  all  the  paths  and  have 
often  trodden  them  "  ? 

Are  there  other  other  ways  towards  the  fair  country  of 
our  Fatherland  than  that  of  Jesus-?  No,  there  is  but  one 
way,  but  there  are  numberless  paths,  that  meet  and  min- 
gle in  the  road  of  Life  ;  the  path  of  poverty,  the  path  of 
riches,  the  path  of  glory,  the  path  of  pain,  the  path  of 
toil  and  that  of  science,  the  paths  of  sickness  and  of 
health,  of  all  the  states  of  Christian  perfection,  the  differ- 
ent social  positions,  the  path  of  the  many,  the  path  of 
the  few-  Behold  a  maze  of  paths  to  Heaven.  If  they  are 
but  branches  of  the  royal  road  which  is  Jesus,  and  meet 
in  His  grace,  easy  or  difficult  though  they  may  be  to 
travel,  they  all  lead  to  Heaven.  On  one  condition,  how- 
ever, thM  we  are  guided  and  led  by  Jesus 

O  divine  Guide  !  Thou  dost  assert  that  Thou  hast 
known  all  the  paths  and  hast  trodden  them  as  well.  It  is 
true.  And  well  is  it  for  us  that  Thou  hast  journeyed  and 
prayed  and  suffered  and  wept.  Thou  hast  trodden  all  the 
paths  in  labor  and  toil,  in  tears  and  joy  of  spirit,  in  trib- 
ulation and  anguish  of  heart.  Thou  hast  an  experience  so 
profound  of  all  our  miseries  and  wants  that  nothing  can 
ever  daunt  Thee.  For  if  thy  journey  of  Life  lasted  but 
three  or  thirty  years  Thou  didst  take  care  to  surround  *t 
with  so  man}'  obstacles  and  difficulties  that  no  ambush 
can  surprise  Thee,  no  danger  appal.  There  is  no  state 
Thou  hast  not  known,  no  pain  Thou  cans' t  not  under- 
stand, no  path  Thou  hast  riot  trodden.  We  may  then 
confide  ourselves  absolutely  to  our  heavenhr  Guide.  He 
knoweth  the  road  and  He  knoweth  them  all. 

Lastly,  He  has  abode  with  Gabelus.  He  knoweth 
Him,  the  Gabelus  who  holds  our  eternal  treasure,  the 
kinsman  of  Raphael.  Fratrem  nostram.  It  is  the  Father 
of  our  divine  Guide.  He  has  abode  with  Him  from  eter- 
nity, and  even  while  He  treads  the  paths  of  earth  He  is 
with  Him  still  in  Heaven.  Jesus  will  bring  us  safely, 
surely,  to  the  end  and  will  make  for  us  ail  the  arrange- 
ments necessary  for  our  favorable  reception. 
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Why,  then,  do  you  hesitate  ?  Give  yourself  to  Him. 
Oh  !  Christian  parents,  give  your  children  to  Jesus,  that 
He  may  guide  them  through  the  dangers  of  life  and 
bring  them  safely  to  you  again  where  you  await  them  in 
the  eternal  home  ;  and  say  to  Him  with  the  elder  Tobias  : 
"  Guide,  protect  and  conduct  my  son  in  all  things,  O 
divine  Guide,  O  Raphael  !  and  I  hear  the  echo  of  His 
answer  :  ' '  Ego  sanuin  ducam  ct  sanum  tibi  reducamfilium 
tunm."  I  will  conduct  him  safely  and  will  bring  him 
safely  back  to  thee."  It  is  the  promise  that  Jesus  makes 
to  His  Father  when  souls  fresh  from  the  graces  of  bap- 
tism are  confided  to  His  care  that  He  may  guile  them  to 
Heaven.  "  I  will  keep  them,  I  will  defend  them  even  at 
the  cost  of  my  life.  Not  one  of  those  whom  My  Father 
hath  given  Me,  not  one  of  those  who  remain  in  my  keep- 
ing shall  perish,  and  no  one  shall  snatch  them  out  of  My 
Hand."  Et  nemo  toilet  de  manu  mea.  "Only  he  shall 
perish  who  is  the  son  of  perdition,  who  cares  not  to  be 
saved,  and  refuses  My  guidance. " 

The  Christian  life  begins  under  the  guidance  and  pro- 
tection of  Jesus.  The  soul  and  Jesus  walk  side  by  side. 
O  loving  companionship  !  O  powerful  guardianship  ! 
O  faithful  pledge  of  strength  and  light  in  all  the  perils 
of  the  way  !  O  certain  and  sure  promise  of  the  happy 
end  to  the  journey  of  Life  !  It  is  impossible  here  to  point 
out  in  detail  how  faithful  Jesus  is  to  each  soul  of  those 
confided  to  His  cares.  It  would  be  the  life  history  of 
every  soul  that  has  reached  the  blissful  haven  of  eternity. 
Taking  up  the  story  of  the  Bible  once  more,  we  must  be 
content  with  bringing  out  the  general  characteristics  of  His 
guidance.  We  will  find  them  foreshadowed  in  two  or 
three  of  the  principal  events  of  the  journey  of  Tobias, 
where  the  archangel  appears  most  prominently  as  the 
protector  of  the  young  man,  and  gives  him  aid  in  a  man- 
ner most  tender,  wise  and  direct.  He  was  for  Tobias, 
according  to  the  promise  of  his  name,  a  joy,  a  delight,  a 
helper,  a  treasure  and  a  consolation. 

Jesus,  our  Fellow  Traveller,  our  Viaticum,  the  Strength 
and  Food  of  our  journey,  will  a  thousand  times  more 
truly  fulfil  all  of  these  offices,  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
and  deserve  all  these  titles. 
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IV. 

Raphael  and  Tobias  have  started  on  their  journey,  and 
as  the  sacred  text  expressly  observes,  they  have  set  out 
together.  Ambulaverunt  ambo  simul.  They  walked 
together. 

It  is  self  evident  of  course  that  where  two  companions 
undertake  a  journey,  that  they  walk  together,  especially 
as  one  conducts  the  other.  But  the  Holy  Spirit  hides 
very  exquisite  meaning  sometimes  in  expressions  that 
seem  ordinary.  In  these  three  words  are  concisely  ex- 
pressed the  interior  secret  of  our  relations  with  God.  To 
walk  with  God,  in  God's  Presence,  is  the  term  used  by 
the  Holy  Spirit  to  illustrate  the  holiness  of  the  Patriarchs 
of  old,  and  the  long  lives  of  many  of  the  holiest  among 
them  are  summed  up  in  this  brief  commentary  which  is 
almost  equivalent  to  a  decree  of  canonization.  Ambulavit 
cum  Deo.  It  is  the  essential  precept  of  holiness,  the  guar- 
antee of  grace,  the  assurance  of  perfect  virtue. 

"  Walk  before  Me  and  be  perfect."  It  seems  as  if  the 
seeds  of  the  supernatural  life,  sown  from  Heaven  into  our 
souls,  could  only  spring  forth,  germinate  and  blossom 
under  the  illumination  of  grace  that  shines  forth  from 
God's  Face,  in  the  sunshine  of  His  Divine  Presence.  All 
good  for  us,  as  for  Tobias,  is  summed  up  in  the  fact  of 
walking  with  our  Guide,  who  for  us  is  Jesus,  in  holding 
His  sacred  hand,  in  keeping  closely  at  His  side,  and  bt- 
ing  ever,  at  least  spiritually,  in  His  Presence.  And  here 
we  would  remark  how  greatly  men  disregard  and  over- 
look a  fact  that  results  from  the  real  presence  of  Jesus  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament.  If  it  is  true  that  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament is  a  continuation  of  the  Presence  of  God  upon 
earth,  begun  by  the  Incarnation,  and  that  the  Lord  Who 
will  help  and  protect  us,  and  be  our  light  and  consolation 
upon  earth,  is  the  Lord  Personally  Present  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  to  walk  in  the  Presence  of  God  is  to  walk  in 
the  Presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  To  overlook  this 
phase  of  the  Presence  of  God,  so  evident  and  so  striking 
is  to  depreciate  the  value  of  the  sacrifices  made  by  Jesus 
in  the  Incarnation  and  the  Eucharist.  It  is,  above  all,  to 
deprive  ourselves  of  the  great  light  and  help  furnished 
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continually  by  a  Presence  so  constant,  so  real,  so  helpful, 
so  powerful,  the  fruit  of  a  paternal  love  which  seeks  only 
our  good. 

To  walk  with  Jesus  in  the  Eucharist,  in  the  Presence  of 
the  Eucharist,  is  to  receive  It  frequently,  even  daily,  to 
visit  It  constantly,  to  consult  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament habitually,  and  to  submit  to  Him  all  our  under- 
takings and  desires.  It  is  to  have  recourse  to  the  Eucha- 
rist in  our  trials,  in  our  temptations.  It  is  to  seek  It  out 
in  the  Tabernacles  of  our  churches  in  city  and  country, 
and  to  be  attracted  habitually  to  this  Pole  of  the  Chris- 
tian life,  to  be  ever  animated  and  inflamed  by  the  glow- 
ing Sun  of  divine  Love. 

David  expresses  this  truth  and  prophesied  it  when  he 
cried  out  in  the  22nd  Psalm  :  Dominus  regit  me.  "  The 
Lord  leadcth  me  and  I  shall  want  for  nothing."  It  is  the 
God  of  th.i  Eucharist  of  whom  he  speaks  and  in  the  never 
failing  assistance  of  this  Guide  that  he  confides,  for  he 
says  :  "  He  hath  prepared  for  me  a  table  against  my  en- 
emies; a  drink  that  strengthens  and  refresh-s  me  against 
all  weakness.  In  His  shadow  will  I  find  repose  from  the 
ardors  of  the  sun  (i)."  -  And  he  concludes  by  saying  : 
'  Though  I  journey  in  the  midst  of  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death  I  will  fear  no  evil  ;  though  mine  enemies 
pursue,  though  I  am  wounded  unto  cU-ath,  I  will  not  lose 
hope,  for  even  unto  the  borders  of  the  tomb  Thou  art 
with  me,  O  my  God,  my  Raphael  (2)." 

To  be  ever  with  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  to 
abandon  oneself  to  His  direction,  to  walk  onward  with 
Him  therefore,  is  the  only  return  that  Jesus  asks  for  the 
infinite  love  \vith  which  He  guides  us,  and  the  fruits  of 
this  union  and  companionship  are  so  delightful  and  so 
certain  that  no  one  could  hesitate  to  submit  himself  to  a 
yoke  so  easy,  a  guidance  so  blest. 

V. 

The  first  point  of  advantage  to  Tobias  in  the  com- 
panionship of  his  faithful  guide  was  the  intimate  con- 

1 i )  Parasti  mcnsam  adrtrsus  eos  qui  tribu  lant  inc. 

(2)  Super  aquam  refection  is  cducavit  inc. 
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fidence  and  familiar  intercourse  established  between  them, 
which  made  them  forget  the  length  of  the  journey  and 
the  roughness  of  the  road,  and  made  of  it  a  pleasure 
rather  than  a  pain. 

Nothing  is  more  wearisome  and  discouraging  than  a 
long  journey  alone,  and  nothing  is  more  agreeable  than 
the  companionship  of  a  dear  and  congenial  friend,  above 
all  when  we  are  going  to  undertake  a  journey.  The  con- 
versation of  one  we  love  lends  a  charm  to  the  way,  and 
the  hours  fly  fast  in  h  s  company.  The  old  proverb  says  : 
'  A  pleasant  companion  maketh  a  swift  carriage."  What 
a  boon  then,  must  have  been  for  Tobias,  the  company  of 
the  archangel  !  What  heavenly  intercourse  !  How  many 
divine,  secrets  revealed  and  explained  !  For  of  whom  can 
an  angel  speak  but  of  God,  when  he  sees  the  Beatific 
Vision  upon  which  his  seraphic  eyes  are  fixed  even  as  he 
walks  in  amid  the  shadows  of  earth  !  An  angel,  pen- 
etrated with  divine  bliss  must  radiate  some  of  this  celes- 
tial happiness  into  the  bosom  of  the  chosen  friend  who 
walks  by  his  side.  And  so  it  was.  Tobias  had  not  been 
long  in  his  company  before  he  had  vowed  to  him  sincere 
affection,  and  the  archangel  who  was  akin  to  the  Sera- 
phins  was  pleased  in  return  to  be  called  by  his  protege, 
"  Azarias  my  brother."  But  for  us,  Christians,  shall  not 
we  find  in  the  companionship  of  the  divine  Raphael  of  the 
Kucharist  such  celestial  delights  as  Raphael  shared  with 
Tobias?  Oh,  surely.  He  is  Azarias,  that  is  he  wh  > 
rejoices,  who  delights  the  heart.  Ego  sum  Azarias,  id  est 
be  atus. 

The  loneliness  of  the  road  to  Heaven  affrights  us,  and 
its  solitude  overwhelms  with  awe  the  human  soul,  which 
must  live  detached  from  the  world,  which  must  escape  its 
dangerous  snares  so  thickly  spread,  which  must  not  dwell 
in  the  charm  of  its  feasts  nor  be  beguiled  by  its  enchant- 
ments and  pleasures.  Ibi  magna  solitndo. 

Earth  is  to  the  Christian  a  dreary  desert,  and  appalled 
by  the  desolate  prospect  he  cries  out  in  terror  :  "  Lord, 
wouUls't  Thou  condemn  me  to  travel  this  solitary  way? 
Hast  Thou  forgotten  thy  warning  to  all  those  who  walk 
alone  ?  "  V&  soli"  \  No,  Jesus  has  not  forgotten.  He  is 
at  hand.  Behold  Him  !  Will  you  walk  in  His  company  ? 
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Will  you  keep  closely  to  His  side,  and  avoid  the  snares 
spread  by  false  friends  and  the  seductions  that  draw  aside 
the  many  from  the  guardianship  of  the  Lord  ?  His  con- 
versation hath  no  bitterness.  His  words  will  be  so  sweet 
to  your  ears  that  your  heart  will  overflow  with  a  happi- 
ness of  which  you  have  never  yet  dreamed.  And  you  will 
taste  the  delights  of  a  companionship  that  inflamed  the 
hearts  of  the  disciples  at  Einmaus,  who  were  so  blest  as 
to  walk  with  Jesus.  ' '  Did  not  our  hearts  burn  within  us 
as  He  spoke  to  us  in  the  ivay. ' ' 

And  so  the  Life  journey  will  lose  its  terrors  and  you 
will  not  fear  the  roughness  of  the  road.  You  will  not 
sigh  under  the  burden,  nor  faint  in  the  heat  of  the  day. 
Believe  Him  who  hath  said  :  ' '  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that 
are  weary  and  heavy  burdened  ' ' .  Believe  the  Author  of 
the  Imitation,  who  doubtless  experienced  that  of  which 
he  wrote.  "  Suaviter  cquitat  quern  gratia  Dei  portat. 
Swiftly  doth  he  journey  who  is  carried  by  the  grace  of 
God.  ' '  When  Jesus  is  Present  all  is  well  and  nothing  is 
difficult.  If  He  say  but  one  word,  all  weariness  ceases,  all 
labor  is  done,  all  tears  are  dried,  and  consolation  and  joy 
replace  our  mourning  !  Quando  Jesu  loquitur  ununi  tan- 
turn  verbum,  magna  consolatio  sentitur" 

Oh,  let  us  be  faithful  to  Jesus.  Let  us  receive  Him  fre- 
quently, let  us  visit  Him  often.  Let  us  cling  closely  to 
Him  throughout  our  journey,  even  unto  the  end  :  and  He 
will  be  our  joy,  our  consolation,  our  Brother  and  our 
Friend,  and  we  may  say,  more  with  the  heart  than  the 
lips  :  ' '  Azarias  Prater  mi  !  "  ' '  Jesus,  Thou  art  my 
Brother,  my  Friend,  my  Happiness,  my  All  here  be- 
low." "  Azarias,  id  est  beatitudo  Dei,  bcatus  "  / 


(  To  be  continued. ) 
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COMING. 


AT  EVEN,  OR  AT  MIDNIGHT,  OR  AT 
THE  COCK-CROWING,  OR  IN  THE 
MORNING." 


"  It  may  be  iti  the  evening, 

When  the  work  of  the  day  is  done, 
And  you    have    time  to  sit  in    the 
twilight 

And  watch  the  sinking  sun  ; 
While  the  long  bright  day  dies  slowly 
Ovei  the  sea, 
And  the  hours  grow  quiet  and  holy 

With  thoughts  of  me  ; 
While  you  hear  the  village  children 

Passing  along  the  street ; 
Among  those  thronging  footsteps 
May  come  the  sound  of  my  feet. 
Therefore,  I  tell  you  :  Watch 

By  the  light  of  the  evening  star. 
When  the  room  is  growing  dusky 

As  the  clouds  a  far; 
Let  the  door  be  on  the  latch 

In  your  home, 
For  it  may  be  through  the  gloaming 

I  will  come. 

"  It  may  be  when  the  midnight 

Is  heavy  upon  the  land 
And  the  black  waves  lying  dumbly 

Along  the  sand  ; 
When    the    moonless    night    draws 

close 

And  the  lights  are  out  in  the  house, 
When  the  fires  burn  low  and  red, 
And  the  watch  is  tickling  loudly 

Beside  the  bed ; 
Though  you  sleep,  tired  out,  on  your 

couch 
Still  your    heart   must  wake    and 

watch 
In  the  dark  room. 
For  it  may  be  that  at  midnight 
I  will  come. 
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••  It  may  be  at  the  cock-crow 
When  the  night  is  dying  slowlv 

In  the  sky, 

And  the  sea  looks  calm  and  holy. 
Waiting  for  the  dawn 
Of  the  golden  sun 
Which  draweth  nigh  ; 
When    the    mists    are    on    the    valteys, 

shading 

The  rivers  chill, 
And  my  morning  star  is  fading,  fading 

Over  the  hill; 

Behold  I  say  unto  you  :  Watch 
Let  the  door  be  dn  the  latch 

In  your  home ; 

In  the  chill  before  the  dawning. 
Between  the  night  and  morning, 
I  may  come. 

•  It  may  be  in  the  morning, 

When  the  sun  is  bright  and  strong, 
And  the  dew  is  glittering  sharply 

Over  the  lawn  ; 
When  the  waves  are  laughing  loudly 

Along  the  shore. 
And  the  little  birds  are  singing  sweetly 

About  the  door ; 
With  the  long  day's  work  before  you, 

You  rise  up  with  the  sun, 
And  the  ne-ghbors  come  in  to  talk  a 
little 

Of  all  that  must  be  done  ; 
But  remember  that  I  may  be  the  i»ext 

To  come  in  at  the  door, 
To  call  you  from  all  your  busy  work 

For  ever  more. 
As  you  work,  your  heart  must  watch 

For  the  door  is  on  the  latch 

In  your  room  ; 
And  it  may  be  in  the  morning 

I  may  come." 

So  he  passed  down  my  cottage  garden, 
By  the  path  that  leads  to  the  sea, 

Till  he  came  to  the  turn  of  the  little  road   ll 
Where  the  birch  and  laburnum  tree 
Lead  over  and  arch  the  way  ; 

The- re  I  saw  him  a  moment  stay 
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And  turn  once  more  to  me 

As  I  wept  at  the  cottage  door, 
And  lift  up  his  hands  in  blessing  ; 

Then  I  saw  his  face  no  more. 
And  I  stood  still  in  the  doorway, 

Leaning  against  the  wall. 
Not  heeding  the  fair  white  ro«es, 

Thouch  I  crushed  them  and  let  them 

fall; 
Only  looking  down  the  pathway 

And  looking  towards  the  sea, 
And  wondering,  and  wondering 

When  he  would  come  back  to  me  : 
Till  I  was  aware  of  an  angel 

Who  was  coming  quickly  by, 
With  the  gladness  of  one  who  goeth 

In  the  light  of  God  most  high. 

He  passed  the*end  of  the  cottage 

Towards  the  garden  gate 
(I  suppose  he  was  coming  down 
At  the  setting  of  the  sun 
To  comfort  st  me  one  in  the  village 
Whose  dwelling  was  desolate) ; 
And  he  paused  before  the  door 

Beside  my  place, 
And  the  likeness  of  a  smile 

Was  on  his  face. 

"  Weep  not,"  he  said,  "  for  unto  you  is 
given 

To  watch  for  the  coming  of  His  feet 
Who    is    the    glory   of   our   blessed 

heaven ; 

The  work  and  watching  will  be  very 
sweet 

Even  in  an  earthly  home  ; 
And  in  such  an  hour  as  you  think  not, 

He  will  come." 


So  I  am  watching  quietly 

Every  day, 

Whenever  the  sun  rises  brightly, 
I  rise  and  say  : 

"  Surely  it  is  the  shiningof  his  face." 
And  look  into  the  gates  of  his  high  place, 

Beyond  the  sea  ; 
For  I  know  h--  is  coming  shortly 

To  summon  me 
And  when    a    shadow   falls   across    the 

window 
'  Of  my  room, 

When  I  am  working  my  appointed  task, 
I  lift  my  head  to  watch  the  door  and 

ask 

If  He  is  come  ; 
And  the  angel  answers  sweetly 

In  my  home ; 

'  Onlv  a  few  more  shadows 
And  He  will  come." 

Sclt-ctcd. 
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ROMAN  MEMORIES 

LENTEN  DAYS. 

E     McAuLIFFE. 


ARCH,  which  is  a  name  of  terror  to  the 
denizens  of  Northern  climes,  is  the  love- 
liest of  months  in  the  South. 

The  short  winter  is  over  and  past,  the 
trees  are  putting  forth  their  young  leaves,  and  the  flowers 
are  painting  all  the  ways  with  beauty. 

But  it  is  not  among  the  flowers,  nor  under  the  shade  of 
spreading  trees,  that  we  may  now  linger  ;  rather  let  us 
seek  the  shrines  of  the  holy  ones,  so  many  of  whom  are 
commemmorated  this  month  ;  and  beneath  the  marble 
arches  of  lofty  Basilicas  hasten  to  offer  our  homage  with 
the  Universal  Church  ! 

\Ve  pause  on  the  threshold,  arrested  by  the  sounds  of 
joy  which  break  on  the  solemn  stillness  of  the  holy  sea- 
son, calling  us  to  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  the  corona- 
tion of  the  Supreme  Pontiff.  We  attend  his  Mass  in  the 
vSistine  Chapel,  and  kneel  with  the  crowd  in  the  Sala 
Regia,  to  receive  his  blessing  ! 

On  the  7th,  the  Feast  of  St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  we  have 
a  grand  celebration  at  the  Dominican  church  of  Santa 
Maria  Sopra  Minerva,  where  the  bauds  of  young  novices 
coming  in  from  the  many  monasteries  of  their  order,  al- 
ways remind  me  of  the  chosen  souls  in  Fra  An g died* s 
Last  Judgment,  or  of  those  angels  of  whom  Dante 
speaks  : 

"  I -"aces  they  had  of  flame, " 

the    flame  of   divine    love,  kindled    by    their  fervor  and 
devotion. 

On  the  9th,  St.  Frances  of  Rome  is  honored  :  her  life, 
written  by  Lady  Georgiana  Fullertou,  is  doubtless  famil- 
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iar  to  all  my  readers.  Hers  was  a  sweet  and  lovely  char- 
acter, a  model  of  all  the  virtues  which  should  adorn  a 
woman  as  daughter,  wife  and  mother  ! 

Her  church  is  in  the  Roman  Forum,  on  the  site  of  an 
old  temple  of  Venus,  and  close  by  the  arch  of  Titus.  She 
is  held  in  great  veneration  by  Roman  women  of  all  class- 
es, and  they  vie  with  each  other  in  decking  her  altars  for 
the  festa,  which  is  quite  a  holida}T. 

After  the  grand  services  at  the  church  are  finished,  the 
crowd  passes  along  the  old  Via  Sacra  of  the  Romans,  to 
the  Via  Tor  di  Specchi,  to  visit  a  convent  founded  by  St. 
Frances.  The  riches  and  beauty  of  the  chapel  of  this 
convent  are  indescribable.  The  Sanctuary  carpet  is  of 
white  velvet,  with  religious  emblems  in  the  centre,  and 
the  coat-of-arms  of  the  Saint's  family  (the  Pourjiani)  on 
either  side  in  brilliant  colors.  This  carpet  is  entirely 
made  with  the  needle,  by  the  ladies  of  Rome,  and  when 
we  consider  that  St.  Frances  died  A.D.  1440,  it  is  a  great 
test  of  their  piety  to  keep  up  such  work  to  the  present. 
The  walls  of  the  Sanctuary,  all  around  behind  the  altar, 
are  wainscoted  with  pure  gold,  beautifully  wrought  with 
scenes  from  the  life  of  the  saint.  The  buildings  of  the 
convent  cover  considerable  ground  ;  in  going  through  it 
the  eye  is  constantly  delighted  with  glimpses  of  inner 
courts  filled  with  sunshine,  where  the  lemon  trees  are  al- 
ready showing  their  golden  fruit. 

When  we  entered  Rome  for  the  first  time  it  was  near 
the  end  of  February,  and  our  attention  was  attracted  by 
large  posters  around  the  railway  station,  and  at  various 
other  places  throughout  the  city,  to  the  effect  that  : 

"  On  March  iyth,  the  Feast  of  St.  Patrick,  the  sermon 
would  be  preached  by  the  Rev.  Father  Nugent,  of  Liver- 
pool, at  the  church  of  St.  Isadore,  of  the  Irish  Francis- 
cans." 

Needless  to  say  the  iyth  found  us  there,  and  we  had  a 
hard  struggle  to  get  inside  the  door.  The  church  is  large, 
but  the  crowd  on  that  day  was  larger  than  its  holding 
capacity,  as  every  one  in  Rome  who  understood  the 
English  language  desired  to  hear  the  learned  orator.  On 
leaving  the  church,  at  the  close  of  the  ceremonies,  we 
found  in  the  outer  porch,  at  the  top  of  the  steps,  the  out- 
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going  crowd  surging  around  the  tall  majestic  form  of 
Monsignor  O'Brien,  who  presided  over  a  table  piled  high 
with  shamrocks  from  the  green  Isle,  which  he  was  dis- 
tributing to  every  one  \vho  stretched  a  hand  for  them. 

The  Feasts  of  St.  Gregory  the  Great  on  the  i2th,  and 
of  St.  Joseph  on  the  iQth,  are  splendidly  celebrated  in 
their  respective  churches.  On  the  25th,  the  Feast  of  the 
Annunciation,  grand  ceremonies  take  place  at  all  the 
shrines  of  Mary,  and  from  their  gold  and  marble  domes 
resounds  the  "  Arc  Gratia  Plena"  \  rising  in  a  chorus  to 
the  highest  Heaven,  like  the  sound  of  many  waters. 

The  days  were  all  too  short  for  the  numerous  func- 
tions crowded  into  them  ;  the  sermons  at  the  different 
churches  were  preached  by  world-renowned  speakers. 
Pere  Berthier  the  distinguished  Dominican  held  the  pulpit 
of  St.  Luigi  dei  Francesi.  (St.  Louis  of  the  French).  The 
erudite  Prior  of  the  Irish  Dominicans  was  giving  a  course 
of  sermons  at  the  chapel  of  the  English  convent,  founded 
by  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton.  Padre  Agostino  da  Monte- 
feltro  drew  immense  numbers  to  his  inspired  discourses  in 
the  church  of  San  Carlo  Borromeo  ;  and  so  on  in  all  the 
churches. 

On  Palm  Sunday  we  went  to  the  Lateran,  and  received 
Olive  blanches  instead  of  Palms. 

Our  enjoyment  of  the  churches  and  ceremonies  seemed 
almost  too  much  for  the  penitential  season  ;  and  when 
Holy  Week  came  — 

"  Had  I  a  tongue  in  eloquence  as  rich 

As  is  the  coloring  in  fancy's  loom  ; 

'Twere  all  too  poor  to  utter  the  least  part 

Of  that  enchantment."  (DANTE), 

On  Wednesday,  Thursday  and  Friday  we  attended  the 
morning  services  at  St.  Peter's,  and  the  afternoon  at  the 
Lateran.  On  Holy  Thursday  and  Good  Friday  between 
the  services  we  go  to  the  Scala  Santa,  which  in  company 
with  many  devout  penitents,  we  climb  upon  our  knees. 

On  Good  Friday,  after  the  devotions  at  the  Scala 
Santa,  the  pilgrims  went  their  way  to  the  Basilica  of 
Santa  Croce  in  Gerusalcmme  to  adore  the  relics  of  Our 
Lord's  Passion.  This  church  was  built  by  St.  Helena  to 
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receive  the  relics  which  she  brought  from  the  Holy  Land. 
We  then  hasten  to  the  Lateran  Basilica  for  Tenebrae,  and 
again  hear  the  marvellous  music  of  the  Papal  Choir  ;  the 
Miserere  — 

"  So  divine  a  song  that  fancy's  ear 

Records  it  not  ;  and  the  pen  passeth  on 

And  leaves  a  blank."  (DANTE). 

During  Holy  Week  Roman  ladies  wear  black,  and  the 
sombre  effect  of  the  mourning  draperies  on  altars  and 
worshippers,  intensified  by  constant  meditation  on  the 
tremendous  tragedy  of  Cavalry,  fills  one  insensibly  with 
sadness  ;  not  akin  to  the  sadness  of  worldlings,  but 
rather  to  that  of  those  blessed  mourners  who  know  the}r 
will  be  comforted  :  a  sadness  that  purifies  and  elevates 
the  soul,  and  prepares  it  for  the  joy  of  the  Resurrection  ! 


Annual 

OF  THE 

PEOPLE'S    EUCHARISTIC    LEAGUE. 


HE  business  attendant  upon  the  establishment 
of  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in 
New  York,  has  delayed  the  publication  of  the 
itemized  report  of  work  accomplished  by  the 
Eucharistic  League  during  the  year  1900. 
Many  Local  Directors  have  not  yet  responded  to  our 
request  for  the  items  of  progress,  as  this  request  was  for- 
warded late  in  January,  instead  of  in  December.  Many 
Centres,  too,  delay  their  answer  in  order  that  their  lists 
may  be  first  correctly  revised.  But  no  report  that  could  be 
published  could  so  impressively  evidence  the  growth  of  the 
Eucharistic  League  as  the  late  foundation  of  the  Church 
of  Perpetual  Exposition.  Providence  at  the  fitting  moment 
supplied  a  church  and  a  house  for  the  Fathers  of  the 
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Blessed  Sacrameut,  and  inspired  the  generous  gift  that 
raised  a  throne  of  Glory  to  the  Eucharistic  Lord,  but  to 
the  honor  of  the  people  of  New  York  be  it  said  that  it 
was  their  devoted  and  persevering  love  that  called  forth 
the  Lord  from  His  Tabernacle  to  abide  in  their  sight  for- 
ever. The  existance  of  a  Cenacle  of  Perpetual  Exposition 
and  the  zeal  of  a  community  of  priests  devoted  to  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  will  greatly  stimulate  all 
eucharistic  works.  And  the  attendance  of  adorers  that 
already  overflows  this  beautiful  sanctuary  at  the  daily 
services,  will  soon  imperatively  demand  the  erection  of 
the  more  spacious  church  that  is  promised  for  the  future. 
The  formation  of  new  centres  of  the  League  has,  this 
year,  in  view  of  such  an  important  event,  been  looked 
upon  as  a  matter  of  secondary  importance,  but  many  de- 
velopments of  interest  prove  that  the  spirit  of  devotion 
which  is  the  life  of  the  Eucharistic  League,  is  growing 
deeper  and  stronger.  The  increase  of  men  associates 
and  the  organization  of  the  Men's  Branch  separately  at 
the  Local  Centres  was  the  first  notable  feature,  and  ren- 
dered it  necessary  to  hold  two  celebrations  of  the  Feast  of 
Corpus  Christi  at  the  Cathedral,  on  June  i4th  and  lyth, 
assembling  more  than  7,000  adorers  in  honor  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  The  men's  Reunion  represented  14 
churches  and  called  for  more  than  4,000  tickets  of  admis- 
sion. So  large  was  the  attendance  and  so  impressive  the 
spirit  of  united  devotion  displayed  by  the  men  at  their 
first  Reunion  that  if  its  promise  be  fulfilled  it  would  seem 
scarcely  possible  to  hold  a  second  within  the  limits  of  the 
Cathedral.  The  devotion  of  the  men,  moreover,  has  led 
to  the  formation  of  a  permanent  association  for  Nocturnal 
Adoration  in  our  city  churches  during  the  nights  of  Holy 
Thursday  and  the  Forty  Hours.  This  work  is  under  the 
supervision  of  a  special  committee  appointed  by  the  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  Corrigan.  The  men  of  the  Local  Centres 
will  be  united  in  a  general  membership  from  which  ador- 
ers may  be  recruited  at  need  for  pastors  who  find  a  diffi- 
culty in  obtaining  them. 

The  improved  appearance  and  an  increase  of  circulation 
of  The  Sentinel  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  a  feature  of 
the  opening  year.  The  Sentinel  will  henceforth  be  pub- 
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lished  by  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  remain- 
ing the  organ  of  the  community  and  the  Eucharistic 
League.  It  will,  however,  retain  the  same  literary 
management  as  before. 

The  increase  of  Local  Centres  in  certain  cities  points 
out  the  next  step  to  be  the  selection  of  Diocesan  Centres 
as  points  of  union  for  the  Local  Associations,  as  a  very 
necessary  step  for  the  proper  development  of  the  work, 
and  the  appointment  of  the  first  Diocesan  Centre  is  already 
in  prospect.  The  development  of  a  Children's  Branch  of 
the  Eucharistic  League  is  also  in  contemplation.  We 
shall  occasionally  publish  reports  from  our  Local  Centres 
during  the  year,  among  the  Items  of  Interest. 

E.   LUMMIS.  President. 
Central  Office,  123  East  5oth  St.,  New  York. 


Subject  of  Adoration. 

A  VISIT  TO  JESUS  IN  THE  TABERNACLE. 


E  all  believe  that  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is 
the  true  body  and  blood,  soul  and  divinity 
of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  under  the  ap- 
pearance of  bread  and  wine,  Yes  ;  we  all 
believe  it,  but  —  do  we  realize  it? 
We  can  imagine  your  indignant  asseveration,  that  you 
do  ;  but  have  patience  and  think  a  little.  When  you  dis- 
cuss, say,  over  the  breakfast  table,  some  terrible  railway 
accident,  earthquake,  explosion,  or  any  one  of  the  calam- 
ities which  sometimes  startle  us  in  the  morning  papers, 
you  doubtless  feel  great  sympathy  for  the  sufferers;  and, 
if  the  account  be  in  a  reliable  paper,  you  believe  the  report 
of  the  accident.  But  do  you  imagine  you  have  realizeditJ 

;<  Vrom  visits  to  Jesus  in  the  Tabernacle.     Rev.    K.  X.  I/asance. 
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If  you  could  properly  picture  to  yourself  the  mangled 
liinbs  aud  the  agonies  of  those  unfortunate  people,  crush- 
ed past  recognition  beneath  the  debris  of  the  express 
trains,  do  you  imagine  you  could  dismiss  the  subject  from 
your  thoughts  at  a  moment's  notice,  with  a  mere  "  Dear 
me  !  how  dreadful  "  ? 

Why,  if  in  cutting  your  bread,  the  knife  slipped,  and 
made  but  a  slight  wound  upon  your  hand,  that  insignif- 
icant occurrence  would  make  more  real  impression  on 
those  present  than  half-a-dozen  accounts  of  wrecks  or  of 
collisions. 

So  it  is  with  our  belief  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament :  we 
all  believe  in  it,  believe  in  it  without  a  shadow  of  a 
doubt ;  but  we  realize  it  so  lightly,  that  hours  and  days 
pass  by  without  our  thinking  of  Its  Presence  in  the  wrorld. 
Indeed,  many  perhaps,  who  would  not  dream  of  missing 
their  Sunday  Mass  are  actuated,  if  they  would  but  exam- 
ine themselves,  not  so  much  by  the  desire  of  coming  into 
the  presence  of  the  Holy  Eucharist,  aud  of  assisting  at 
Its  sacrifice,  as  by  mere  habit  of  obedience  to  the  Church, 
or  through  fear  of  becoming  guilty  of  mortal  sin  by  cul- 
pable absence.  Not  that  I  depreciate  for  one  moment 
either  of  these  motives  —  God  forbid  !  Only,  if  we  real- 
ized wThat  we  profess  to  believe,  we  would  require  no  com- 
mand from  the  Church  to  make  us  hear  Mass,  and  no 
threat  of  incurring  the  guilt  of  sin  by  failing  to  do  so. 

There  are  many  persons  who  wish  they  had  lived  "  at 
the  time  of  Our  Lord."  Now  this  is  ten  thousand  times 
more  the  time  of  Our  Lord,  than  when  He  walked  the 
earth  in  His  visible  humanity.  Then  He  was  corporally 
present  in  but  one  place  at  a  time,  and,  comparatively 
speaking,  but  a  small  number  of  men  were  blessed  with 
the  sight  of  His  divine  countenance.  But  now,  in  every 
place  where  His  word  is  preached,  He  Himself  abides,  not 
in  figure,  but  in  reality.  Many  of  you  live  quite  close  to 
a  church  ;  you,  perhaps,  pass  it  daily  in  your  walks,  or  as 
you  go  to  and  from  your  work.  Do  you  think  of  it  ?  Do 
you  realize  that  He  Himself  is  there,  as  truly  Present  as 
He  was  present  in  the  Holy  Land  nineteen  centuries  ago? 
Do  you  realize  that  the  same  pierced  hands  are  waiting 
there  to  bless  you,  the  same  gentle  eyes  to  gaze  upon  you, 
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and  that  the  same  adorable  heart  is  calling  you,  loving 
you,  waiting  for  you  to  give  it  some  little  sign  of  love  or 
at  least  recognition  —  if  nothing  more  than  a  genuflec- 
tion ? 

Oh  !  do  you  think  that  if  Catholics  realized  what  they 
believe,  it  would  be  possible  to  go  into  a  church  at  any 
hour  and  find  it  empty  ?  Do  you  think  that  people  — 
aye,  and  good  people,  too,  who  go  regularly  to  their 
duties,  and  perhaps,  hear  Mass  daily  —  could  pass  and 
repass  churches  without  seeing  or  feeling  the  necessity  of 
entering,  even  if  only  for  a  moment  ? 

Again,  others,  after  five  minutes'  prayer,  seem  to  find 
nothing  to  say,  and  if  they  have  not  come  provided  with 
some  book  of  devotions  are  at  a  loss  what  to  do,  and 
what  to  think  about.  Now,  supposing  you  had  lived  cen- 
turies ago,  and  by  some  happy  chance,  had  dwelt  near 
the  holy  house  at  Nazareth  :  if  our  dear  Lord  had  given 
you  permission  to  go  in  and  speak  to  Him  as  often  as  you 
wished,  would  you  not  have  found  something  to  say  ? 

Would  you  not  have  wished  to  discuss  with  Him  every 
daily  joy  and  sorrow,  to  seek  His  sympathy  in  every  dis- 
appointment or  contradiction.  Would  you  not  have  enter- 
ed sometimes  to  thank  Him  for  gladdening  the  earth  with 
His  Presence,  to  acknowledge  His  kindness,  to  beg  some 
gift,  or  to  ask  a  blessing  on  yourself  and  others  ?  And  if 
any  one  insulted  or  denied  Him  in  your  hearing  would  it 
not  be  an  occasion  for  you  to  hasten  and  assure  Him  that 
you,  at  least,  would  always  show  Him  love  and  venera- 
tion ?  Even  supposing  that  at  times  you  had  nothing  to 
say,  would  you  not  still  have  loved  to  enter,  and  to  stay 
near  Him,  blessed  by  the  mere  fact  of  His  sacred 
Presence  ? 

Alas  !  people  will  cheerfully  undergo  endless  pains  and 
fatigues  in  making  pilgrimages  to  holy  relics  and  hoi}' 
places,  and  yet  they  will  not  turn  down  the  next  street  in 
order  to  visit  Him  from  whom  both  relics  and  places  de- 
rive their  holiness  ! 

Truly  we  "  have  eyes  and  we  cannot  see,  ears  and  we 
cannot  hear."  I  am  afraid  we  have  also  understanding 
and  we  cannot  understand  ! 

Perhaps  you  will  object  to  me  that  in  His  sacramental 
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life  our  Lord  does  not  speak  to  and  console  you  as  He 
would  have  done  in  His  home  at  Nazareth  ? 

Your  very  objection  proves  how  little  knowledge  and 
experience  you  have  of  the  Holy  Eucharist.  God  Him- 
self has  said,  "  come  to  Me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are 
burdened,  and  I  will  refresh  you  :  and  none  can  go  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  with  faith,  with  earnestness,  and, 
above  all  with  love,  without  experiencing  the  infallibility 
of  that  divine  promise.  Go  to  the  altar  when  you  are  in 
grief,  and  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  you  will  find  resignation,  if 
not  consolation  ;  go  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  when  you 
are  beset  with  worries,  doubts  and  discouragements,  and 
in  the  silence  of  the  Sanctuary  you  will  remember  that  a 
faithful  friend  is  near  you,  one  Who  has  said,  "  Behold  ! 
I  am  with  you  all  days,  even  to  to  the  consummation  of 
the  world."  Goto  the  Holy  Eucharist  simply  out  of 
love ;  and  oh  !  with  what  divine  peace  will  your  hidden 
God  repay  you,  filling  your  soul  to  overflowing  with  the 
sense  of  His  awful,  yet  most  gentle  Presence.  Even  if  to 
try  your  faith  and  affection  He  occasionally  withdraw  all 
sensible  consolation,  so  that  you  find  yourself  filled  with 
distractions,  and  apparently  deprived  of  all  devotion,  why 
should  you  fear?  He  is  none  the  less  there  because  He 
does  not  see  fit  to  speak  to  you.  Say  to  Him,  in  the 
words  of  the  saintly  Father  Eymard,  the  apostle  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  :  O  my  God,  when  I  loved  Thee  with 
tenderness  I  was  very  happy  ;  now,  my  heart  is  cold  and 
desolate  .  .  .  Well,  I  will  love  Thee  more  than 
the  sweetness  of  Thy  love  !  Does  my  heart  tell  me  I  do 
not  love  Thee  ?  I  will  love  Thee  in  spite  of  my  heart  - 
with  my  will  !  " 

Oh,  if  we  only  learned  to  realize  that  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament is  our  God,  what  a  sense  of  joy  and  protection 
would  enter  into  our  lonely  lives  !  God  living  here  with 
me  :  God  living  here/0/*  me.  We  would  haunt  our  altars 
at  every  untoward  circumstance,  at  every  grief  and  trial 
that  crossed  our  path.  Instead  of  which  I  have  seen  good, 
pious  Catholics,  who  when  oppressed  with  sorrow,  have 
shut  themselves  up  for  days,  considering  that  the  bitter- 
ness of  their  woe  dispensed  them  from  their  daily  Mass 
and  visit  !  Poor  souls  !  How  little  they  know  Our  I/>rd, 
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to  think  that,  because  they  are  unable  to  go  through 
their  usual  prayers  and  devotion,  it  is  useless  to  come  in 
before  Him  !  They  would  not  have  acted  thus  in  what 
they  are  pleased  to  call  "  the  time  of  Our  Lord."  They 
would  have  known  that  the  mere  sight  of  their  tears  was 
prayer  enough  for  Him.  God,  the  eternal,  immutable 
God,  is  the  same  now  as  then,  and  now,  as  then,  he  never 
sees  His  children  weeping  in  His  presence,  without  being 
moved  to  compassion. 

Finish  these  considerations  with  some  practical  little 
resolutions. 

First,  then,  let  us  resolve  never  to  pass  by  or  near  a 
church  without  entering  it.  If  we  have  plenty  of  time 
surely  we  need  not  grudge  Our  Lord  a  few  moments, 
while  we  make  a  quiet  little  act  of  adoration  at  His  feet. 
If  we  are  pressed  for  time,  let  us  still  enter,  if  only  to 
make  a  genuflection  and  hurry  out  again.  For,  even  if  we 
do  not  say  one  word  with  either  heart  or  lips,  what  does 
that  genuflection  mean?  It  is  in  itself  2&  act  of  faith, 
and  a  proof  of  love  :  an  act  of  faith,  because  by  that  rev- 
erent bending  of  the  knee  we  acknowledge  the  divine 
Presence  ;  a  proof  of  love,  for  surely,  if  we  were  indif- 
ferent to  that  Presence,  we  would  not  have  troubled  to 
come  in  and  pay  It  homage. 

And,  supposing  time  does  not  permit  of  even  a 
moment's  visit,  let  us  at  least  salute  our  Master  in  our 
hearts,  and  not  be  ashamed  to  acknowledge  Him  as  we 
pass  His  door,  reverently  raising  our  hats,  or  quietly 
making  the  sign  of  the  cross  —  Protestant  smiles  and 
astonishment  notwithstanding. 

Above  all,  let  us  always  remember  that  every  time  we 
set  foot  in  a  church  where  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  kept 
God  does  us  an  immense  favor  and  condescension  in  allow- 
ing us  to  enter  His  Presence  ;  and  let  us  beware  of  that 
feeling  which  sometimes  creeps  into  our  hearts  (after,  say, 
turning  a  good  bit  out  of  our  way  to  visit  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment) a  feeling  that  we  have  been  very  good  indeed,  and 
that,  in  fact,  our  Lord  ought  to  be  grateful  for  the  trouble 
we  have  taken,  and  the  attention  we  have  paid  Him  ! 

Adoremus  hi  ccternum  Sanctissimum  Sacr amen  turn  ! 
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The  Box  of  Precious  Ointment. 


HOMO. 

was  but  two  days  before  the  Pasch  ;  and  Jesus  sat  at 
table  in  Bethatiia  at  the  house  of  Simon  the  Leper. 
The  meal  was  a  silent  one,  for  over  the  Saviour  hung 
the  darkness  of  rapidly-approaching  violent  death, 
and  over  the  Twelve,  weak  in  faith  and  as  yet  be- 
wildered by  the  announcement  that  the  Son  of  Man 
would  be  delivered  up  to  be  crucified,  reigned  an  unde- 
fined and  therefore  all  the  more  demoralizing,  horror  of 
the  future.  Truly  the  shadow  of  Death  enveloped  all 
that  company,  benumbing  the  frail,  unnerving  the  strong, 
and  Jesus,  the  Master,  the  Teacher,  already  drooping 
under  the  Agony  of  Gethsemane  and  the  Abandonment  of 
the  Cross,  had  no  words  except  those  of  warning,  of  en- 
treaty, of  solemn,  awful  command,  to  bestow  upon  His 
wavering  disciples. 

Then  into  that  brooding  group  at  the  table,  there 
glided  a  woman,  more  famous  to-day  for  repentance,  than 
ever  she  was  infamous  in  sin — Magdalen  bearing  an  ala- 
baster box  of  precious  ointment.  She  made  no  explana- 
tion, no  apology,  no  excuse  ;  straight  to  the  Master  she 
went,  and  poured  the  ointment  upon  His  head. 

There  was  a  rustle  amongst  the  dispirited  disciples, 
frowns  spread  from  face  to  face,  a  murmur  of  disapproba- 
tion finding  articulate  expression  at  last  in  the  severe  and 
indignant  words: 

"  To  what  purpose  is  this  waste  ?" 

The  ignorant,  unworthy  question,  perhaps  no  sooner 
uttered  than  regretted,  was  immediately  qualified  by  a 
palliating  explanation  : 

' '  For  this  might  have  been  sold  for  much  and  given  to 
the  poor." 

The  poverty  of  the  apostles,  the  despondency  of  the 
existing  situation,  the  suddenness  of  Magdalen's  appear- 
ance, probably  all  contributed  to  the  nervous  irritability, 
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the  quick  resentment,  which  assailed  her  act  of  unreckon- 
ing  love. 

Magdalen  did  not  answer  ;  the  divinely  calm  words  of 
the  Incarnate  God  stilled  the  rebuke  of  His  creatures. 

' '  Why  do   you  trouble   this  woman  ?     For  she  hath 

wrought  a  good  work  upon  me Wheresoever  this 

Gospel  shall  be  preached  in  the  whole  world,  that  also 
which  she  hath  done,  shall  be  told  for  a  memory  of  her." 

Even  so,  Lord  Jesus. 

The  Perfect  Wisdom  did  not  consider  the  pouring  of 
the  ointment  a  waste,  nor  did  He  leave  the  apostles  with- 
out censure.  Magdalen's  act  was  acceptable  to  Christ  and 
pleased  Him,  although  the  mercenary  said  it  might  have 
1 '  been  sold  for  much. ' ' 

In  our  own  time,  under  our  own  conditions,  there  are 
countless  good  people  who  would  have  joined  the  apostles 
in  their  reproof  to  Magdalen.  Substantially  the  cry  has 
never  ceased  through  two  thousand  years  ;  the  offering 
of  wealth  and  service  to  the  Personality  of  Jesus  remains 
an  unforgivable  and  incomprehensible  ' '  waste  ' '  to  the 
multitude.  Why  put  gold  and  lace  and  jewels  upon  the 
altar  where  the  Blessed  Sacrament  abides?  There  are 
hungry  to  be  fed,  naked  to  be  clothed,  erring  to  be  as- 
sisted into  better  ways  of  life.  Help,  give,  assist,  lift 
up — and  still  forget  not  Magdalen's  box  of  precious  oint- 
ment. Remember,  too,  that  without  the  Altar,  which 
was  the  inspiration  of  Art  and  Music  in  earlier  day?, 
much  which  we  have  that  is  exquisite  and  soul-uplifting, 
would  not  exist.  It  was  the  faith  which  understood  that 
nothing  was  too  precious  for  the  adornment  and  perfec- 
tion of  Christ's  earthly  dwelling-place,  that  created  for  us 
the  paintings,  the  architecture,  the  enthralling  music  of 
our  cathedrals.  The  house  where  God  lives,  the  taber- 
nacle wherein  the  Divinity  lies  captive,  the  linen  which 
touches  Him,  the  ciborium  which  holds  Him,  the  candles 
which  exhaust  themselves  to  do  Him  honor — possibly, 
also,  to  recall  one  wandering  thoughts  to  the  fact  that  He 
is  Present — the  flowers  which  yield  up  their  pure  incense 
before  Him.  Is  it  nothing  to  furnish  these  ?  Not  every- 
one can  bestow  a  chalice,  nor  costly  lace,  nor  a  jeweled 
monstrance  ;  but  how  many  can  give  a  candle,  a  flower, 
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perhaps  even  the  loving  service  of  a  voice  to  sing  the 
Benediction  music  !  And  all,  without  one  exception,  can 
give  a  prayer. 

In  Europe,  the  peasants,  going  to  and  from  work  in  the 
fields,  gather  the  wild-flowers  and  make  of  them  most 
beautiful  bouquets,  which  they  place  upon  the  Feet  of 
Jesus  upon  this  wayside  crucifixes.  If  they  find  fresh 
flowers  already  placed,  they  proceed  with  theirs  till 
they  reach  a  crucifix  upon  which  the  blossoms  have 
faded  ;  these  withered  ones  they  remove  with  reverence, 
leaving  the  new  ores  instead.  The  act  of  simple  devotion 
towards  only  the  image  of  the  Saviour,  is  an  excellent 
object-lesson  to  those  of  less  poetic  and  vivid  faith.  The 
whole  world  will  be  much  better  when  all  Catholics  attain 
a  more  personal  love  for  Him  they  call,  it  is  to  be  feared, 
rather  lightly  and  half-heartedly,  "Saviour."  Where  is 
this  Saviour?— Hush  ! — He  is  so  near,  so  easy  to  be  ap- 
proached. Whose  Saviour  is  He? — Yours. — Were  you 
the  only  creature  in  the  universe,  still  Saviour,  and  for 
you  ;  your  assistance  now.  your  only  salvation  at  the  hour 
of  your  death.  Kneel — there  where  the  lights  and  flowers 
are — Pray — Ask  Him  what  you  can  do  for  Him,  what 
ointment  you  can  pour  out  because  yon  love  Him  ;  then 
offer  your  gift  whatever  it  be,  in  the  full  confidence  that 
if  love  and  contrition  have  prompted  it,  the  Sacred  Heart 
will  not  condemn  it  as  a  "  waste." 

And  they  who  exclaim  against  the  beautifying  of 
our  sanctuaries,  who  talk  so  practically  about  the 
innumerable  charities  which  should  come  first — how 
much  do  they  do  for  these  various  laudable  works?  In 
many  cases  a  zero  justly  stands  for  all  their  help  and 
active  interest.  Tho-e  who  love  Jesus  find  every  Christian 
charity  beautiful  and  admirable,  and  those  who  love  Jesus 
in  a  deep  and  personal  fashion,  do  not  rind  that  the  care 
and  service  lavished  upon  His  altar,  are  a  "  waste."  No 
court  can  be  sufficiently  beautiful  for  this  Kin^  of  Kings  ; 
no  adoration  of  human  souls  can  be  adequate  for  this 
Lord  of  Lords. 

But  the  spirit  befitting  the  gift  must  never  be  wanting. 
When  Jesus  taught  the  multitudes  in  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount,  He  told  us  plainly  that  peace  with  all  men  must 
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be  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  go  with  their  gifts  to  His 
altar  :  ' '  If  therefore  thou  offer  thy  gift  at  the  altar  and 
there  thou  remember  that  thy  brother  hath  anything 
against  thee  ;  leave  there  thy  offering  before  the  altar  aad 
go  first  to  be  reconciled  to  thy  brother  :  and  then  coming 
thou  shalt  offer  thy  gift."  The  admonition  is  unfortun- 
ately as  necessary  and  timely  to-day  as  when  Christ  spoke 
it.  Two  thousand  years  of  Christianity  have  left  human 
souls  still  imperfect  enough  to  yield  readily  to  rancor,  to 
petty  spite  or  serious  revenge.  None  of  these  assimilate 
with  the  ointment  which  pleased  Jesns.  We  have  His 
own  words  to  confound  us  if  we  dare  approach  Him  with 
anger  in  our  hearts.  When,  upon  the  day  of  her  repent- 
ance, He  bade  Magdalen  "  Go  in  peace,"  she  left  not  only 
at  peace  with  God,  but  at  peace  with  the  whole  world  as 
well.  The  realization  of  her  own  transgressions  produced 
a  humility  so  complete,  that  no  anger  towards  a  fellow- 
being  could  ever  enter  her  heart  again.  This  is  the  kind 
of  humility  which  will  make  our  gifts  acceptable,  which 
will  glorify  the  simplest  into  something  magnificent  in  the 
sight  of  God.  The  angels  of  heaven  rejoice  when  the 
Sacramental  Jesus  of  our  altars,  leaves  his  jeweled  chalice 
to  enter  the  loving  humble  heart  of  even  the  most  insigni- 
ficant of  His  children,  while  no  gladness  of  either  earth 
or  heaven  will  greet  the  gifts  of  the  angry  and  unforgiv- 
ing, though  all  the  wealth  of  the  universe  were  theirs 
to  bestow.  Pardoning  all,  at  the  altar  Jesus  teaches  '.he 
soul  to  go  farther — to  even  love  all  ;  and  the  charity  en- 
kindled by  His  Presence  and  by  our  service  to  that  Per- 
sonal Presence,  will  finally  bring  us  in  the  best  way  to 
the  charity  which  helps  His  creatures  ;  the  poor,  the  sick, 
the  hungry,  the  criminal.  We  do  not  forget  to  seek  them 
because  we  sought  Jesus  first.  Rather  has  our  devotion 
to  Him  inspired  and  strengthened  us  to  do  the  work  He 
did  upon  earth. 

Our  precious  ointment,  offered  to  Jesus,  has  somehow 
returned  to  our  own  souls  ;  it  is  the  balm  of  His  bene- 
diction. 
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Items  of  Interest. 


The  NKW  YORK  CITY  Centres  of  the  Eucharistic  League  are  : 
The  Cathedral,  St.  Jean  Baptiste's,  St.  Stephen's,  St.  Francis 
Xavier's,  Holy  Name,  St.  Gabriel's,  Ascension,  St.  Vincent  de 
Paul's,  Convent  Sacred  Heart,  Madison  Ave.,  St.  Vincent  Ferrer's, 
St.  Teresa's,  St.  Anthony's  Holy  Rosary. 

BROOKLYN  :  St.  Agnes,  St.  Augustine,  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  St. 
J.  F.  de  Chantal.  Suburban  :  St.  Patrick's,  Huntington,  L.  I.,  Holy 
Trinity,  Mamaroneck,  N.  Y.,  St.  Gabriel's,  New  Rochelle,  St. 
Henry's,  Bayonne,  N.  J.,  St.  Brigid's  Church,  Westbury  Station. 

PHILADELPHIA  :  St.  Patrick's,  St.  Dominic's  Holmesburg,  St. 
John  Baptist,  Manayunk. 

CINCINNATI  :  Tabernacle  Society,  E.  Walnut  Hills,  St.  Law- 
rence, Price  Hill,  St.  Stephen,  Station  C,  Immaculate  Conception. 

WASHINGTON  :  St.  Patricks'  Church. 

BOSTON  :  Convent  Sacred  Heart,  St Columbus  Road,  Dor- 
chester Dist. 

PITTSBURG  :    Carmelite  Church. 

CHICAGO  :  Holy  Trinity. 

Ni'AV  ORLKANS  :  St.  Vincent  de  Paul's  Church. 

ST.  PAUL,  MINX.  :  St.  Vincent's  Church,  ARGYLK  St 

Church. 

UTICA  :  St.  John's  Church. 

ALLEGHANY,   PA.  :  St.  Peter's  Church. 

PADUA,  O.  :  St.  Anthony's  Church. 

TOLKDO,  O.  :  St.  Joseph's  Church. 

KGYPT,  O.  :  Convent  of  the  Precious  Blood. 

DAYTON,  O.  :  St  John's  Church. 

WILLIMANSKTT,    MASS.  :  Church  of  the  Nativity. 

MANCHKSTKK,  N.  H.  :  The  Cathedral. 

LANSING,  MICH.  :  St.  Mary's  Church. 

MAK<H:KTTK,  MIC.II.  :  Cathedral,  ST.  ANDRKW'S  Church,  Minn. 

MOUNT  VKKNON,  IND.  :  St.  Matthew's  Church. 

OMAHA,  Ni;i;.  :  Sacred  Heart  Church. 

SOUTH  OMAHA  :  St,  Agnes  Church. 

TACOMA  :  Washington,  St Church. 

A  number  of  other  centres  have  applied  for  information,  and 
presumably  introduced  the  work,  but  have  not  sent  notice  of  it. 
Others  have  introduced  the  Hour  of  Adoration  weekly,  but  have 
not  yet  formally  joined  the  League.  Isolated  bands  have  also 
been  formed  as  a  nucleus  of  new  centres  in  various  parts  of  the 
country. 
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The  Children's  Hour 


WHAT  GROWN-UP  PEOPLE  SOME- 
TIMES SAY. 


JOSEPHINE  MARIE. 
DEAR  CHILDREN, 

ROWN-UP  people  sometimes  say  that  Lent  is  not  for 
children.  Children  are  "  too  young  to  do  hard 
things  ",  nor  can  they  "  think  very  much  ".  But 
grown-up  people  who  speak  so  do  not  understand 
the  little  ones. 
The  Holy  Book  tells  us  that  "as  the  twig  is  bent,  the 
tree  shall  be.  "  If  in  early  years  habits  of  self-denial 
and  self  control  are  acquired  the  character  will  be  firm 
when  childhood  passes  away  Our  Lord  himself  says  that  if 
we  are  "  faithful  in  little  things  we  will  be  so  in  greater." 
Children  cannot  say  long  prayers.  They  would  get 
tired  even  if  they  knew  how  to  do  so.  But  what  little 
child  cannot  say  each  day,  "Dear  Lord,  I  thank  you  for 
dying  for  me  !  Dear  Jesus.  I  am  sorry  you  suffered  so 
much  pain  "  !  I  know  a  bright-eyed  romping  little  girl 
whom  we  nickname  "  Mischief."  She  is  only  seven,  but 
she  likes  to  make  the  Stations  of  the  Cross.  She  goes 
from  one  picture  to  another  and  thinks  for  one  minute 
what  each  one  means.  "  I  would  rather  die  myself  than 
have  our  Lord  die,"  she  once  said  very  slowly  and 
thoughtfully. 

A  wee  child,  eight  years  of  age,  —  Eva  we  shall  call 
her  —  went  to  a  luncheon  party  in  Lent.  There  were 
about  ten  boys  and  girls  of  her  own  age  at  table,  and  you 
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may  imagine  how  gay  they  were-  Such  laughter,  so 
many  jokes,  and  oh  !  such  candies  !  Nut-candies,  you 
know,  covered  with  chocolate  ;  cream-candies  sugared  in 
pink  and  white.  But  when  they  were  passed  to  Eva  she 
said  :  4t  no.  thank  3*011  ".  "  Why,  my  dear  little  girl," 
exclaimed  the  kind  hostess,  "  will  3*011  not  take  some 
candies  "  ?  "  No,  thank  \*ou  ".  And  when  again  urged, 
she  said  simph*,  "  //  is  Lent t  you  know,"  The  merriest 
little  heart  of  all  remembered  in  the  midst  of  all  the  fun 
that  Someone  on  a  rough  cross  would  not  take  even  a 
drop  of  water  to  quench  His  thirst. 

And  boys  —  can  they  not  also  do  hard  things  ?  Indeed 
they  can.  A  boy  who  is  so  fond  of  reading  that  it  seems 
almost  cruel  to  bid  him  put  a  book  aside  even  at  bed- 
time, often  forces  himself  to  stop  reading  five  whole  min- 
utes before  he  must. 

That  boy  will  not  be  a  coward  when  the  time  comes  for 
him  to  fight  real  temptations,  however  great.  I  know  of 
a  liltle  fe  low  who  disliked  a  schoolmate  but  who  made 
up  his  mind  not  to  quarrel  once  with  him  all  during  Lent. 
It  did  cost  an  effort  to  say  "  Hallo,"  good-naturedly,  in- 
stead of  greeting  him  with  an  unexpected  thump,  his 
former  mode  of  salutation,  but  at  the  end  of  the  six 
weeks  he  found  it  made  him  "  lots  gladder,"  to  be  nice 
to  some  one  he  did  not  like  for  Jesus'  sweet  sake,  that  he 
kept  it  up  afterwards  for  his  own. 

So  you  see,  grown-up  people  are  much  mistaken  when 
they  say  that  children  do  not  think  ve^  much  and  can- 
not do  hard  things  for  their  dear  Saviour  to  whom  the 
little  ones  of  His  flock  are  so  precious.  At  Easter, 
when  angels  offer  Jesus  the  Lenten  prayers  and  morti- 
fications of  His  Redeemed,  the  gifts  that  bring  the  ten- 
derest  smile  to  the  Face  divine,  grief-stained  once  upon 
the  cross,  but  shining  now  with  glory  unspeakable,  are 
the  brave  little  acts  of  self-denial  which  the  little  lambs 
of  His  fold  have  given  Him  ;  -  -  His  dew-drops  in 
the  garden  of  His  Church  that  quench  with  their  fresh 
sweetness  the  thirst  of  His  Sacred  Heart,  caused  by 
grown-up  people,  who  more  frequently  than  children, 
alas  !  foiget  Him. 


94  THE   SENTINEL 


THE  THflNKFUfc  HEART 

(Continued.} 
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Ill        ' 

"I  am  far  from  complaining  of  Miss  Nancy,"  was 
always  Trimmer's  opening  when  she  was  complaining  of 
her.  She  even  went  so  far  sometimes  as  to  say  that  she 
was  a  good  child  ;  but  this,  of  course,  behind  her  back, 
lest  Miss  Nancy  should  become  uplifted.  Miss  Nancy 
was  a  good  child  ;  but  the  best  of  children  will  sometimes 
do  the  most  unaccountable  things,  and  who  could  have 
foreseen  such  an  outbreak  as  the  call  she  paid  at  the  rec- 
tory ?  It  could  not  have  been  called  disobedience,  lor  the 
simple  .reason  that  it  would  never  have  occurred  to  any 
one  to  forbid  such  an  impossible  thing. 

Miss  Nancy  herself  acted  from  a  perhaps  mistaken  but 
deeply  grave  sense  of  propriety.  The  rector  had  said, 
44  I  have  come  to  see  you  ;  now  you  must  come  to  see 
me,"  and  Miss  Nancy  had  said  that  she  would,  and  a 
promise  is  a  promise.  She  did  not  entirely  like  the 
thought  of  going  alone,  but  she  had  waited  a  whole 
week,  and  neither  daddy,  nor  Aunt  Norreys.nor  Trimmer 
showed  any  sign  of  going,  and  what  was  to  be  done  ? 

So  Miss  Nancy  went  upstairs  one  afternoon  with  all 
the  serious  calm  of  perfect  unconsciousness.  She  put 
on  her  boots  (sitting  down  on  the  floor  to  achieve  the 
act,  as  one  does  at  ten  years  old)  and  washed  her  face 
and  hands,  and  feeling  that  the  occasion  demanded  an 
effort,  laboriously  buttoned  herself  into  that  very  best 
bottle-green  coat  so  peculiarly  hated  by  her,  which  was 
therefore  very  conscientious  behavior  on  Miss  Nancy's 
part,  when  she  might  have  chosen  her  old  red  cloak.  Her 
best  bonnet  was  out  of  reach,  but  she  hoped  the  rector 
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would  excuse  her  everyday  one.  Then  she  went  qu'etly 
and  gravely  downstairs,  and  set  out  to  pay  her  call,  far 
too  much  in  earnest  to  remember  that  the  drive  was  well 
commanded  by  Aunt  Norreys'  favorite  window  of  the 
white  panelled  drawing-room. 

Miss  Nancy's  heart  beat  fast  as  she  opened  the  rectory 
gate,  for  she  was  by  no  means  a  fearless  child  ;  but  cou- 
rage is  a  higher  quality  than  fearlessness,  and  she 
inherited  from  the  squire  a  kind  of  silent  endurance 
which  could  be  made  to  serve  as  courage.  A  straight 
walk  ran  up  to  the  house  between  wide  flower-borders, 
with  a  hedge  on  either  hand.  There  were  daffodils 
nodding  all  the  way  up  the  borders,  and  in  the  orchard 
hedge  was  an  almond-tree  in  bloom,  pink  against  the  blue 
•sky.  There  in  the  walk  stood  the  rector  himself,  with  one 
hand  under  his  coat-tails,  and  the  other  waving  gently  in 
the  air.  He  was  speaking  aloud,  and  Miss  Nancy  thought 
at  first  that  he  must  be  talking  to  some  one  over  the 
hedge  ;  but  as  she  came  up  the  walk,  she  found  that  he 
was  looking  up  at  the  almond-tree,  and  reciting  with 
much  earnest  declamation  of  a  quaint,  deliberate,  gone- 
by  style — 

"  Plant,  Lorde,  in  me,  the  tree  of  godly  lyfe, 
Hedge  me  about  with  Thy  strong  fence  of  faith  ; 
If  Th?e  it  please,  use  eke  Thy  pruning-knife, 
Lest  that,  O  Lorde  !  as  a  good  gardiner  saith — 
If  suckers  draw  the  sappe  from  bowes  on  hie, 
Perhaps  in  tytne  the  tup  of  tree  may  die. 
Let,  Lorde  !  this  tree  be  set  within  Thy  garden-wall 
Of  Paradise,  where  grows  no  one  ill  sprig  at  all." 

Miss  Nancy  had  been  taught  that  it  was  rude  to  in- 
terrupt her  elders,  and  she  believed  it  would  probably  be 
also  wicked  to  interrupt  what  sounded  like  a  hymn,  so 
she  stood  and  waited  until  the  rector  had  come  to  an  end, 
and  then  advanced  another  shy  step.  The  rector  turned 
round  and  saw  her. 

44  Dear  me,"  he  said,  putting  on  his  spectacles,  '*  is 
this  little  Miss  Nancy?  " 

"  Yes,  thank  you,"  said  Miss  Nancy  ;  "  and  I  have 
come  to  call  on  you  now."  Miss  Nancy,  though  a  very 
simple  child,  was  not  a  dull  one,  and  there  would  have 
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been  a  cruel  awakening  for  her  if  the  rector  had  even 
only  smiled  at  that  moment,  as  she  stood  looking  up  in 
his  face.  But  the  rector  was  almost  as  simple  as  Miss 
Nancy  herself. 

"  You  do  me  great  honor,"  he  said,  and  taking  off  his 
hat,  made  such  a  slow,  deep  bow,  as  was  an  admiration 
to  behold.  Miss  Nancy  bowed  likewise,  her  coat  pinning 
her  too  tightly  to  admit  of  any  courtesy.  '  Will  you 
come  into  my  house  and  rest  a  little?  "  said  the  rector. 

"  I  should  like  to  stay  in  your  garden,  if  you  please," 
replied  Miss  Nancy,  not  feeling  that  she  strictly  required 
a  rest. 

"  By  all  means,"  said  the  rector.  "  JL,et  us  go  and  look 
how  the  tulips  are  coming  on." 

"Yes,  I  should  like  that.  I  have  not  been  in  this 
garden  before,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  to  whom  the  rector's 
predecessor  had  been  rather  a  formidable  personage.  This 
rector  was  different  from  the  first,  and  Miss  Nancy  slip- 
ped her  hand  into  his  from  force  of  habit.  The  squire  was 
quite  accustomed  to  it,  but  possibly  the  rector  was  not. 
He  did  not  speak  for  a  moment,  but  stood  looking  down 
at  Miss  Nancy,  and  when  he  did  speak,  it  was  to  say 
something  quite  unexpected. 

"God  bless  you,  my  little  maid!  you  are  very  like 
your  mother." 

"  No,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  seriously  ;  "  Trimmer  says  I 
have  not  got  any  of  her  manners,  and  never  shall  haTTe 
any  of  her  looks.  Then  did  you  know  her  ?  ' ' 

"Yes,  I  knew  her,"  said  the  rector. 

"  And  didn't  you  love  her?  " 

"  I  did,  my  little  maid." 

"  Yes,  everybody  did,  because  she  was  so  good.  Trim- 
mer says  I  never  shall  be  like  her,  so  it  is  no  use.  Did 
you  know  her  quite  well  ?  " 

They  had  reached  the  end  of  the  walk  before  the  rector 
answered.  "  She  did  not  know  me  very  well.  I  was  much 
older  than  she  was,  you  see." 


(  To  be  continued. ) 
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VI. 

IT  what  is  this  I  hear?  A  cry  of  fear  ! 
"/  )o)n  hie,  itiradif  me  /"  "Raphael,  my 
.  protector  !  Hesei/.eth  me,  come  quickly  !" 
A  monstrous  fish  coming  up  out  of  the 
waters  of  the  river,  sought  to  devour  the 
young  Tobias,  who  was  bathing  his  feet 
wearied  by  the  journey.  "He  cometh 
upon  me  !"  But  Raphael  is  near,  Ra- 
phael, the  protector,  the  defender.  "  Fear 
nothing  !"  he  cries  to  Tobias.  "  take  him  by  the  gills  and 
cast  him  ashore."  The  youth  obeyed  and  flung  the  fish 
panting  on  the  strand.  It  is  evident  that  Raphael,  while 
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telling  Tobias  the  secret  of  overcoming  the  monster,  in- 
spired him  with  strength  and  courage  by  his  words  and 
looks,  but  we  may  also  believe  that  he  communicated  to 
him  supernatural  strength  to  undertake  something  beyond 
his  ordinary  powers.  O  Christian  soul  !  never  forget  that 
you  are  traversing  an  enemy's  country,  that  you  carry  a 
hidden  treasure  and  that  a  thousand  robbers  ambushed  to 
left  and  right,  are  waiting  to  deprive  you  of  it.  The  false 
charms  of  the  world,  the  snares  it  sets  at  every  step  for 
innocence  and  virtue,  and  to  which  its  science  and  experi- 
ence are  applied,  the  league  of  the  wicked  against  all  that 
is  high  and  holy  :  these  are  snares  indeed,  spread  for 
unwary  feet." 

"  Whose  would  live  piously  in  Jesus  Christ,"  says  the 
Scripture,  "  must  suffer  persecution."  Yet  there  are 
other  snares  still,  a  combat  more  terrible,  that  the  soul 
must  wage  with  the  evil  one,  a  combat  full  of  surprises 
and  mortal  dangers  that  flesh  and  blood  alone  were  power- 
less to  overcome.  St.  Paul  says :  ' '  We  fight  not  alone 
against  flesh  and  blood,  but  against  powers  and  princi- 
palities 

O  my  God,  how  often  surprised  and  wounded  we  cry 
out  that  we  are  lost  !  What  shall  we  do?  Where  find 
refuge  but  in  Thee?  "  Jesus  save  me,  I  perish  !"  Let 
us  cry  out  to  our  divine  Raphael,  with  a  loud  voice,  and 
with  an  unshaken  confidence,  and  Jesus,  the  Defender, 
the  Conqueror,  will  be  at  hand  to  save  us.  Do  you  rot 
know  that  the  Holy  Eucharist  is  the  bread  of  victory  ? 
Do  you  not  know  that  Jesus  remains  with  us  in  the 
Eucharist  to  be  ever  our  Defender  against  Satan  ? 

When  Jesus  instituted  the  Blessed  Sacrament  at  the 
Last  Supper,  in  the  discourse  that  followed  their  First 
Communion,  He  pointed  out  to  His  disciples  the  dangers 
that  awaited  them.  He  told  them  that  the  world  would 
persecute  them,  that  they  would  be  maligned  and  calum- 
niated, and  tortured  and  put  to  death.  And  then  He 
spoke  this  word  as  a  source  of  never  failing  consolation  : 
1 '  Have  confidence  in  Me,  for  I  have  overcome  the  world  ' ' 
Confiditc,  ego  vici  mundum  !  Credite  in  Me  ! 

And  as  to  the  demon:  "Know  that  I  have  cast  him 
out.  Princcps  hujus  mundi  ejicietur  foras"  He  may  rage 
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and  threaten  and  beat  at  the  doors,  but  he  cannot  prevail 
over  those  who  have  recourse  to  Jesus.  And  it  is  in  order 
that  we  also  may  overcome  him  that  Jesus  will  remain 
with  us  until  the  end  of  time.  "  Ecce  ego  vobiscum  sum, 
omnibus  diebus" 

Yes,  weak  as  we  live  and  easily  overcome  by  tempta- 
tion, bound  with  the  shackles  of  this  body  of  sin,  we  may 
still  cry  to  Jesus,  and  He  will  never  fail  to  answer.  ' '  We 
may  do  all  things  in  Him  that  strengtheneth  us."  And 
when  we  come  from  Holy  Communion  we  bring  thence 
supernatural  strength  that  makes  us  terrible  to  the  evil 
one.  Ta?iqicam  Iconcs  fadi  diabolo  terribiles.  As  of  old 
the  exterminating  angel  passed  by  the  doors  which  were 
marked  with  the  blood  of  the  Saint,  so  the  devil  dare  not 
approach  those  upon  whose  lips  shines  the  royal  trace  of 
the  Blood  of  Jesus.  They  breathe  forth  a  destroying  fire  : 
I^ucm  spirantes.  And  the  devil  cries  out  as  he  did  of  old 
at  the  approach  of  Jesus  '•  ' '  Why  comest  thou  to  torment 
us?" 

But  alas  !  You  have  already  yielded  to  the  tempter,  or, 
too  sensible  of  your  weakness,  are  on  the  verge  of  despair. 
Cry  to  Jesus,  your  Raphael  !  He  is  the  conqueror  ;  He 
will  reveal  to  you  that  to  be  tried  by  temptation  is  often 
beneficial.  The  outward  falls  that  humiliate  you  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world  will  awaken  you  to  the  evils  you  do  not 
recognize,  secret  pride  and  self  love.  Jesus  will  open 
your  eyes  to  greater  dangers  and  will  by  these  means  dis- 
sipate a  blindness  more  fatal  to  your  soul  than  these  occa- 
sional falls.  He  will  say  to  you  with  the  angel  :  "  Take 
hold  of  the  monster,  take  the  gall,  the  heart  and  the  liver  ; 
these  are  salutary  medecines,"  and  from  the  bitterness  of 
your  shame,  He  will  draw  a  remedy  of  contrition,  humi- 
lity and  prudence  that  will  guard  you  from  like  accidents 
in  future. 


VII. 

Raphael  was  to  the  young  Tobias  the  most  delightful 
of  companions,  but  while  guiding  him  to  the  house  of  his 
father's  creditor,  which  was  the  object  of  the  journey,  he 
did  him  greater  service  still  by  assisting  him  in  the  deci- 
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sion  of  the  most  important  question  of  his  life,  that  of 
choosing  a  vocation.  And  when  that  vocation  proved  to 
be  the  marriage  state,  Raphael  assisted  him  in  the  choice 
of  the  companion  destined  by  Heaven  as  a  means  to  the 
saving  of  his  soul. 

That  the  choice  of  a  vocation  in  life  is  a  matter  of  the 
greatest  importance  few  would  deny,  and  one  can  affirm 
also  with  positiveness  that  in  general,  on  the  wise  choice 
of  a  vocation  depends  the  salvation  or  loss  of  a  soul.  The 
vocation  is  the  choice  of  one  of  those  states  instituted  by 
God  and  confirmed  by  Our  Lord  as  a  distinct  manner  of 
life,  having  its  obligations,  its  duties,  its  dangers,  but 
also  its  special  graces  and  appropriate  helps  which  may 
be  counted  upon  by  those  who  embrace  it  in  accordance 
with  God's  will  and  therein  observe  His  laws. 

The  vocation  of  each  human  soul  was  chosen  and  willed 
by  God  from  all  eternity,  and  our  whole  being,  body  and 
soul  as  well,  have  been  fashioned  to  the  needs  of  this  par- 
ticular state.  It  is  the  special  soil  that  is  adapted  to  the 
growth  of  the  seed  of  grace,  that  will,  in  Heaven,  blossom 
into  the  beautiful  flower  of  glory  that  we  are  chosen  to 
bear. 

Not  to  know  one's  vocation  is  a  dangerous  error,  a  real 
misfortune,  which  even  though  it  should  not  result  in  the 
loss  of  our  soul,  will  be  for  us  the  cause  of  a  thousand 
falls,  mistakes,  treats  and  terrible  doubts.  And  if  this 
knowledge  be  so  important,  how  can  we  doubt  that  God 
will  give  it  to  us  if  we  ask  Him  in  sincerity  and  faith  ? 

But  to  know  and  not  to  follow  would  be  an  evil  greater 
still,  a  fatal  game  in  which  we  would  hazard  the  chance 
of  our  eternal  happiness.  Divine  mercy  is  infinite,  it  is 
true,  and  condones  many  mistakes  in  a  divinely  loving 
way,  but  the  graces  that  repair  such  losses  are  never  so 
strong,  so  helpful,  so  easy  to  follow  as  those  ordained  for 
us  in  the  original  designs  of  God. 

This  may  be  said  of  all  vocations,  and  with  greater  force, 
of  vocations  higher  than  marriage,  to  the  priesthood  and 
the  religious  life.  But  as  many  draw  back  fronr  these 
sublimer  calls  from  ignorance  or  fear  of  their  requirements, 
and  a  want  of  fervor  and  zeal,  so  many,  too,  who  are 
called  simply  to  the  marriage  state,  forfeit  its  graces  by 
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neglecting  to  seek  in  it  God's  inspiration,  His  will  and 
His  grace,  and  though  they  are  really  called  to  sanctify 
themselves  by  Christian  marriage,  which  has  been  ever 
held  by  the  Church  to  be  a  state  adapted  to  the  sauctifi- 
cation  of  souls,  marry  so  badly,  choose  so  imprudently 
and  from  motives  so  natural,  so  mercenary  and  so  base, 
that  what  should  be  to  them  an  aid  to  holiness  becomes 
the  instrument  of  their  eternal  ruin,  after  having  embit- 
tered their  lives  here  below  with  tears  and  anguish  of 
heart,  as  well  as  many  sins. 

The  heavenly  guide  of  Tobias  well  knew  how  deeply 
these  evils  prevailed  and  knowing  that  his  charge  was 
divinely  called  to  the  state  of  matrimony  sought  for  him 
a  wife  who  was  worthy  of  him.  A  virtuous  woman,  who 
feared  God,  who  prayed,  who  was  charitable  to  the  poor, 
patient  and  brave  in  trial,  a  pure  and  modest  maid,  who 
loved  not  the  ways  of  the  world  nor  the  glamour  of  its 
feasts.  Such  is  the  portrait  that  Holy  Scripture  draws  of 
her  whom  Raphael  obtained  as  a  spouse  for  Tobias.  Sara, 
for  so  she  was  called,  was  the  daughter  of  Raguel,  and 
lived  at  Rages.  But  a  strange  trial  had  been  hers.  Seven 
times  had  shebeen  given  in  marriage  and  seven  times  had 
the  prospective  bridegroom  met  with  an  evil  fate.  A 
devil,  under  the  name  of  Asmodeus,  had  strangled  them 
one  by  one  upon  the  wedding  day.  Tobias  had  heard  of 
this  and  respectfully  represented  it  to  his  celestial  guide. 
Raphael  explained  the  reason  of  these  strange  and  sudden 
deaths  and  the  means  that  should  be  employed  to  escape 
a  like  fate.  "Those,"  he  said,  "  fall  into  the  power  of 
the  devil  who  embrace  the  marriage  state  in  an  unworthy 
manner,  by  excluding  God  from  their  union  and  from 
their  hearts."  "  As  for  thee,  thou  shall  pray,  and  pray 
perseveringly  with  her.  And  after  three  days  thou  shalt 
receive  her  in  the  fear  of  God,  asking  of  Him  in  your 
union  only  the  accomplishment  of  the  blessing  of  Abra- 
ham." "  .-Iccipt  I'irgincm  cum  timorc  Domini,  amorc 
fllioruin  wag  is  quam  Hindi  ne  duct  us,  lit  in  seminc  A  lvalue 
benedictionem  in  filiis  conscquaris."  Tobias  followed  the 
counsel  of  the  Angel.  He  prayed  with  Sara  and  the 
devil  fled.  The  marriage  was  a  happy  one,  and  after  a 
blest  and  peaceful  life  with  her  he  was  surrounded  on  his 
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death-bed  by  the  love  and  cares  of  his  children  and  grand- 
children. The  prophecy  is  clear  and  definite  in  its  appli- 
cation to  our  own  day.  If  there  is  a  moment  in  life  when 
we  need  to  consult  Jesus  and  to  walk  in  His  company,  it 
is  the  moment  when  we  must  decide  our  vocation-  It  is 
evident  that  none  can  know  so  well  as  Jesus  the  vocation 
He  has  destined  to  follow.  He  has  chosen  it  for  us  and 
adapted  us  to  profit  by  its  special  graces,  He  knows  the 
means  we  must  take  to  reach  our  end,  and  all  graces  and 
helps  come  from  Him  alone. 

Why,  therefore,  should  we  not  address  Him  in  all  con- 
fidence and  trust,  and  abandon  ourselves  to  His  guidance 
in  this  momentous  decision  ?  The  vocation  to  the  religious 
life,  it  is  true,  is  generally  well  considered.  The  world 
and  the  flesh  do  not  yield  their  rights  without  a  long  and 
desperate  struggle,  and  bring  forward  a  thousand  pretexts 
to  try  the  perseverance  of  the  young  aspirant  to  the 
higher  life.  Religion,  too,  multiplies  its  exactions  and 
insists  upon  a  long  probation,  that  the  bonds  that  are  to 
last  for  eternity  be  not  lightly  assumed,  and  the  call  may 
be  proved  with  certainty  to  come  from  God. 

But,  since  the  story  of  Tobias  leads  us  to  consider  more 
particularly  the  question  of  marriage,  why  is  it  that 
parents  and  children  as  well  so  seldom  think  of  recom- 
mending to  God  this  great  step,  on  which  depends  their 
welfare  in  this  life  and  in  the  next  ?  Why  do  they  not 
consult  Jesus  before  making  their  choice  and  ask  Him  to 
indicate  His  will  through  the  indications  of  His  all  wise 
Providence  ?  Why  do  they  not  weigh  both  sides  of  the 
question  before  making  a  final  decision,  and  offer  Masses 
and  Communions  and  Novenas  for  this  special  intention  ? 
For  here  at  the  outset,  oh  young  man  and  young  girl  have 
two  weighty  questions  to  decide  !  First  of  all  :  Are  you 
called  to  the  state  of  marriage  ? 

Believe  me,  you  cannot  decide  with  certainty  until  you 
have  prayed  a  long  time  over  it.  You  must  interest  Mary 
and  beg  her  to  help  you,  and  you  must  frequently  consult 
Jesus  in  Holy  Communion  and  beg  of  Him  light,  genero- 
sity and  indifference.  To  know  one's  vocation  is  after  bap- 
tism one  of  the  most  necessary  graces  in  life.  If  you  ask 
it  humbly,  with  the  sincere  and  earnest  desire  of  knowing 
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God's  will,  Jesus  will  answer  you  through  those  who 
direct  you  and  you  may,  without  fear,  enter  upon  this 
path  which  for  you  will  be  the  road  to  Heaven. 

But  there  are  other  things  to  be  remembered.  It  is  not 
sufficient  to  contract  marriage  with  God's  blessing.  You 
must  take  care  that  you  do  not  live  in  the  state  of  mar- 
riage in  such  a  way  as  to  exclude  God  from  your  heart 
and  your  marital  relations.  You  are  God's  creature,  al- 
ways subject  to  His  law,  and  He  wishes  to  bless,  to  direct, 
to  sanctify  your  mutual  love  and  companionship.  When 
Jesus  is  present  all  is  truth  and  honor  and  holiness  and 
joy.  Where  Jesus  is  not,  is  confusion  and  discords  and 
sin  and  misfortune.  Remember  the  words  of  the  Angel  : 
'  The  devil  has  power  over  those  who  enter  the  marriage 
state  and  shut  out  God  from  their  hearts  and  their  ac- 
tions." He  has  power  over  the  tree  and  over  its  fruits. 
Oh  what  a  terrible  power  this  is,  and  how  frightful  are  its 
results  !  But  with  you  it  must  not  be  so.  The  God  who 
will  preside  at  your  nuptials  is  the  divine  Raphael  of  the 
Eucharist  who  will  never  cease  to  guide  you  as  long  as 
you  abide  in  His  company.  Hear  the  Council  of  Trent. 
''  Sancta  sy  nodus  hortatur  ut  antequam  contrahant  aut  sal- 
fern  triduo  ante  matrimonii  consummationem  sua  pecca- 
ta  diligenter  confiteantur  ct  ad  sanctissintum  Encharistm 
sacramentum  acccdant. 

Thus  to  contract  one's  union  with  the  inspiration  and 
in  the  very  Presence  of  Jesus,  to  sanctify  it  by  the  recep- 
tion of  the  Eucharist,  is  what  the  Church  requires  of  her 
children  at  the  very  outset  of  their  married  life. 

But  we  cannot  fail  to  realize  that  it  is  not  enough  to 
begin  well  if  we  go  no  further.  The  Eucharist  should  not 
illuminate  the  dawn  of  marriage  only,  but  must  enlighten 
its  meridian  and  glow  upon  its  evening  horizon,  when  all 
natural  illusions  being  dispelled,  we  are  face  to  face  with 
its  cares  and  responsibilities  and  need  greater  graces. 

How  little  do  the  generality  of  mankind  reflect  upon 
the  law  that  unite  marriage  with  the  Eucharist  !  I  do 
not  refer  to  the  precept  of  the  Council  of  Trent,  but  the 
deeper  law  that  indicates  the  affinity  between  these  two 
sacramental  mysteries  of  union  of  Christ  and  His  Church 
as  the  symbol  of  Christian  marriage.  St.  Paul  calls  it 


104  THE   SENTINEL 

"  a  great  mystery  "  because  of  the  light  shed  upon  mar- 
riage by  this  transcendental  union  which  Christ  contracted 
with  His  Church  by  the  Incarnation.  The  Eucharist  re- 
produces and  extends  this  ineffable  bond  by  uniting  the 
Incarnate  Word  to  soul  that  is  nourished  with  the  Bread 
of  Life.  It  is  the  same  gift,  the  same  union  of  love,  in- 
spired by  the  same  motives,  ordained  to  the  same  end. 

As  Christ  loved  His  Church  and  gave  Himself  up  for 
her  upon  the  cross  that  she  might  become  all  fair,  without 
spot  or  wrinkles,  so  loves  He  each  human  soul,  and  deli- 
vers Himself  up  for  her  in  each  Communion  in  order  to 
find  in  her  a  spouse  all  fair  without  trace  of  corruption. 

So  does  the  Apostle  recommend  husbands  to  love  their 
wives,  to  love  them  as  Christ  loves  His  Church. 

So  may  we  say  to  all  Christian  spouses  :  "  Love  each 
other  as  Christ  loves  you  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Let 
your  union  be  formed  upon  the  model  of  your  Commu- 
nions ;  let  each  aid  the  other,  strengthen  the  other,  forget 
self  for  the  other,  do  together  the  will  of  God  as  does 
Christ  whom  you  have  received,  and  must  often  receive  if 
you  would  remain  true  Christian  spouses.  It  would  be  a 
delusion  to  believe  that  your  marriage  will  be  fully  sanc- 
tified and  truly  Christian  without  frequent  Communion. 
The  union  of  these  two  hearts  would  be  but  the  union  of 
two  sources  of  weakness,  two  causes  of  sin,  of  ruin  and 
spiritual  death  if  He,  Who  is  the  Life  of  each,  nourish 
them  not  to  renew  in  each  the  supernatural  life,  strength 
of  virtue,  the  sense  of  dut)^,  the  cdurage  to  resist.  Let 
us  be  more  positive  still.  It  is  not  the  ideal  Christian 
marriage  when  a  pious  young  girl  who  is  a  frequent  com- 
municant links  her  fate  to  a  man  who  is  not  a  practical 
Catholic  or  can  scarcely  be  made  to  approach  the  sacra- 
ments once  a  year.  Every  Christian  woman  who  has  been 
so  imprudent  should  feel  it  her  duty,  if  loving  her  hus- 
band sincerely,  and  loving  his  supernatural  welfare  accord- 
ingly, should  feel  it  her  duty  to  bring  him  to  share  her 
frequent  communions  and  to  lead  him  to  Jiigher  aims. 

The  marriage  will  never  be  true  and  holy  and  sanctify- 
ing to  both,  and,  in  spite  of  the  weaknesses  inherent  to 
human  nature,  truly  happy,  until  both  husband  and  wife 
are  one  in  realizing  the  necessity  of  frequent  Communion, 
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and  when  the  husband  is  one  with  the  wife  in  the  break- 
ing of  the  bread,  one  in  the  Host  of  union,  one  in  the 
Host  of  divine  love  in  which  they  mutually  love  each 
other,  one  in  the  Host  of  Life  in  which  they  give  them- 
selves to  co-operate  with  God  in  propagating  the  race  of 
His  true  children. 

Would  that  the  Archangel  Raphael,  the  sure  and  wise 
guide  of  Tobias  in  his  marriage,  would  that  the  divine 
Raphael  of  the  Eucharist  might  dispel  from  the  direction 
of  Christian  marriage  the  mists  of  Jansenism,  still  so 
deeply  overshadowing  this  field  above  all  others,  where  in 
all  the  domain  of  faith,  its  consequences  are  most  visible  ! 

VIII. 

\Ve  must  hasten  to  conclude.  Who  can  forget  the 
touching  scene  that  concludes  the  history  of  Tobias  ?  The 
return  of  the  traveller,  the  joy  of  his  mother,  the  cure  of 
his  father  ;  we  can  hear  the  echo  of  their  words  of  grati- 
tude, we  can  imagine  the  generosity  with  which  they 
would  recompense  the  charitable  companion  who  was  for 
Tobias  the  cause  of  so  many  benefits  which  he  thus  enu- 
merates: He  has  brought  me  back  safe  and  well,  he  se- 
cured our  inheritance,  he  found  me  a  wife,  he  expelled 
the  devil  that  tormented  her,  he  filled  my  parents  with 
joy,  he  delivered  me  from  the  monster  of  the  deep;  He 
restored  to  my  father's  eyes  the  light  of  heaven  ;  through 
him  have  we  been  crowned  with  graces  :  Et  bonis  omnibus 
per  eum  replcti  sumus.  What  can  we  offer  him  in  return  ?" 

And  while  they  prepared  to  offer  him  the  half  of  the 
restored  fortune,  esteeming  it  far  too  little  in  return, 
Raphael  revealed  to  them  his  celestial  origin. 

"Bless  the  Lord  and  praise  Him  throughout  all  the 
earth,  for  He  it  is  who  hath  shown  mercy  to  you.  I  am 
Raphael,  one  of  the  seven  who  stand  before  the  throne  of 
God."  At  these  words,  trembling,  they  prostrated  them- 
selves to  the  earth.  But  the  Angel  continued  :  "  Peace 
be  with  you.  Fear  nothing.  It  is  by  the  will  of  God  that 
I  remained  with  you,  bless  Him  and  sing  to  Him  your 
chants  of  praise.  For  me,  I  must  return  to  Him  Who 
sent  me."  Having  thus  spoken  he  disappeared  from  their 
sight,  and  they  falling  upon  their  faces,  they  blessed  God 
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for  three  whole  hours,  and    then,  uprising,  spoke  to  one 
another  of  the  marvels  of  God's  goodness. 

The  hour  will  come,  when  to  us,  too,  will  it  be  given  to 
know  the  true  origin  of  our  divine  guide.  The  journey 
of  Life  will  end  at  last,  and  we  will  stand  upon  the 
threshold  of  our  Father's  house.  Then  our  Raphael  will 
cast  aside  the  pilgrim's  robe,  the  gross  and  earthly  vesture 
of  the  eucharistic  species  and  will  appear  to  us  in  His 
divine  beauty.  Casting  a  look  backward  to  our  lives  upon 
earth,  we  will  see  that  the  benefits  that  marked  every 
step  came  to  us  through  Jesus,  and  will  begin  to  sing  our 
canticle  of  eternal  praise  in  the  court  of  his  elect.  And  it 
will  not  be  for  three  hours  only,  but  through  the  ages  of 
eternity  that  we  will  thank  Him,  repeating  with  a  joy  ever 
new  that  it  was  by  His  love,  His  protection,  His  Presence 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  that  we  received  all  good  things, 
light  and  healing  and  strength  and  deliverance  from  evil 
and  victory  over  our  enemies,  the  knowledge  of  our  voca- 
tion and  final  perseverance.  Et  bonis  omnibus  per  eum 
repleti  sumus  ! 

THE  END. 


ROMAN 

EASTER. 

E-    MCAULIFFE. 

;E  have  in  our  times,  in  our  laud  a  great  many 
inventions,  the  fruits  of  scientific  research, 
which  increase  the  comfort  and  physical  well- 
being  of  our  people  ;  but  the  soul's  needs  are 
often  overlooked. 

feel  the  full  tide  of  joy  which  a  great  religious 
festival  brings  to  a  people  whose  Faith  is  their  most  pre- 
cious inheritance,  one  must  go  to  those  old  lands  beyond 
the  sea,  where  everything  tends  to  uplift  the  mind  of  the 
believer. 

We  have  no  bells  !  Oh,  the  music  of  the  bells  of  Rome 
as  they  peal  out  on  Holy  Saturday  announcing  by  antici- 
pation the  Feast  of  the  Resurrection  !  Victor  Hugo  thus 
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gives  his  impressions  of  the  bells  of  Paris  (which  may  be 
applied  to  Rome)  :  "  At  the  same  moment  these  thousand 
churches  vibrate.  At  first  it  is  a  scattered  sound,  passing 
from  one  church  to  another,  as  when  musicians  give  signs 
of  being  about  to  commence.  Then  suddenly  see — for 
sometimes  it  would  seem  that  the  ear  has  also  its  sight — 
see  rising  at  the  same  moment,  as  it  were  a  column  of 
noise,  like  a  smoke  of  harmony.  At  first  the  vibrations 
of  each  bell  rises  straight,  pure,  and  as  if  isolated  from 
one  another  in  the  splendid  sky  ;  then  by  degrees  increas- 
ing, they  melt  into  one,  and  are  mixed  and  amalgamated 
in  a  magnificent  concert.  It  is  now  only  one  mass  of 
sonorous  vibrations,  disengaged  unceasingly  from  innu- 
merable towers,  which  floats,  undulates,  rebounds,  and 
thunders  over  the  city,  and  prolongs,  far  beyond  the 
horizon,  the  deafening  circle  of  its  oscillations.  And  yet 
this  sea  of  harmony  is  not  a  chaos.  Vast  and  profound  as 
it  is,  still  it  has  not  lost  its  transparency  ;  you  see  winding 
apart  each  group  of  notes  which  escapes  from  the  belfreys  ; 
you  can  follow  the  dialogue  alternately  grave  and  piercing, 
from  the  chime  to  the  great  bell  ;  you  see  the  octaves 
jump  from  one  tower  to  another  ;  you  see  them  dart  forth, 
winged,  light  and  hissing  from  the  silver  bell,  and  fall 
broken  and  heavy  from  that  of  baser  materials  ;  you  see 
the  rich  garment  which  descends  and  remounts  unceas- 
ingly from  the  seven  bells  of  one  tower  ;  you  see  dart 
through  it  the  clear  and  rapid  notes  which  make  three  or 
four  luminous  zigzag  lines,  and  vanish  like  the  light- 
ning." .... 

"  Lend  an  ear  then  to  this  chorus,  which  rises  over  the 
murmur  of  half  a  million  of  men,  which  mingles  with  the 
eternal  lamentation  of  the  stream,  the  infinite  sighiugs  of 
the  wind  wafted  over  the  surrounding  forests,  which 
blend  and  soften  what  might  have  been  too  rough  and 
piercing,  and  then  say  whether  you  know  anything  in  the 
world  more  rich,  more  joyous,  more  golden,  more  resplen- 
dent than  this  tumult  of  chiming  and  tolling  bells,  than 
this  furnace  of  music,  than  these  ten  thousand  voices  of 
brass,  chanting  altogether  within  flutes  of  stone  of  the 
length  of  three  hundred  feet,  than  this  city,  which  is  only 
one  orchestra,  than  this  symphony,  which  is  as  loud  as  a 
tempest." 
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A  beautiful  and  pious  custom  is  the  blessing  of  the 
homes  at  Easter.  On  Holy  Saturday  surpliced  Priests, 
each  attended  by  an  acolyte  bearing  the  newly  blessed 
water,  are  to  be  seen  in  every  street  going  to  bless  the 
homes  of  the  faithful  ;  and  great  preparations  are  made 
by  all  classes  for  this  beautiful  ceremony,  cleaning  and 
dusting  and  painting,  as  everything  must  \mpuhto  (clean) 
before  the  Priest  comes. 

He  goes  into  all  the  rooms,  escorted  by  the  Padrona 
della  casa,  (mistress  of  the  house)  he  blesses  the  kitchen, 
and  blesses  the  parlour,  and  blesses  the  sleeping  rooms  ; 
then,  these  exterior  matters  being  settled,  the  remainder 
of  the  day  is  occupied  in  personal  preparation  ;  everyone 
goes  to  confession  ;  so  that  all,  without  and  within,  is  in 
order  for  ihefesta.  An  air  of  universal  joy  and  gladness 
prevails  ;  the  little  flower-sellers  on  the  streets  as  they 
toss  bunches  of  roses  into  passing  carriages,  wish  the 
occupants  a  buona  Pasqua  (happy  Easter). 

From  dawn  on  Haster  Sunday  the  streets  are  rilled  with 
peasants  from  the  campagna  and  the  mountains  in  their 
quaint  and  picturesque  costumes.  They  come  to  attend 
the  services  at  the  great  Basilicas,  and  to  see  their  gorge- 
ous decorations,  for  now  all  the  weeds  of  mourning  are 
cast  aside,  and  the  altars  are  resplendent  with  lights  and 
flowers  and  gems  !  But  rustic  as  the.se  sandalled  Romans 
are,  their  recollection  and  devotion  in  the  churches  ought 
to  put  to  shame  the  elegantly  dressed  foreigners  who  come 
to  stare,  and  to  talk,  loudly  and  irreverently.  "They 
know  not  what  they  do  "  !  The  children  of  the  church 
take  no  heed  of  them,  nor  suffer  from  them  the  slightest 
distraction  ;  filled  with  the  joy  of  the  festa,  the  words  of 
the  Psalmist  wells  up  from  their  hearts  :  "  Z,ord,  I  have 
loved  the  beauty  of  thy  house,  and  the  place  where  thy 
glory  dwelleth  ' '  ! 

But  even  among  the  Protestants  who  throng  the 
churches  at  such  times  are  many  pining  for  light,  and 
seeking  it  with  sincere  hearts.  Penetrated  with  the  sanc- 
tity of  the  Lord's  House  they  cry  out  with  the  great 
Lavater  :  "  He  doth  not  know  thee,  O  Jesus  Christ,  who 
dishonored!  even  thy  shadow  !  I  honor  all  things  where 
I  find  the  intention  of  honoring  thee.  I  will  love  them 
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because  of  thee.  I  will  love  them  provided  I  fiiid  the 
least  thing  which  makes  me  remember  thee  !  What  then 
do  I  behold  here  ?  What  do  I  hear  in  this  place  ?  Does 
nothing  under  these  majestic  vaults  speak  to  me  of  thee ! 
This  cross,  this  golden  image,  is  it  not  made  for  thy 
honor  ?  The  censer  which  waves  round  the  Priest,  the 
gloria  sung  in  choirs,  the  peaceful  light  of  the  perpetual 
lamp,  these  lighted  tapers,  all  is  done  for  thee  !  Why  is 
the  Host  elevated,  if  it  be  not  to  honor  thee,  O  Jesus 
Christ,  who  art  dead  for  love  of  us?  Because  it  is  no 
more,  and  thou  art  it,  the  believing  church  bends  the 
knee.  It  is  in  thy  honor  alone  that  these  children,  early 
instructed,  make  the  sign  of  the  cross,  that  their  tongues 
sing  thy  praise,  and  that  they  strike  their  breasts  thrice 
with  their  little  hands.  It  is  for  the  love  of  thee,  O  Jesus 
Christ,  that  one  kisses  the  spot  which  bears  thy  adorable 
blood  ;  for  thee,  the  child  who  serves,  sounds  the  little 
bell  and  does  all  that  he  does.  Why  are  the  walls  and 
the  high  altar  of  marble  clothed  with  verdant  tapestry  on 
the  day  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  ?  For  whom  do  they 
make  a  road  of  flowers  ?  For  whom  are  these  banners 
embroidered  ?  When  the  Ave  Maria  sounds,  is  it  not  for 
thee  ?  Matins,  Vespers,  Prime  and'  Nones,  are  they  not 
consecrated  to  thee?  It  is  under  thy  protection,  O  Jesus 
Christ,  that  every  man  places  himself  who  loves  solitude, 
chastity  and  poverty.  Without  thee  the  Orders  of  St. 
Benedict  and  St.  Bernard  would  not  have  been  founded. 
The  cloistre,  the  tonsure,  the  breviary  and  the  chaplet, 
render  testimony  of  thee.  O,  delightful  rapture,  Jesus 
Christ,  for  thy  disciple  to  trace  the  marks  of  thy  finger 
where  the  world  sees  them  not  !  O  joy  ineffable  for  souls 
devoted  to  thee,  to  behold  in  caves  and  on  rocks,  in  every 
crucifix  placed  upon  hills,  and  on  the  highways,  thy  seal 
and  that  of  thy  love  !  Who  will  not  rejoice  in  the  honors 
of  which  thou  art  the  object  and  the  soul  ?  Who  will  not 
shed  tears  on  hearing  the  words ' '  Jesus  Christ  be  praised' '  ? 
O,  the  hypocrite  who  knoweth  that  name  and  answereth 
not  with  joy,  Amen  !  Who  saith  not  with  an  intense 
transport  :  ' '  Jesus  be  blessed  for  eternity  !  for  eternity  ' '  ! 
(Impressions  of  a  Protestant  in  a  Catholic  church}. 
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Adoration  for  Holy  Thursday. 


ND  the  bread  that  I  will  give,  is  my  flesh  for  the 
^  life  of  the  world"  "  This  is  my  body."— The 
advent  of  the  beautiful  feast  of  Holy  Thursday 
should  evoke  from  us,  first  of  all,  an  act  of  most 
profound  faith  in  the  real  Presence  of  Our  Lord 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  this  act  of  faith  is  easily  made 
when  we  recall  the  formal  and  distinct  promises  of  our  Lord 
in  foretelling  and  in  giving  to  the  world  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Never,  indeed,  in  all  the  human  life  of  Jesus  Christ,  were 
the  words  of  the  divine  Master  so  carefully  chosen,  so  clear, 
so  precise  as  when  announcing  and  instituting  the  august 
Sacrament  in  which  He  is  contained  wholly  and  entirely. 

Without  doubt  if  we  would  speak  of  the  manner  in  which 
Jesus  is  present  in  the  Sacred  Host,  there  is  darkness  and  ob- 
scurity. It  is  the  mystery  of  faith.  God  dwells  in  realms  of 
inaccessible  light,  where  man's  eye  cannot  penetrate  without 
being  dazzled,  and  blinded.  Consequently,  if  God  would 
come  near  to  man,  He  must  veil  and  eclipse  his  glory  and  the 
more  so  in  proportion  as  he  would  come  nearer  to  him. 
Therefore,  first,  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  which  He  so  iden- 
tifies Himself  with  us,  and  enters  our  hearts,  must  necessarily 
hide  and  envelop  him  as  with  a  thick  cloud. 

Secondly,  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  the  work  to  which  the  In- 
carnate Word  has  applied  all  His  love  and  all  His  power.  It  is  not 
possible,  therefore,  that  so  great  an  effect  should  be  produced  by 
so  great  a  cause  without  infinitely  transcending  the  comprehen- 
sion of  our  finite  intelligence.  Otherwise  the  divine  artist  would 
not  differ  in  His  methods  from  the  ordinary  workmen  on  earth. 

But,  if  putting  aside  the  mysterious  means  that  Our  Lord 
has  employed,  to  render  this  dwelling  with  us  possible,  and  if 
we  reflect  only  upon  the  Reality  of  His  Presence  in  the  Holy 
Eucharist,  nothing  is  more  clear  and  convincing. 

God  would  not  permit  us  "  to  be  weak  and  unstable,"  says 
St.  Paul,  and  "  tossed  about  by  every  wind  of  doctrine  at  the 
will  of  wicked  men."  Ephes.  iv,  14,  on  the  contrary,  He 
wills  that  we  should  establish  ourselves  upon  the  firm  rock  of 
his  divine  word,  and  that  we  might  say  in  joy  and  delight, 
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contemp'ating  the  Sacred  Host:  %t  God  is  here,  He  is  really 
here,  we  know  it  more  surely  than  we  know  that  the  sun  is 
shining.  We  know  of  the  existence  of  the  sun  by  the  testi- 
mony of  our  senses,  it  is  true,  but  the  Presence  of  Jesus  in  the 
Sacred  Host  is  affirmed  by  testimony  above  the  senses,  the 
Word  of  ( iod,  who  has  revealed  it,  the  God  who  neither  de 
ceives  nor  can  be  deceived.  Consider  the  words  of  Our  Lord, 
when  a  year  before  the  institution  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
Jesus  promises  it.  What  could  be  more  clear  and  convincing. 
"  I  am  the  Bread  that  came  down  from  Heaven.  If  any  one 
eat  of  this  Bread,  he  shall  live  for  ever  and  the  Bread  I  will 
give  is  my  flesh  for  the  life  of  the  world."  At  these  words  the 
people  of  Capharnaum,  who  understood  literally  the  words  of 
the  great  doctor  of  Israel,  began  to  murmur  "  How  can  this 
man  give  us  his  flesh  to  eat  ?  This  saying  is  hard,  and  who 
can  hear  it  ?  "  Jesus  answered  them  affirming  the  institution  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  He  promises  and  affirms  his  words  by  a 
solemn  oath  :  "  Amen,  I  say  to  you  :  If  you  do  not  eat  the 
flesh  of  the  son  of  man,  and  drink  His  blood,  you  shall  not 
have  life  in  you  "  The  multitude  so  lately  won  to  enthusiasm 
at  the  miracle  of  the  multiplication  of  the  loaves  then  went 
away  disenchanted,  and  even  his  disciples,  saddened  and 
scandalized,  began  to  turn  away  and  "  walked  no  more  with 
Him."  At  the  sight  of  the  desertion  which  went  to  His  very 
heart,  Jesus  did  not  retract  a  single  word  of  His  divine  asser 
tion,  nor  explain  away  its  awful  and  impressive  meaning.  But 
turning  to  his  apostles  who  alone  remained  he  said  to  them  : 
"  Will  you  also  go  away  "  ?  leaving  it  to  be  understood  that  His 
divine  word  must  be  sacredly  accepted  and  that  there  was  no  al- 
ternative between  accepting  it  and  forsaking  Him,  His  promise 
and  its  original  interpretation  by  words  of  solemn  import. 

From  the  desert  where  Jesus  outlined  this  great  mystery, 
let  us  transport  ourselves  to  the  Cenacle.  The  legal  feast  is 
over  and  Jesus,  taking  bread  into  His  holy  and  venerable 
hands,  blessed  and  broke  it,  and  gave  it  to  his  apostles  saying  : 
"  Take  ye  all  of  this  ;  this  is  my  body  "  !  What  words  could 
be  more  concise  and  explicite  !  When  heresy,  restless  under 
the  secular  yoke  of  the  spouse  of  Christ,  dared  not  attack  the 
doctrine  of  the  Eucharist,  Luther  himself  said  :  "  If  you  would 
know  -the  meaning  of  the  words  of  the  Lord,  '  This  is  my  body,' 
ask  any  little  child  who  is  learning  how  to  read."  And  the 
Evangelical  text  is  indeed  most  evident.  Melanthon  conti 
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nued  :  "  The  formula :   '  this  is  my  body  '  is  as  vivid  and  clear 
as  lightning,  and  the  terrified  mind  cannot  refute  it." 

Not  to  believe  in  the  Eucharist  would  be  to  voluntarily 
blindfold  our  eyes.  Suppose  Our  Lord  wished  to  say  that  the 
bread  he  held  in  his  hands  was  indeed  His  body,  what  else  could 
he  have  said  ?  There  is,  to  my  mind,  but  one  manner  of  rea- 
sonable rejection  of  the  words  of  Jesus  Christ  in  instituting  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  it  is  to  deny  absolutely  His  divinity.  Then, 
might  one  accuse  Him  of  imposture  and  mendacity.  But  to  one 
who  glories  in  professing  the  Christian  doctrine  contained  in  the 
creed  :  "  I  believe  in  Jesus  Christ,  his  only  begotten  son,"  there 
is  no  alternative,  but  to  prostrate  ourselves  before  the  Sacred 
Host  and  to  repeat  with  love  :  "  My  Lord  and  my  God  "  ! 

II. — THANKSGIVING. 

"  1 will  not  leave  you  orphans"  These  words  of  Jesus  at 
the  last  supper  reveal  the  touching  office  He  would  fulfill  for 
our  benefit  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Yts,  it  is  because  he 
would  not  leave  us  orphans  that  he  has  chosen  to  communi- 
cate Himself  to  us  so  frequently  under  the  common  and  or- 
dinary form  of  material  bread.  It  was  to  be  our  Benefactor, 
and  to  do  us  good  that  He  dwells  for  ever  in  our  midst. 

Oh!  how  the  words  of  Our  Lord:  "  I  will  not  leave  you 
orphans,"  portray  to  us  the  immeasurable  depths  of  Christ's 
charity.  Let  us  study  them  closely  for  a  few  moments,  that 
our  gratitude  may  become  more  intense.  Nothing  is  so  sweet, 
so  ingenious,  so  powerful  as  paternal  love.  See  this  man  at 
work,  absorbed  by  all  sorts  of  business  cares,  nothing  seems  to 
arrest  his  feverish  activity  ;  nevertheless  at  certain  times,  see 
him  put  everything  aside,  concentrate  his  distracted  thoughts 
and  hurriedly  retrace  his  steps  to  the  spot  where  he  has  left  all 
he  holds  most  dear.  Let  us  watch  his  arrival  at  the  home  so 
dearly  loved,  which  holds  the  secret  of  transforming  him  into 
another  man.  He  has  scarcely  crossed  the  threshold  of  his 
dwelling,  when  a  happy  group  of  children  surround  and  cling 
to  him.  How  happy  he  is  as  he  listens  with  delight  to 
the  silvery  voices  that  call  him  by  the  tender  name  of 
Father  !  How  quickly  is  business  forgotten  !  He  thinks  only 
of  the  happy  home  circle.  How  he  gathers  in  his  arms  the 
golden  heads  of  the  little  ones,  and  is  himself  a  boy  again  as 
he  joins  in  their  joyous  sports  !  How  the  father  is  happy 
among  those  he  loves  and  who  love  him  !  but  his  love  is  not 
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measured  by  caresses.  Night  is  falling  and  the  evening  meal 
is  served.  Each  one  takes  his  place  at  the  table  where  an 
abundant  provision  is  spread.  They  eat  and  are  strengthened 
by  their  father's  bread.  But  should  food  grow  scarce  and 
poverty  and  want  come  near  the  little  home  where  plenty  now 
reigns,  the  children  still  must  have  their  share,  though  father 
and  mother  go  without.  The  father  is  happy  to  forget  him- 
self, to  deprive  himself,  that  their  wants  may  be  provided  for. 

There  is  a  father,  however,  whose  love  is  greater  still  than 
that  of  any  earthly  parent,  Who  has  not  wished  to  leave  us 
orphans,  Who  calls  us  all  around  Him  and  bids  us  to  come 
to  Him  as  a  loving  and  tender  Father,  where  He  dwells,  the 
centre  of  the  home  circle,  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  He  is 
here,  not  in  one  only,  but  in  thousands  of  tabernacles,  in  order 
to  show  more  fully  His  affection  and  tenderness  to  all  the 
members  of  the  human  family.  He  is  here  upon  all  the  altars 
of  the  world,  in  order  to  say  to  every  human  soul  of  the  world 
over  :  "  I  love  you,  and  my  love  is  infinite." 

But,  let  us  not  forget  the  dwelling  of  Jesus  is  a  banquet  hall, 
the  table  is  always  spread,  the  meats  are  abundant  and  deli- 
cious. The  bread  of  Heaven,  the  bread  of  angels  is  served 
for  the  nourrishment  of  souls.  Jesus,  our  Father,  knowing 
that  he  could  give  us  nothing  more  precious  than  His  own 
divine  substance,  has  made  Himself  our  Food,  has  given  Him- 
self to  nourrish  us.  He  has  not  left  us  orphans.  Yet  He  is 
not  satisfied,  He  wishes  to  extend  further  still  the  evidence  of 
his  paternal  love.  The  life  of  man  is  a  warfare,  a  warfare 
against  our  passions,  a  war  against  the  evil  one,  the  anger  of 
which  we  call  down  upon  ourselves  by  continual  offenses. 
Jesus,  our  Father,  will  He  abandon  us  to  the  dangers  that 
threaten  on  every  side  ?  He  answers  us  in  tender  affection  : 
"  I  will  not  leave  you  orphans."  It  is  the  duty  of  a  father  to 
defend  his  children,  to  imperil  his  own  life,  if  necessary,  that 
they  may  live.  "  I  have  not  forgotten,"  he  cries  to  us,  "  I  have 
made  myself  a  perpetual  and  universal  victim  for  your  sakes. 
I  will  continue  to  quench  the  ardor  of  your  passions  by  the 
refreshing  dew  of  my  Precious  Blood,  forever  offered  anew  in 
the  sacrifice  of  the  man. 

No,  Jesus,  thou  hadst  not  left  us  orphans.  How  sweet  to 
remember  it  in  the  holy  silence  that  surrounds  thy  tabernacle, 
and  to  let  the  heart  recall  in  sweetness  and  confiding  trust  the 
intensity  of  thy  paternal  love  ! 
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III. — REPARATION. 

"After  this  many  of  His  disciples  went  back,  and  walked  no 
more  with  Him"  John,  vi.  64.  When  at  the  multiplication 
of  the  loaves  in  the  desert,  Jesus  foreshadowed  and  described 
the  greater  marvel  H ;  would  perform,  the  master-piece  of 
divine  charity,  so  rapturously  contemplated  from  the  first  mo- 
ment of  His  existence,  when  he  gave  to  the  world  in  the  pro- 
mise so  great  an  evidence  of  His  love,  the  world  forsakes 
Him  and  men  care  not  to  hear  His  words. 

Let  us  contemplate  in  this  point  the  love  of  Jesus  in  pro- 
mising and  in  giving  the  Eucharist,  rejected  and  misunder 
stood  and  draw  thence  more  lively  sentiment  of  contrition 
and  reparation.  All  those  who  heard  Jesus  understood  Him 
literally,  that  He  would  givt  His  flesh  to  eat  and  His  blood  to 
drink,  for  the  people  of  Capharnaum  went  away  from  him, 
and  his  disciples  abandoned  him  entirely.  Moreover,  not- 
withstanding the  sincere  and  concise  reply  of  Peter  in  the 
name  of  the  twelve,  there  is  one  among  them  who  does  not 
believe  these  words  of  the  Master,  one  who  is  already  protest- 
ing in  his  heart  the  Real  Presence,  one  who  is  already  a 
heretic,  or  to  use  the  language  of  the  Scripture,  "  one  who  is 
already  a  devil "  :  Ex  vobis  unus  diabolns  est. 

What  a  painful  moment  for  Our  Lord  must  this  have  been  ! 
To  see  his  infinite  love  repaid  with  coldness  and  ingratitude. 
To  love  without  self  interest,  so  generously  and  so  boundlessly 
and  be  repaid  only  with  ingratitude  and  scorn  !  How  intensely 
must  His  divine  Heart  have  been  tortured  by  such  indifference  \ 
Jesus  suffered  because  men  were  insensible  to  His  love,  but  the 
knowledge  of  their  ingratitude  did  not  cause  Him  to  renounce 
His  generous  design.  For  a  whole  year  before  He  gave  Himself 
up  to  death  Our  Lord  continued  to  contemplate  the  ecstatic 
mystery  he  so  longed  to  institute.  And  it  was  when  the  hostility 
of  His  enemies  was  at  its  climax,  when  His  countrymen  were 
leagued  against  Him,  when  His  friends,  one  by  one,  abandoned 
Him,  when  He  had  nowhere  to  lay  His  head,  then  it  was  that 
He  would  give  Himself  up  for  the  world. 

Jesus  is  alone  in  the  cenacle  with  his  twelve  Apostles,  He 
has  sought  here  at  least  to  gather  round  Him  a  few  who  loved 
Him,  that  He  might  show  forth  to  the  world  how  He  had 
loved  unto  the  end. 

Alas  !  even  amid  the  little  circle  of  friends,  hatred  and  de- 
ceit !  there  is  one  among  them  who  fora  whole  year  has  carried 
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in  his  heart  the  germ  of  scepticism  and  unbelief.  There  is  one  who 
makes  light  of  the  words  of  Jesus,  one  who  despises  His  sacri 
fices,  one  who  is  already  in  league  with   His  enemies,  wrho  has 
already  sold  Him  for  thirty  pieces  of  silver,  the  price  of  a  slave. 

Oh  !  what  bitter  suffering  must  Judas  have  caused  the 
heart  of  Jesus,  lavishing  upon  the  world  His  most  precious 
gifts !  The  Master  looks  at  the  perfidious  Apostle,  and  is 
troubled  to  the  depths  of  His  heart.  He  tries  to  conquer  him 
by  His  goodness  and  His  paternal  admonitions,  but  they  are 
all  lost  upon  Judas,  who  is  incorrigible  and  will  profane  both 
Sacraments  which  he  will  receive,  the  Priesthood  and  the 
Holy  Eucharist.  What  must  our  divine  Lord  have  felt  when 
he  placed  the  consecrated  Bread  in  the  hands  of  the  perfidious 
Apostle  !  But  alas  !  even  the  eleven  faithful  Apostles  added 
another  sorrow  to  the  sufferings  of  Jesus,  When  they  should 
have  been  occupied  writh  thanksgiving,  for  the  gift  of  God 
himself,  we  are  told  that  "  they  began  to  dispute  as  to  which 
amongst  them  should  be  the  greater."  They  wish  to  know 
who  will  have  the  first  place  near  Jesus.  They  are  all  thirst- 
ing for  power  and  superiority,  and  yet  Jesus  had  just  given 
them  magnificent  example  of  humility  in  the  washing  of  their 
feet.  O  divine  Lord !  even  at  the  last  supper  how  much  didst 
thou  suffer  from  the  Apostles  themselves,  from  Peter,  from 
John  !  The  Gospel  makes  no  exception.  Nevertheless  the 
anguish  and  suffering  of  the  cenacle  were  only  to  foreshadow 
suffering  and  profanation  greater  still  which  should  await  the 
Euchanstic  Christ  in  the  centuries  to  come.  At  the  last  supper, 
with  his  infinite  foreknowledge,  Jesus  saw  clearly  all  the  of 
fenses  and  outrages  which  would  be  committed  against  that 
divine  Sacrament. 

Judas  represented  to  him  the  unworthy  priests  who  would 
profane  their  sacerdotal  office,  and  use  the  divine  power  dele- 
gated to  them  to  the  loss  of  souls.  In  Judas  again  he  foresaw 
all  the  denials  of  agnostics  and  infidels,  and  the  sacrileges  and 
profanations  that  would  dishonor  the  Sacred  Host. 

At  this  first  hour  of  the  existence  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
Jesus  saw  also  our  own  infidelities,  lukewarmness  and  imper 
fections  towards  his  Eucharistic  Presence,  and  He  accepted 
all,  He  consented  to  all,  forgetting  Himself  and  thinking  only 
of  the  good  that  He  could  do  us  in  giving  Himself  to  be  the 
Food  of  our  souls.  Oh  !  in  the  Presence  of  Jesus,  whom  we 
adore  under  the  Eucharistic  veils,  let  us  pity  his  sufferings 
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when  he  foresaw  the  Outrages  which  awaited  Him  until  the 
end  of  time.  Let  us  console  our  Lord  for  the  sins  of  Judas 
and  those  who  follow  his  example,  let  us  make  reparation  for 
the  coldness  and  the  indifference  of  the  whole  world  towards 
Him,  and  particularly  for  our  own  faults  and  imperfections. 

I V7.— PRAYER. 

u  If  you  shall  ask  me  anything  in  My  name,  that  I  will  do.*' 
John,  xiv,  14.  The  Holy  Eucharist  has  been  instituted,  the 
earth  possesses  its  God,  and  forever,  the  fruit  of  that  great 
event  is  confidence  and  unlimited  faith  in  Our  Lord.  Now, 
he  can  refuse  us  nothing,  since  he  has  given  Himself  to  us  at 
the  cost  of  so  many  sacrifices  and  humiliations.  In  order  that 
we  may  not  be  able  to  doubt,  Jesus  has  affirmed  solemnly 
before  giving  Himself  to  death  :  "  If  you  shall  ask  me  any 
thing  in  My  name,  that  I  will  do  !'' 

What  a  consoling  revelation  !  We  can  truly  then  in  the 
Presence  of  Jesus  offer  Him  the  most  humble  petition  as  well 
as  ask  the  most  signal  graces,  all  will  be  given  if  we  ask  and 
ask  rightly.  We  will  never  tire  our  Lord,  for  he  is  not  like 
our  earthly  friends  whom  we  weary  and  antagonise  with  too 
frequent  demands.  He  has  reproached  only  for  those  who 
ask  nothing.  Listen  to  His  words  to  the  Apostles  :  "  Hitherto 
you  have  not  asked  any  thing  in  My  name.  Ask,  and  you 
shall  receive  ;  that  your  joy  may  be  full."  John,  xvi,  24. 

Let  then  our  prayers  be  more  ardently  and  more  frequently 
offered  to  His  throne  of  grace  in  the  Eucharist. 

But  let  us  not  be  selfish  in  remembering  only  our  own 
wants.  Let  us. think  first  of  Our  Lord  and  ask  that  his  Eu- 
charistic  kingdom  may  come,  that  He  may  be  better  known 
and  loved  in  the  whole  world,  and  particularly  in  our  own 
country.  Let  us  ask  that  our  separated  brethrens  may  be 
enligthened  by  knowledge  and  belief  in  the  Eucharist.  Let 
us  pray  for  all  the  needs  of  the  Church,  for  our  relations  and 
friends.  Then  let  us  expose  to  Jesus  with  confidence  all  our 
wants,  all  our  necessities.  Let  us  remind  Him  lovingly  of 
His  promise  :  "  If  you  shall  ask  any  thing  in  My  name,  that 
I  will  do."  And  let  us  say  to  Him  with  the  simplicity  of  the 
child  to  his  father :  "  Lord,  you  have  promised  to  listen  to  all 
my  prayers  without  exception  ;  my  wants  are  many  and  great, 
it  is  true,  but  I  believe  thy  power  and  thy  love  are  greater 
still  "  !  S.  S.  S. 
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-:•  *  •:•  •:•  -:•  *•:••:•  ***•$•  •:• 
Stabat  Mater. 


At  the  cross  her  station  keep- 
ing. 

Stood  the  mournful  Mother 
weeping, 

Cloie  to  Jesus  to  the  last. 

Through     her     soul,     whose 

mo  m ings  low. 
Told    how    grievous  was  her 

woe, 
Sorrow     like     a     sword    had 

gone. 

Who    is   he    who    would    not 

weep. 
Could  he  know  what  anguish 

deep 
Pierced    the    Mother   of    our 

Lord! 

For  the  s-ins  of  his  own  na- 

t  i'  Ml 

She  saw  hi  in  hang  in  desola- 
tion 
Till  His  spirit  forth   He  sent. 

Holy  Mother,  pierce  me 
through  ; 

In  my  heart  each  wound  re- 
new 

Of  my  Saviour  crucified. 

He  to  me,  O  Virgin,  nigh, 
Lest  in  flames  I  burn  and  die. 
In  His  awful  Judgment  day. 

Christ,  when   thou    shall  call 

me  hence. 

Be  Thy  Mother  my  defence, 
Be  Thy  cross  my  victory. 

While  my  body  here  decays. 
May  mv  soul   Thy    goodness 

prai 

Safe  in  Paradise  with  Thee. 
Amen. 


Ii; 
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EDITORIAL, 


The  March  number  of  Emmanuel  announces  that  the 
Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  St.  Louis  has  selected  the  8th, 
9th  and  loth  of  October  for  the  3rd  National  Eucharistic 
Congress,  that  of  1901.  The  sessions  of  this  Congress 
will  take  place  at  Kenrich  Seminary,  and  services  will  be 
held  in  all  the  churches  of  the  city.  An  interesting  fea- 
ture of  the  Congress  will  be  an  exhibition  by  Catholic 
artists,  of  works  and  cartoons,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Rev. 
clergy. 

The  members  of  the  Priests'  Eucharistic  League  are  to 
be  congratulated  on  the  success  of  their  efforts  for  pro. 
motiug  and  concentrating  national  devotion  to  the  Eu- 
charist by  these  public  manifestations  of  clerical  interest. 
The  growth  of  the  Priest's  Eucharistic  League  has 
hitherto,  however,  been  mainly  noticeable  in  the  cities  of 
the  West.  The  existence  of  a  house  of  the  Society  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  New  York,  and  the  intended 
transfer  of  the  direction  of  that  League  to  the  Fathers  of 
the  community  will  doubtless  increase  the  interest  of  the 
clergy  in  forwarding  the  Eucharistic  movement  in  the 
East.  New  York  has  been  so  long  been  the  centre  of 
commercial  activity  and  enterprise,  that  one  cannot  but 
hope  to  see  its  religious  aims  also  grow  higher  and  mere 
ambitious,  and  the  zeal  of  its  clergy  and  influential 
Catholic  citizens  more  forcibly  directed  to  the  spiritual 
enterprises  that  should  follow  in  the  wake  of  its  progress 
and  prosperity.  It  is  early  yet  to  build  hopes  upon  a 
future  that  is  but  dimly  outlined,  but  the  years  pass 
quickly,  and  the  people  of  New  York  have  already 
proved  their  underlying  spirit  of  devotion  by  their  una- 
nimous and  solemn  participation  in  the  services  that  con- 
secrated the  new  century  to  the  Lord  of  the  Eucharist. 
The  First  Eucharistic  Congress  of  America  was  held  in 
1896,  in  the  city  of  Washington,  and  its  results  are  al- 
ready far  reaching. 
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of  Interest. 


The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Cincinnati  has  signified 
his  desire  that  the  churches  in  which  the  devotion  of  the 
Forty  hours  is  being  held  should  attract  the  notices  of  the 
people  by  some  outward  sign  or  notice.  St.  Joseph's 
Church  in  that  city  recently  chose  to  signal  the  devotion 
in  accordance  with  his  wish  by  mounting  a  handsome  flag 
of  pure  white,  bearing  the  representation  of  a  Monstrance 
with  adoring  angels.  New  York  has  not  yet  followed  the 
example  of  the  city  of  Cincinnati,  but  no  outward  sign 
could  be  more  attractive  and  significant  that  the  attend- 
ance of  the  long  lines  of  adorers,  who  have  made  their 
pilgrimage  from  church  to  church  wherever  the  Forty 
Hours  is  celebrated  since  the  establishment  of  the  People's 
Eucharistic  League. 


The  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  have  already 
made  a  number  of  converts,  and  some  eight  or  ten  per- 
sons have  received  or  are  preparing  to  receive  baptism. 
Rev,  Father  Roy  is  particularly  devoted  to  this  branch  of 
work,  and  forwards  it. 


The  Men's  Advisory  Board  of  the  People's  Eucharistic 
League  are  doing  good  work  and  are  actively  interested 
in  forwarding  the  devotion  of  the  Nocturnal  Adoration. 
They  propose  to  increase  the  membership  in  the  Board  by 
admitting  a  number  of  delegates  representing  the  various 
Local  Centres  in  New  York,  in  order  to  invite  the  interest 
of  pastors  and  people  in  forwarding  united  devotion  to 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  among  men.  The  Advisory  Board 
will  take  charge  of  the  preparations  for  the  Men's  Corpus 
Christi  Reunion  this  year. 
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St.  Patrick's  Church,  Washington. 

OUP  Washington  Centre,  St.  Patrick's  Church. 
Report  to  January,  1901  : 
General  Membership,  1,210. 
Members  Associates,  212. 

Hours  of  adoration  recorded  by  card  :   11,852. 
Rev.  D.  J.  STAFFORD,  D.D.,  ANNA  B.  PHELPS,  Seer. 


A  Good  Beginning* — St.  Vincent  Ferrer's  Centre, 
New  York. — The  President  of  St.  Vincent  Ferrer's 
Centre,  Annie  G.  Peck,  note  that  the  Centre  organized 
the  Eucharistic  League  in  November,  1900,  and  had  its 
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first  solemn  reception  of  new  associates  in  January,  1901, 
the  members  receiving  their  medals,  blessed,  at  the  altar. 
The  Rev.  Eugene  Nilsen,  O.P.,  is  the  Director,  and  the 
work  is  well  organized  and  promises  most  effective  results. 
There  are  already  318  members  and  24  zelatrices.  The 
cards  for  noting  the  adoration  are  used  regularly,  and 
many  of  the  adorers  make  a  weekly  adoration  of  an  hour. 
The  organization  of  the  Men's  Branch  will  be  actively 
undertaken  at  this  Centre  in  the  near  future. 


Nocturnal  Adoration   in   Brooklyn.— Our 

Lady  of  Lourdes  Centre,  Local  Director,  Rev.  K.  H. 
Porcile,  S.  P.  M. — Besides  recording  a  total  membership 
of  200,  with  50  men  associates,  the  exposition  on  First 
Friday  is  mentioned  as  well  attended.  The  following 
items  are  added  : 

"  The  Nocturnal  Adoration  has  been  carried  on  during 
the  past  year  by  an  average  of  20  men  at  the  stated  hours 
on  the  nights  chosen.  The  men  have  organized  their 
branch  of  the  Eucharistic  League  separately  in  order  to 
foster  this  pious  practice  and  to  encourage  the  weekly  and 
monthly  hour  of  adoration.  This  branch  is  yet  in  its  in- 
fancy, out  under  the  care  of  our  Rev.  Pastor  and  with  the 
help  of  God  we  hope  soon  to  do  good  work." 

JOHN  A.   McGiLL,  President. 
THOS.  FAG  AN,  Secretary. 


A  Good  Report  from  the  South  St.  Vin- 
cent's Centre,  New  Orleans,  Local  Director,  Rev.  A. 
Drossaerts. — Established  March  25,  1900,  this  Centre  re- 
cords the  opening  of  the  First  Friday  exposition  through 
the  Eucharistic  League,  and  the  devotion  of  the  Holy 
Hours  in  the  evening  at  which  the  devotional  booklets  are 
used  for  meditation,  and  the  service  varied  with  congre- 
gational singing.  There  are  few  men  members  as  yet, 
but  the  Nocturnal  Adoration  was  introduced  last  Holy 
Thursday  and  volunteer  obtained  from  the  Holy  Name  and 
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St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Societies.  There  were  not  less  than 
four  adorers  for  each  hour,  the  men  of  the  Eucharistic 
League  doing  their  share.  There  are  107  associates  and 
ten  zelatrices.  Twent}' -eight  associates  make  the  weekly 
hour  of  adoration,  29  the  monthly  hour. 

ANAIS  EVANS,  Secretary. 


Plenty  of  Men. — St.  Ignatius  Centre  (S.J.),  New 
York,  records  the  fidelity  and  perseverance  of  its  asso- 
ciates, who  are  also  faithful  in  wearing  the  decorations  of 
the  Eucharistic  League  in  the  organized  bands  of  First 
Fridays  as  well  as  at  their  private  adoration  hours.  The 
men  assemble  on  First  Friday  nights  for  an  hour's  adora- 
tion in  union.  About  600  men  take  part  in  this  service, 
and  though  it  represents  the  League  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
at  least  200  of  these  adorers  are  associates  of  the  Euchar- 
istic League.  Nocturnal  Adoration  during  the  Forty 
Hours,  Holy  Thursday  and  December  3ist  was  kept  up 
by  some  hundred  of  men. 

ELEONAKD  A.  BEATY,  President. 


The  Cathedral,  Manchester,  N.H.,  Convent  Sacred 
Heart,  Boston,  Mass.,  Holy  Rosary,  N.Y.,  Tabernacle 
Society,  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  St.  Patrick's,  Philadelphia,  St. 
Brigid's,  Westbury  Station,  L-I-,  have  also  sent  reports 
to  date. 


We  have  received  interesting  reports  from  the  Ascen- 
sion and  Holy  Rosary  Centres,  New  York,  and  Immacu- 
late Conception  Church,  Cincinnati,  O  We  cannot  print 
all  the  reports  received  in  The  Sentinel,  as  the  main  fea- 
tures are  similar,  but  will  gladly,  from  time  to  time  dur- 
ing the  year,  print  Local  Notes  whenever  the  secretaries 
will  send  us  any  information  of  special  interest. 


1 


The  Children's  Hour. 

ANOTHER  BED-TIME  STORY. 

HELEN  MAY. 


AS  it  a  pleasant  birthday,  Toddles?" 

"  Oh,  yes  indeed,  mother,"  dropping  her  tired 
little  head  against  her  mother's  shoulder,  and 
sighing  happily.  "  And,  please,  mother,  because  to-day 
was  my  birthday,  tell  me  about  Jesus'  Birthday." 

"  Can  you  keep  awrake  long  enough?" 

"  (5f  course,  mother  ;  why,  I'm  five  years  old  !" 
1  Yes,  dear." 

"  Mother,  how  many  years  is  it  since  Jesus  came?" 

"  Nineteen  hundred." 

"  What  a  long  time  it  would  take  to  count  that  !  Can 
you  count  as  high  as  that  ?" 

;'Yes,"  laughed  mother;  "but  if  I  started  now  my 
little  girl  would  be  fast  asleep  long  before  I  finished. 
Well,  so  you  want  to  hear  about  Jesus'  Birthday,  which 
is  Christmas-day?" 

"And  how  Mary  and  Joseph  went  the  long,  long  way 
from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem,  'cause  they  had  to  pay  a 
tax  ;  and  it  was  tiresome,  St.  Joseph  wouldn't  let  Mary 
walk  like  he  did,  mother — she  had  a  donkey  to  ride  on, 
and  it  got  so  awful  late  'cause  St.  Joseph  could  not  go  very 
fast.  But  mother,  I'd  rather  you  told  it." 

Mother  smiled. 
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"  I'm  glad  you  know  the  story  so  well,  Toddles.  Yes, 
it  grew  late  and  cold,  and  when  the  Blessed  Mother  and 
St.  Joseph  arrived  in  Bethlehem,  there  was  no  room  for 
them  anywhere." 

"Like  it  once  was  when  we  were  traveling,  mother, 
and  all  the  hotels  were  crowded." 

"  And  Mary  and  Joseph  wandered  about  Bethlehem 
looking  for  shelter  and  finding  none ;  then  when  St. 
Joseph  was  thinking  they  might  have  to  spend  the  night 
out  in  the  open  air,  some  one  took  pity  upon  him  and  led 
him  to  a  cave  where  cattle  slept." 

"  And  there  were  mangers,"  added  Toddles,  eagerly, 
cause  Jesus  was  'wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid 
in  a  manger.  And  He  was  a  real  Bab}7,  like  all  little 
babies,  only  He  was  God  besides." 

"  Exactly,  darling.  Let  me  see,  how  far  were  we  ? — 
Oh,  yes,  Mary  and  Joseph  were  guided  to  the  cave,  which 
they  accepted  with  gratitude  as  a  resting-place." 

"  Well — Bethlehem  lies  in  a  hilly  country,  and  out  on 
the  quiet  hills,  there  were  shepherds  at  watch  over  their 
flocks.  Now  these  men  knew  how  the  sky  looked  at  night, 
how  the  stars  shone  and  the  moon  shone,  because  it  was 
always  their  work  to  guard  the  sheep  during  the  night  ; 
and  that  night  they  were  astonished  to  see  a  great  Alight 
shining  in  the  sky,  which  was  not  the  light  of  either  moon 
or  stars.  It  was  more  beautiful  than  any  light  the  world 
had  ever  seen,  and  the  men  stood  still  and  looked  in 
greater  and  greater  wonder. ' ' 

"  I  wish  I'd  been  there,  mother,"  said  Toddles  earn- 
estly. 

"  Suddenly,  as  the  light  still  grew,  a  beautiful  angel 
stood  beside  the  shepherds,  and  they  felt  frightened,  not 
knowing  what  to  think.  But  the  radiant  angel  spoke 
gently  to  them,  saying  :  '  Fear  not,'  and  immediately  all 
their  dread  passed  away.  Then  the  angel  went  on  to  tell 
them  that  Christ  was  born  and  lying  in  a  manger,  where 
they  would  find  him  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes." 

"  The  Blessed  Mother  was  very  poor,"  said  Toddles, 
sadly,  "  and  there  was  no  little  bed  there  for  Jesus." 

"  But  she  would  not  have  taken  all  the  riches  in  the 
world,  darling,  for  that  little  Child  who  was  God." 
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"  And  even  the  beasts  knew  he  was  God,  didn't  they 
mother,  and  knelt  down  before  the  manger  ?" 

'  Yes,  daughter.  And  meanwhile  the  shepherds  out 
upon  the  hills  were  listening  to  the  great  song  of  a  whole 
multitude  of  angels.  Do  you  know  what  those  angels 
sang,  Toddles?  See  if  you  cant  tell  mother." 

'  Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest,  and  peace  on  earth  to 
men  of  good  will.  That  was  the  song  the  shepherds 
heard,  until  the  angels  departed  again.  Then  they  went 
very  hastily  to  find  Jesus,  full  of  joy  because  He  had 
come,  after  people  had  been  waiting  for  Him  for  thou- 
sands of  years." 

"  And  they  found  him  just  as  the  angel  said." 

"  In  the  manger,  a  tiny  baby,  with  the  Blessed  Mother 
and  St.  Joseph  kneeling  by  Him.  As  soon  as  the  shep- 
herds saw  Him,  they  fell  on  their  knees,  too,  and  adored 
him.  You  see,  darling,  that  little  cave  had  become  the 
palace  of  the  King  of  heaven  and  earth,  and  the  humble, 
holy  Mary  of  Nazareth  was  the  Mother  of  God.  The 
shepherds  knew  this,  and  so  they  knelt  and  prayed  with 
great  joy  and  wonder,  and  thankfulness  because  God  the 
Father  had  shown  his  love  for  us  by  sending  Jesus  His 
Sou  as  a  child  into  the  world." 

"  So  that  was  Jesus'  Birthday,  darling." 

"  But  you  haven't  told  about  the  Three  Kings, 
mother  ?" 

"  They  didn't  come  until  twelve  days  later,  sweetheart  ; 
perhaps  that  will  be  the  next  story,  some  night  when 
Toddles  isn't  so  sleepy." 


K.    McAi  i.iri-'K. 

T.  Rose  of  Viterbo  was  born  at  r.  time  when  the 
church  was  suffering  great  persecutions  from 
wicked  men,  and  many  were  falling  into  her-. 
which  means  giving  up  their  holy  religion  for 
worldly  advantages.  The  parents  of  the  little  Rose 
were  very  poor,  but  good,  faithful  Catholics.  From  her 
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earliest  infancy  the  child  showed  a  great  love  for  God  and 
a  delight  in  prayer.  She  never  had  any  self-will  or  obstin- 
acy, but  in  all  things  obeyed  her  parents.  She  had  no 
vanity  ;  she  never  spoke  unkindly  or  uncharitably  of  any 
one,  her  soul  was  like  a  little  garden  filled  with  the  sweet- 
est virtues,  which  are  the  flowers  that  God  loves  best. 
We  can  imagine  how  happy  her  guardian  angel  must  have 
been  with  such  a  holy  charge,  what  a  load  of  good  works 
and  prayers,  and  pious  thoughts  he  brought  up  each  night 
to  lay  at  the  throne  of  God  ! 

And  in  return  for  her  love  God  gave  her  wonderful 
gifts,  even  the  gift  of  miracles.  She  was  still  but  a  little 
child,  when  one  of  her  aunts  died,  and  as  she  was  being 
carried  away  for  burial,  the  little  Rose  kissed  her,  and 
instantly  at  her  touch,  the  dead  woman  was  restored  to 
life  ! 

After  this  she  tried  to  hide  herself  from  the  people 
who  came  in  crowds  to  see  her,  and  never  went  out  except 
to  church  or  to  visit  the  sick.  As  the  people  still  conti- 
nued to  follow  her,  the  Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  her  in 
a  vision  and  told  her  not  to  hide  herself  any  more,  but  to 
preach  to  the  people  in  the  streets  ;  and  first  to  go  to  a 
neighboring  church  of  St.  Francis  and  be  enrolled  in  the 
Third  Order,  and  wear  the  habit  henceforth. 

And  so  wonderfully  did  the  grace  of  God  shine  in  her 
that  men  and  women  listened  with  admiration  to  the 
voice  of  the  holy  child,  and  numbers  were  converted.  In 
a  short  time  Viterbo  was  so  changed,  that  heresy  was 
crushed  out,  and  the  young  men  going  to  their  work 
would  sing  hymns  on  the  wray,  instead  of  the  profanity 
that  used  to  be  on  their  lips.  And  they  felt  so  strong  in 
the  new  grace  infused  into  their  souls  that  all  the  men  of 
Viterbo  rose  up  against  the  bad  Emperor,  and  drove  him 
and  his  army  out  of  their  country. 

The  fame  of  the  Rose  of  Viterbo  spread  abroad  into  all 
the  neighboring  towns,  and  the  inhabitants  came  in  num- 
bers to  hear  her.  She  preached  unceasingly,  calling  on 
them  to  do  penance,  for  evil  days  would  come  again  and 
again,  to  be  true  to  the  Holy  Father  (the  Pope)  and  to 
remember  that  their  religion  was  their  greatest  treasure. 

Now,  my  dear  little  readers,  you  must  think  that  all 
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this  preaching  was  very  hard  work,  especially  when  we 
consider  that  she  fasted  constantly  ;  but  she  was  refreshed 
with  Heavenly  visions.  And  no  living  being  can  imagine 
the  sweetness  and  the  glory  that  God  reveals  to  those 
who,  like  her,  give  up  all  the  delights  of  life  for  his  work. 

After  four  years  the  wicked  Emperor  came  back  with  a 
larger  army,  and  took  the  city  again,  and  established  in 
it  a  governor  as  wicked  as  himself.  This  man,  on  seeing 
how  St.  Rose  had  been  the  means  of  restoring  the  Faith, 
ordered  her  to  be  arrested  and  brought  before  him,  he 
forbade  her  to  preach  any  more,  and  she  replied  :  "  As 
long  as  I  have  breath  in  my  body,  I  will  use  it  to  praise 
God"  ! 

This  made  him  so  furious,  that  he  ordered  her  and  all 
her  family  to  leave  the  city  !  That  very  night  they  left 
their  humble  home  ;  it  was  winter,  and  the  snow  lay  thick 
on  the  mountains,  so  that  they  lost  the  path  in  the  dark- 
ness and  had  to  wander  all  night  in  the  snow.  Rose 
praised  God  for  letting  her  suifer,  and  tried  to  console  and 
encourage  her  poor  parents.  When  daylight  came  they 
found  their  way  to  the  tower  of  Soriano,  where  they  were 
received  with  great  joy  by  the  people  who  had  heard  of 
the  little  preacher. 

She  prophesied  then  that  the  Lord  would  soon  call  the 
apostate  Emperor  to  give  an  account  of  his  cruelty. 

It  happened  just  as  she  predicted  :  before  the  month  was 
ended  he  died.  The  people  of  Viterbo  drove  away  his 
governor,  and  called  back  to  her  native  city  Rose  and  her 
parents.  They  gave  her  a  grand  reception,  all  the  people 
going  out  to  meet  her  ;  but  her  mission  was  ended.  After 
the  Emperor's  death  there  was  no  more  persecution,  the 
people  practiced  their  religion  under  the  charge  of  their 
Pastors.  Rose  lived  in  her  mother's  house  for  nearly 
seven  years  after  her  public  life  ended,  all  the  time  long- 
ing to  see  God,  and  at  length  he  released  her  soul.  When 
she  died  the  be! Is  in  the  churches  rang  of  themselves.  It 
would  fill  a  book  to  tell  all  the  miracles  worked  by  St. 
Rose  during  her  life,  and  after  her  death  ;  when  you  are 
older  you  can  read  them  for  yourselves.  She  lived  just 
seventeen  years  !  Sa)ida  Rosa,  ora  pro  nobis. 


TO  THE   SANCTUARY   LAMP. 


Oh  happy  Lamp  !  how  sweet  'twould  be, 

If  I  could  day  and  night  like  thee, 
Within  this  holy  temple  stay, 

And  burn  my  weary  life  away 
With  love  of  Him  who  for  us  died, 

And  on  our  altars  doth  abide 
To  be  our  comfort,  food  and  stay, 

Our  Life,  our  Truth  and  only  way. 

How  oft,  sweet  Lamp  !  I've  envied  thee, 

Thy  chosen  place,  so  dear  to  me, 
When  kneeling  at  the  sacred  shrine, 

Illumined  by  no  light  save  thine, 
As  day  is  drawing  to  its  close, 

And  nature  sinks  in  sweet  repose, 
'Tis  then  I  love  to  linger  there, 

And  with  thee  thy  sweet  office  share. 

But  if,  dear  Lamp,  I  cannot  stay 

And  watch  with  thee  both  night  and  day 
Oh  may  my  heart  the  vigils  keep, 

E'en  while  my  body's  wrapped  in  sleep 
So  should  the  Bridegroom  come  at  night, 

He'll  lind  my  lamp  still  burning  bright, 
And  may  I  hear  the  summons  sweet  : 

"  Come  rest  forever  at  my  feet  !" 

My  God,  forever  at  Thy  Feet! 

May  I  then  hope  for  rest  so  sweet  ? 
Oh  yes,  if  in  that  little  shrine 

Thou  dwellest  Prisoner  Divine, 
And  even  in  this  faithless  breast, 

Dost  sometimes  deign  to  take  Thy  rest 
I  know  Thou'lt  not  refuse  to  hear 

A  lonely,  homeless  orphan's  prayer. 

My  spirit  longs  to  be  with  Thee. 

Thy  Heart  my  only  home  can  be, 
Yet,  if  near  Thee  both  night  and  day, 

Within  Thy  temple  I  might  stay, 
My  exile  here  would  be  so  sweet, 

Although  no  Father's  smile  I  greet, 
And  though  no  Mother's  form  I  see, 

This  earth  would  be  a  Heaven  to  me. 

But  since  such  bliss  cannot  be  mine, 

I  ask  dear  Lord  thine  aid  divine, 
Oh  save  my  soul  from  dark  despair, 

Then  trusting  to  a  Father's  care, 
"  Thy  will  be  done  "  my  prayer  shall  be, 

Though  dark  the  way,  Thy  hand  I'll  see 
And  leaning  on  Thy  sacred  breast, 

There  find  one  dav  eternal  rest. 


THE  HOLY  WOMEN  AT  THE  SEPULCHRE 

after  a  painting  toy  Ploclchorst. 


THK  SKNTINKI. 


. 


Wherefore  the  Eucharist. 


In  the  present  number  of  the  SKXTINKI,  appears  the  first  of  a 
series  of  adorations  on  the  Reasons  of  the  Eucharist  translated 
from  the  noted  book  on  the  same  subject  by  Rev.  Father  Tesniere, 
a  member  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Most 'Holy  Sacrament. 


I.    ADORATION. 

ECOGNIZE  and  adore  with  all  the  might  of  your 
faith  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  God  and  Man,  really 
present  in  the  Holy  Sacrament.  After  having 
greeted  Him  with  profound  respect,  as  did  the 
shepherds  and  the  magi  in  the  stable  of  Bethlehem, 
prepare  to  conceive  and  be  deeply  convinced  of  this  cap- 
ital truth,  namely  :  that  the  Eucharist  has  been  institut- 
ed to  continue  and  extend  the  great  benefit  of  the  coming 
of  God  on  earth.  You  know  and  profess  the  mystery  of 
the  Incarnation  in  which  the  Word,  the  Second  Person  of 
the  Holy  Trinity,  the  only  Son  of  God  took  the  nature  of 
man,  without  ceasing  to  be  God  and  began  to  dwell 
among  us,  like  unto  one  of  us. 

By  virtue  of  this  fact,  God  Himself,  God  in  Person 
dwelt  bodily  on  earth.  He  ceased  to  be  invisible  and 
unapproachable.  He  was  seen  as  Jesus,  was  approached, 
was  spoken  to,  was  touched  as  Jesus  ;  for  Jesus,  however 
really  man,  was  also  really  God. 

Up  to  that  time  God  was  only  to  be  seen  in  such  im- 
perfect images  of  Himself  as  inanimate  creatures  and 
reasonable  beings.  But  as  Jesus,  he  was  seen  in  his  real 
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ality,  immediately  and  iu  person.  However  continuing 
to  be  diffused  everywhere  through  His  infinite  being  and 
the  universal  action  of  His  power,  He  was  nevertheless 
circumscribed  as  Jesus  :  He  had  a  soul,  a  body,  blood,  a 
heart  and  human  limbs,  those  of  Jesus  ;  He  spoke  and 
asked  through  the  mouth  and  with  the  hands  of  Jesus. 
He  was  one  of  us,  like  unto  us,  born  in  poverty,  from  a 
mother,  like  unto  us.  He  worked,  wearied,  was  hungry 
and  thirsty  like  unto  us.  He  wrought  miracles,  put  at 
the  disposition  of  His  goodness  and  compassion  for 
our  miseries,  His  marvellous  omnipotence  which  com- 
mands sickness,  afflictions  and  death  and  makes  them  re- 
treat. He  preached  the  truth  for  which  human  reason  is 
so  eager,  the  eternal  truth  unalloyed  and  unstained  by 
error  ;  he  spoke  of  God,  of  His  Majesty,  His  Goodness,  His 
Mercifulness  and  our  sublime  destinies.  Jesus  was  God 
come  on  earth,  dwelling  on  it,  trampling  it  under  foot, 
bathing  it  in  His  sweat  before  bathing  it  in  His  Blood  : 
He  had  come  to  reunite  in  Himself  these  two  extremes, 
the  man  sinner  and  God  justly  irritated  :  and  He  recon- 
ciled the  world  with  Himself,  giving  by  His  Presence 
and  His  benefits,  the  pledge  of  the  most  complete  pardon, 
the  assurance  of  a  future  of  peace  and  happiness.  This 
fact  of  the  coming  of  God  on  earth  had  been  expected, 
longed  for  by  the  tribulations  and  sufferings  of  the  crea- 
ture and  of  the  entire  world  during  more  than  forty  cen- 
turies :  it  was  the  work  of  works,  the  gift  of  gifts,  the 
masterpiece  of  the  power  of  God  and  the  greatest  benefit 
of  His  goodness.  Without  this  coming,  the  world  would 
have  rushed  to  eternal  death  through  and  dark  paths  of 
suffering,  sin  and  despair.  Therefore  the  Incarnation  of 
the  Word  is  the  end  and  reason  of  every  thing  in  the 
works  of  God. 

Moreover,  this  great  benefit,  this  matchless  master- 
piece is  still  being  continued  on  earth  by  the  Eucharist. 
By  virtue  of  this  Sacrament,  God  is  Present  in  person,  in 
body  and  in  soul  on  all  points  of  the  globe  :  God  is 
among  us  ;  God  has  dwellings  ;  God  can  be  seen,  ap- 
proached and  addressed  in  prayer  ;  He  sees  us  with  His 
eyes,  hears  us  with  His  ears,  loves  us  with  His  human 
heart  like  unto  ours  :  and  His  Presence  is  not  only  at 


OF  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT  131 

one  point,  as  in  Judea,  but  in  all  points  of  the  globe  at 
the  same  time  ;  it  is  not  to  last  a  few  years  only,  but 
always,  until  the  end  of  the  ages. 

Adore  therefore  with  faith,  with  grateful  love,  the  Sou 
of  God  made  man,  the  Man-God,  the  Word  Incarnate, 
Present  and  living  in  the  Holy  Eucharist  :  believe  in  the 
truth  of  His  power,  in  the  perfection  of  His  life  divine 
and  human  at  the  same  time. 

II.    THANKSGIVING. 

It  is  impossible,  indeed,  to  read  in  the  Gospel  of  the 
innumerable  benefits  the  Saviour  bestowed  on  all  around 
Him,  without  being  envious  of  the  happiness  of  those 
who  could  approach  Him,  see  Him  and  receive  from  Him 
a  word  of  peace  or  miraculous  healing.  His  fellow- 
countrymen  said,  in  their  admiration:  "No  one  speaks 
like  that  man  !  "  and  His  life  on  earth  can  be  summed  up 
in  these  two  words  :  He  went  about  doing  good  :  Tran- 
siit  benefaciendo . 

Now  the  same  Presence  must  produce  the  same  results. 
If  Jesus  continues  and  perpetuates  Himself  on  earth,  He 
will  do  it  with  the  same  power,  the  same  goodness  and 
for  the  same  merciful  and  beueficient  end.  Therefore  it 
can  truly  be  said  that  as  all  blessings  have  been  restored 
to  the  guilty  \vorld  by  the  Incarnation,  all  these  bless- 
ings are  maintained  in  all  times  and  everywhere  by  the 
Eucharist :  since  it  is  the  same  Christ  the  almighty  Son 
of  God,  the  all  merciful  Son  of  the  Virgin  Mother. — 
Truth,  virtue,  order,  peace,  harmony  in  the  temporal 
and  spiritual  world,  a  continuation  of  the  intercourse  of 
earth,  in  spite  of  its  crimes,  with  God  justly  irritated  ; 
everything  is  maintained  for  us,  continued  and  unceas- 
ingly given  by  the  fact  of  the  power  and  admirable  efficacy 
of  the  Presence  of  Jesus  here  b^low  perpetuated  by  the 
Eucharist.  Should  this  great  benefit  disappear  for  one 
moment,  there  would  ensue  in  the  spiritual  world  a  chaos 
worse  than  that  which  wrould  be  caused  by  the  dissolving 
of  the  universe. 

Let  us  therefore  thank  Jesus  for  the  love  that  makes 
Him  dwell  here  below  for  us  and  allows  us  to  enjoy  all 
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the  advantages  of  His  Presence,  as  did  those  who  lived 
with  Him  during  His  mortal  life.  Furthermore,  if  they 
saw  Him  and  heard  Him,  you  eat  Him  in  reality,  par- 
take of,  possess  Him  in  a  manner  far  more  intimate.  To- 
tus  ad  7/sj/s  iwstros  expenses. 

III.     PROPITIATION. 

The  great  crime  of  the  Jews,  at  the  time  of  the  first 
coming  of  God  on  earth,  was  to  thrust  Him  away,  to  re- 
fuse to  recognize  Him  and  notwithstanding  His  benefits, 
to  persecute  Him  unto  death  on  Calvary.  Thence  the 
malediction  pursuing  that  nation  for  nineteen  centuries. 
Alas,  the  great  crime  of  nations  at  the  present  hour,  is 
again  to  refuse  the  God  of  Eucharist,  to  reject  the  means 
of  establishing  His  merciful  reign  and  exercising  it  for 
the  good  of  the  souls.  Ignored,  pursued,  they  would 
expel  Him  from  His  material  temples  after  having  forced 
Him  out  of  the  souls  of  children  and  Christians  of  all  con- 
ditions of  men  by  unbelief.  Oh  !  make  amend  for  this 
great  crime  by  becoming  more  and  more  faithful  to  the 
Kucharist  in  bringing  souls  to  Jesus,  above  all  souls  of 
children. 

IV.    PRAYER. 

Ask  for  the  grace  of  an  ardent,  confident,  hearty  faith 
in  the  great  fact  of  the  Eucharist  perpetuating  for  you  on 
earth  the  Presence  of  the  Word  Incarnate.  Ask  to  be- 
lieve so  easily  and  so  eagerly  that  the  Eucharist  is  Jesus 
in  Person  that  that  truth  should  bring  you  to  Him,  and 
that  His  Presence  should  impress  you  as  deeply  as  if  you 
saw  the  Saviour  in  the  manger,  on  Thabor,  or  on  the 
cross. 

PRACTICE 

Upon  entering  a  church  bow  your  head  before  Jesus  in 
the  Tabernacle,  saying:  "  Thou  art  Christ,  the  Son  of 
the  living  God." 
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XI)   He  led  them  out  as  far  as   Bethania   ;   and 
lifting  up  His  hands,   He  blessed  them.     And 
when  He  had  said  these  things,  while  they  looked 
on,    He  was  raised  up   :   and  a  cloud  received 
Him  out  of  their  sight. 

And  while  they  were  beholding  Him  going  up  to  Hea- 
vim,  behold  two  men  stood  by  them  in  white  garments. 
Who  also  said  :  Ye  men  of  Galilee,  why  stand  you 
looking  up  to  heaven  ?  This  Jesus  who  is  taken  up  from 
you  into  heaven,  shall  so  come  as  you  have  seen  Him 
going  into  Heaven. 

XXIII,  50  ;  —  ACTS,  I,  9.) 
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A  Memory  that  Time  Never  Dims. 


'IRST  Communion  !  Only  two  words,  but  how  much 
they  mean  !  More  than  even  an  angel  can  tell.  What 
joy  reigns  in  a  household,  where  a  child  is  about  to 
receive  the  Holy  Eucharist  for  the  first  time  !  To 
the  mother  it  seems  as  if  the  sun  never  shone  more 
brightly  than  on  the  day  that  the  spotless  Lamb  of  God 
is  to  enter  the  heart  of  her  own  little  lamb  whom  He  has 
given  her  and  whose  innocence  He  comes  to  seal  so 
sweetly. 

At  the  church,  be  it  the  poorest  village  chapel  with 
only  the  wild  flowers  of  the  fields  to  grace  the  altar,  the 
scene  is  one  which  angels  must  be  glad  to  look  upon. 

The  little  white-robed  figures,  the  tiny  heads  bowed  in 
prayer,  crowned  with  the  veils  that  seem  like  a  halo  of 
purity,  the  sweet  faces  in  which  a  light  shines  that  is  not- 
of  earth,  tell  us  that  blessed  indeed  are  the  pure  of  heart. 

Imagine  your  joy,  dear  children,  had  you  visited  the 
stable  at  Bethlehem  and  St.  Joseph  had  placed  the  Infant 
Saviour  in  your  arms.  What  awe  would  have  filled  your 
souls  !  How  reverently  you  would  have  pressed  the  wee 
divine  Form  to  your  breast  !  You  would  have  wished 
you  could  adore  Him  as  the  angels  did  as  they  chanted 
their  hymn  of  praise  at  the  moment  of  His  birth.  The 
memory  of  that  unspeakable  honor  would  have  lingered 
with  you  always  and  made  you  holy. 

On  the  morning  of  your  First  Communion,  dear  little 
ones,  when  you  kneel  at  the  altar- rail  and  the  priest  gives 
you  the  sacred  Host,  it  will  be  as  if  you  were  kneeling  at 
the  stable-cave  with  St.  Joseph  giving  the  divine  Babe 
into  your  embrace.  It  is  the  same  Jesus,  who  is  coming 
to  you  ;  only,  He  hides  His  glory  more  utterly  than  He 
did  in  infancy,  so  that  you  will  not  be  afraid. 

Instead  of  His  foster-father  it  will  be  His  priest  who 
will  give  Him  to  you.  Instead  of  His  Virgin  Mother's 
immaculate  arms  it  shall  be  your  souls  that  will  enthrone 
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Him.  Your  hearts,  instead  of  the  manger,  shall  be  His 
resting-place.  Be  very  careful,  dear  children,  that  He 
does  not  find  them  stained  with  ugly,  faults  that  will  hurt 
His  love  more  than  the  prickly  straw  of  the  rough  crib, 
hurt  His  sacred  flesh.  Ask  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St. 
Joseph  who  grieved  at  the  inability  to  render  His  visible 
birth-place  a  more  fit  abode  for  His  glory,  to  prepare  the 
sacred  birth-place  of  your  hearts,  so  lovingly,  that  He 
will  be  able  to  rest  there. 

By  their  f  tender  pleadings  they  will  help  you  to 
become  so  humble,  patient  and  kind,  that  Jesus  will  be 
able,  in  truth,  to  rest  in  your  hearts.  Your  faith  and 
love  will  help  to  give  Him  back  the  glory  of  which  many 
who  do  not  know  or  care  for  Him,  rob  Him.  He  will  feel 
that  you  are  indeed,  the  little  lambs  of  His  fold  whom  He 
must  shelter  beneath  the  shadow  of  His  love  each  day. 
Oh,  think,  dear  children,  how  He  honors  you.  Shall 
the  tongue  upon  which  Jesus  has  deigned  to  rest  more 
humbly  than  He  did  upon  the  straw  utter  unkind,  un- 
truthful words?  Can  the  heart  that  has  been  united  to 
the  Sacred  -Heart  of  Jesus  shelter  uncharitable,  unholy 
feelings  ?  With  what  tenderness  will  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  St.  Joseph  look  do\vn  upon  you  as  you  kneel  at  the 
altar-rail  !  All  the  angels  and  saints,  your  friends  in 
Heaven  and  on  earth,  will  rejoice  with  you.  Your  Guar- 
dian Angels  will  join  you  in  adoring  welcome  as  your 
Saviour  enters  your  little  hearts.  They  will  pray  that 
you  will  never  sully  by  sin  the  robe  of  grace  with  which 
He  will  adorn  you  at  that  moment.  The  whiteness  of 
your  veils,  the  lilies  about  you,  are  but  faint  shadows  of 
the  purity  with  which  He  clothes  your  souls.  The  light 
of  the  waxen  candles,  the  fragranc^  of  the  incense  as  it 
floats  upwards,  tell  you  of  thj  faith  and  love  that 
must  burn  away  all  imperfection  and  keep  you  His  very 
own  forever.  Ask  your  divine  Guest,  to  shield  you  from 
all  deliberate  sin.  Tell  Him  you  wish  to  be  true  to  Him 
always.  Ask  Him  to  help  you  to  love  Him  so  much 
that  you  will  not  bear  to  grieve  Him,  and  Jesus  will  know 
your  wish  and  bless  it  a  hundredfold  and  give  you  the 
fulness  of  His  benediction. 
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DOMINUS   MEUS  ET  DEUS  MEUS  ! 

After  the  painting  by  SCHONNHER. 
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ST.  THOMAS 
and  the  Holy  Eucharist. 


?  ELEANOR  C.  DONNELLY.      J 

-:-       ^"B;E  Put  his  finger  in  the  nail-prints  place, 
+         W\  He  thrust  his  hand  into  the  open  Side  ; 
*5JJjl  Then,  looking  up  into  his  Master's  face, 

"  Dominus  mens,  Deus  ineus  !  "  cried.  % 

* 

"  Ah  !  Thomas,  "  gently  spake  the  Risen  One, 
"  Thou  hast  believed  because  thou  hast  beheld  — 
Blessed  are  they,  who  have  not  seen  the  Son, 
Yet  have  believed  "—  by  faith  alone  impelled. 

Beloved  !  in  Thy  Sacrament  Divine, 
We  see  Thee  not  writh  these,  the  body's  eyes  ; 
Beneath  the  Eucharistic  Bread  and  Wine, 
Our  senses  may  not  pierce  Thy  love's  disguise. 

Yet,  with  adoring  worship  in  the  Host, 

We  hail  Thee  Lord  and  God,  by  faith  perceived  ; 

Grant  us  the  blessing  (that  St.  Thomas  lost),  * 

Of  those  who  have  not  seen  yet  have  believed  ! 


10 
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ROMAN  MEMORIES 

ST.    PHILIP    NERI. 
1515—1595- 

E.   McAuuFFE. 

?N  this  lovely  month  of  our  L,ady  the  Church  honors 
many  of  her  faithful  children,  who  during  their  lives 
here  below,  gave  up  all  the  seductions  of  worldly 
pleasure  to  tread  the  hard  and  thorny  paths  which 
lead  to  everlasting  life. 

On  the  26th  of  May  is  celebrated  the  feast  of  St.  Philip 
Neri,  whose  life  is  so  full  of  wonders  that  it  would  be 
impossible  in  a  small  space  to  do  more  than  call  attention 
to  the  subject,  hoping  thereby  to  lead  my  readers  to  seek 
a  detailed  account  of  the  life  of  this  glorious  saint. 

Florence,  the  most  beautiful  city  in  Italy,  perhaps  in 
the  world,  was  his  birthplace.  His  parents  belonged  to 
illustrious  families,  we  read  of  them  :  (<  they  lived  in  the 
fear  of  God,  and  the  practice  of  his  commandments  !  " 
A  short  eulogy  but  how  much  it  embraces  !  The  young 
Philip  was  educated  at  Rome,  and  on  finishing  his  college 
course  his  father  wished  him  to  enter  the  commercial 
house  of  his  uncle  in  order  to  require  the  knowledge 
necessary  for  business  :  but  the  youthful  aspirant  for 
heavenly  honors  could  not  bend  his  mind  to  the  sordid 
heaping  up  of  the  riches  which  perish.  In  vain  his  uncle 
promised  to  make  him  his  heir,  nothing  could  shake  his 
resolution  to  live  for  God  alone  ! 

He  went  back  to  Rome  writh  the  consent  of  his  parents 
and  took  a  course  of  philosophy  and  theology  ;  in  his 
studies  he  outstripped  all  his  companions,  because  he  was 
free  from  all  the  distractions  of  pleasure.  Already  the 
sanctity  of  his  life  was  manifest  ;  he  fasted  continually, 
he  spent  whole  nights  in  prayer  ;  and  in  those  hours  of 
the  day  when  youths  of  his  age  were  wont  to  seek  amuse- 
ment, his  delight  was  to  be  with  the  sick  in  the  hospi- 
tals, comforting  and  assisting  them.  His  good  father 
supplied  him  plentifully  with  means  for  his  charities. 
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After  the  ordination  the  sphere  of  his  labors  was  enlarged; 
he  was  eagerly  sought  as  a  confessor,  having  the  gift  of 
discerning  the  condition  of  souls.  The  gift  of  miracles  was 
his  in  an  extraordinary  degree  ;  the  touch  of  his  hand 
being  enough  to  cure  frightful  ulcers,  etc.  St.  Charles 
Borromeo,  and  St.  Ignatius  had  great  love  and  veneration 
for  him  ;  the  former  of  one  occasion  begged  to  be  per- 
mitted to  kiss  his  hands  —  those  blessed  hands,  at  whose 
contact  pain  and  disease  fled  ! 

Pope  Clement  VIII  honored  the  great  gifts  of  the  saint  by 
paying  a  like  homage  to  him,  publicly  kissing  the  hands 
that  had  wrought  such  wonders  for  the  glory  of  God  ! 

I  will  not  dwell  here  on  the  great  foundation  of  the 
"Congregation  of  the  Oratory"  which  to  this  day  is 
gaining  souls  from  error  ;  all  that  is  fully  described  in 
the  "Life  of  St  Philip  Neri",  but  I  will  confine  myself  to 
the  account  of  one  miracle. 

Among  the  noble  and  princely  families  of  Rome  there 
is  not  one  to  take  precedence  of  the  Massimo.  In  the  time 
of  St.  Philip  they  held,  as  they  do  now,  the  highest  place 
under  the  rule  of  the  Pontiffs.  St.  Philip  was  an  intimate 
friend  of  the  family,  and  it  happened  that  while  he  was  ab- 
sent from  Rome,  a  son  of  the  house  fell  dangerously  ill.  He 
called  unceasingly  for  St.  Philip,  but  died  before  his  arrival. 

When  the  saint  entered  the  room  and  saw  the  parents 
and  relatives  weeping  around  the  bed,  he  called  the  young 
man  by  name  :  ' '  Fabricius  Massimo  ' '  !  who  immediately 
sat  up,  and  with  great  joy  received  the  sacreinents  from 
his  hand.  The  saint  then  asked  him  if  he  wished  to  live, 
to  which  he  replied  that  he  would  much  rather  die  than 
risk  the  loss  of  his  soul  amid  all  the  occasions  of  sin  which 
he  foresaw  in  this  life.  Then  closing  his  eyes,  while  the 
saint  blessed  him  he  entered  into  his  eternal  rest  ! 

This  miracle  was  performed  on  the  1 6th  of  March  in  the 
Massimo  Palazzo  at  Rome,  and  the  anniversary  has  been, 
and  still  continues  to  be  kept  as  a  great  feast  in  the  Mas- 
simo family.  I  had  the  happpiness  of  being  present  at  the 
celebration  a  few  years  ago.  Masses  commences  at  5  A.M. 
in  the  private  chapel  of  the  palace  (called  the  chapel  of 
St.  Philip  Neri)  and  continue  without  intermission  until 
noon.  The  palace  doors  stand  wide  open,  all  Rome  may 
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enter  and  assist  at  the  religious  ceremonies.  The  chapel  is 
on  the  second  floor,  and  as  you  walk  up  the  broad  marble 
stairs  and  through  several  long  passages,  hung  with  rich 
tapestries,  and  lined  with  men  servants  in  the  gorgeous 
livery  of  the  House,  you  get  a  never-to-be-forgotten 
glimpse  of  medieval  grandeur. 

The  servants  point  out  the  direction  for  the  visitors  to 
follow,  otherwise  they  are  motionless  ;  a  double  line  of 
living  statues  ! 

The  chapel  is  magnificent,  all  the  altar  plate  of  pure  gold, 
the  vestments  and  altar  furniture  rich  beyond  expression. 
The  Massimo  palace  was  built  early  in  the  i6th  century,  the 
chapel  of  St.  Philip  Nery  was  originallya  sleeping  room, 
the  identical  room  in  which  the  miracle  was  performed. 

And  now  I  must  say  a  word  about  the  family  so  favored 
by  Heaven.  The  Present  princess  Massimo, whom  we  knew 
personally,  devotes  her  whole  life  to  good  works  ;  she  is  a 
mother  to  the  poor,  the  mainstay  of  the  papal  authority. 
In  appearance  she  is  tall  and  noble  looking,  the  words  of 
Longfellow  describing  a  heroine  might  be  addressed  to 
her  :  ' '  Every  step,  every  attitude  inspired  by  the  soul 

within And  what  a  soul  is  here  !     A  temple 

dedicated  to  Heaven,  and  like  the  Pantheon,  lighted  only 
from  above.  And  earthly  passions  are  no  longer  there,  but 
the  sweet  and  thoughtful  faces  of  Christ,  and  the  Virgin 
Mary,  and  the  saints." 

A  very  interesting  book  entitled  "  Society  in  Rome  " 
came  out  during  our  stay  ;  it  was  written  by  a  Russian 
diplomat  attached  to  the  corps  of  the  Quirinal  ;  and,  in 
the  chapters  on  "  L,e  Corps  Diplomatique  "  and  "  Le 
Grand  Monde  ' '  he  pays  a  glowing  tribute  to  the  virtuous 
ladies  of  the  ' '  Black  Court  " .  Of  the  princess  Massimo 
he  writes  :  "I  cannot  call  to  mind  a  face  that  combines 
so  much  nobility,  dignity  and  sweetness  as  that  of  the 

Princess  Massimo She  has  brought  up  her 

children  admirably  ....  Notwithstanding  his  near 
relationship  to  the  King  the  Prince  Massimo  is  noir  sur 
noir,  and  in  this  the  Princess  encourages  him.  Almost  all 
the  sovereigns  of  Europe  are  near  relations  of  the  Prince 
and  Princess  Massimo." 

St.  Philip  Neri  was cannonised  by  Gregory  XIV  in  1662. 
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A  New  Eucharistic  Throne. 


)E  quote  from  the  Montreal  edition  of  Le 
Petit  Messager  du  Tres  Saint  Sacrament 
the  following  :  "It  is  scarcely  three  months 
since  we  announced  the  foundation  in  New 
York  of  a  house  of  our  Institute  and  the 
inauguration  of  the  perpetual  Exposition 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  the  great  American  metro- 
polis. Now,  it  is  Turin,  one  of  the  most  ancient  cities 
of  old  Europe,  that  welcomes  and  acclaims  the  sons  of 
Father  Eymard  coming  to  favor  it  with  the  same  gift. — 
Turin,  which  already  gloried  in  being  called  the  City  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  will  hereafter  deserve  that  name 
by  virtue  of  a  new  title.  Henceforth  the  King  of  the 
Host  will  have  within  its  walls  a  sanctuary  and  a 
throne,  where  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  the  night  will 
go  up  towards  Him  adoration,  prayer,  and  whence  shall 
flow  without  interruption  the  stream  of  His  graces. 

The  Italia  Reale  tells  the  happy  tidings :  "In  the 
midst  of  the  general  joy,  the  parish  of  Santa  Maria  di 
Piazza  celebrated  on  Sunday  last,  February  loth,  the 
solemn  coming  of  a  new  pastor,  the  Rev.  Father  Lanza- 
Reorda,  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Most  Holy  Sacra- 
ment. 

A  vast  multitude  crowded  in  the  church  and  in  the 
neighborhood  when,  escorted  by  a  deputation  of  the  prin- 
cipal inhabitants  of  the  parish,  the  Reverend  Father  arriv- 
ed at  the  door  of  the  temple,  welcomed  by  the  cheering 
of  the  crowd  and  the  joyous  harmony  of  the  sacred 
chimes. 

The  Rev.  Abbe  Paul  Cottiuo  read  an  address  of  wel- 
come to  the  new  rector,  who  answered  feelingly  in  a  few 
words.  Putting  on  afterwards  the  surplice,  the  stole  and 
the  hood  and  accompanied  by  Mgr.  Michel  Lotted, 
his  predecessor,  he  advanced  near  the  altar  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  and  having  knelt  down  in  adoration, 
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began  the  prayers  and  rites  of  the  visit  of  the  church 
whilst  a  select  orchestra  discoursed  sweet  music. 

After  the  visit,  the  Rev.  Father  ascended  to  the  pulpit, 
and,  thanking  his  new  children  for  their  festival  welcome, 
explained  in  a  few  words  the  end  and  object  of  his 
mission.  To  maintain  and  develop  the  Christian  spirit, 
especially  by  means  of  the  Eucharist,  the  source  and  focus 
of  Christian  life,  such  would  be  his  constant  effort  with 
the  help  of  his  brethren  in  religion.  And  in  order  to 
render  his  efforts  more  efficacious,  he  would  establish  our 
Lord  Himself  as  first  pastor  of  the  parish  by  leading  Him  to 
a  throne  always  surrounded  with  homage  and  reverence, 
and  giving  Him  the  means  of  acting  directly  on  souls. 

The  Te  Deum  was  then  alternately  chanted  by  the 
choir  and  the  congregation.  This  beautiful  ceremony 
ended  by  Solemn  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
left  on  all  hearts  a  pious  and  profound  impression. 

During  a  few  weeks,  the  exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament will  only  take  place  for  three  hours  a  day  ;  but  it 
will  soon  last  all  day  ;  and  later  on,  when  the  number  of 
friars  will  allow,  will  become  perpetual. 


Items  of  Interest. 


The  People's  Eucharistic  League  will  hold  three  cel- 
ebrations of  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi  this  year  :  the 
usual  reunion  of  Local  Centres  at  the  Cathedral,  at  4.30 
P.  M.,  on  June  6th  ;  the  Men's  reunionon  Sunday,  June 
9th  at  8  P.  M.,  and  the  Brooklyn  reunion  on  June  6th  at 
St.  Augustine's  Church,  under  the  direction  of  Rev.  W.  E. 
McCarty,  Diocesan  Director. 


The  Editor  of  the  SENTINEL  is  forced  to  beg  the   kind 
indulgence  of  its  readers  for  the  numerous  errors  in   the 
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April  number,  resulting  from  an  accident  in  the  transmis- 
sion of  the  printer's  proofs.  An  editor  has  his  own  pecu- 
liar trials,  as  in  the  present  case,  where  the  Editorial  in 
the  April  SENTINEL  was  by  the  omission  of  the  conclud- 
ing page  of  the  Mss.  "  rendered  null  and  void." 


We  regret  that  the  churches  have  not  yet  forwarded  to 
the  SENTINEL  the  greatly  desired  reports  in  regard  to  the 
Nocturnal  Adoration,  kept  up  at  so  many  Centres  on 
Holy  Thursda}^.  Next  year  we  shall  hope  by  organizing 
a  regular  literary  staff  of  correspondents  in  each  Local 
Centre,  to  receive  in  time  the  items  of  eucharistic  news 
from  which  to  form  general  reports  of  interest. 


The  celebration  of  Holy  Thursday  in  the  church  of  the 
Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  New  York  was  im- 
pressive and  beautiful.  One  could  scarcely  believe  that 
in  the  few  months  that  the  Community  has  been  esta- 
blished here,  so  much  could  have  been  accomplished. 
The  altar  was  decorated  with  the  most  exquisite  care 
and  was  brilliant  with  lights  and  flowers.  And  the  church 
is  overcrowded  with  reverent  worshippers  at  all  the  daily 
services. 


WASHINGTON  NOTE?. —  At  St.  Patrick's  Centre  in 
Washington,  the  devotion  of  Holy  Thursday  was  most 
beautifully  observed.  Throughout  the  whole  day  and 
early  evening  the  Repository  was  visited  by  nearly  a 
thousand  members  of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League, 
most  of  whom  made  an  hour's  adoration  ;  and  from 
midnight  until  morning  the  men  of  associatesmade  the 
Nocturnal  Adoration,  about  forty  men  being  present  every 
hour. 

It  was  a  remarkable  and  edifying  sight,  and  one  long 
to  be  remembered  by  the  Catholics  of  Washington. 
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A  FIRST  DIOCESAN  CENTRE. — The  appointment  of  a 
Diocesan  Centre  in  Brooklyn  as  a  point  of  reunion  for  the 
associates  of  the  Local  Centres,  is  in  accordance  with  the 
primary  plan  of  development  suggested  some  years  ago 
for  the  People's  Eucharistic  League.  There  are  now 
four  Local  Centres  in  Brooklyn,  St.  Augustine's,  St. 
Agnes',  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes'  and  St.  Jane  de  Chantal's 
Church,  and  the  associates  are  numerous  and  devoted. 
Some  hundreds  have  attended  the  General  Reunion  in 
New  York,  and  the  Local  officers  have  been  represented 
at  the  Councils  held  by  the  Central  Committee  at  the 
Cathedral.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  McDonnell  has  lately 
appointed  the  Church  of  St.  Augustine  in  Stirling  Place, 
as  the  Diocesan  Centre  of  union  and  chosen  the  pastor 
Rev.  W.  E.  McCarty,  as  Director  of  the  Brooklyn  con- 
tingent. The  Brooklyn  Associates  will  assemble  at  St. 
Augustine's  Church  on  the  afternoon  of  June  6th,  the 
Feast  of  Corpus  Christi,  and  will  take  part  in  the  Solemn 
Procession  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  The  ceremonies 
will  be  similar  to  those  of  the  New  York  celebrations. 
Benedictions  being  given  at  the  various  altars.  A  Dioce- 
san Board  will  shortly  be  appointed  to  take  charge  of  the 
derails  of  this  celebration  and  to  represent  the  general 
interests  of  the  Brooklyn  Centres-  This  Board  will  con- 
vene Semi  Annual  Councils  of  the  Local  Presidents  and 
Vice- Presidents  and  will  forward  its  reports  and  submit 
its  final  decisions  to  the  Central  Committee  of  the 
People's  Eucharistic  League. 


The  total  number  of  "  Priest  Adorers"  (Pretres  Ado- 
rateurs)  as  registered  to  date  in  the  world  is  65,000. 
Allowing  for  the  decrease  by  death  or  other  reasons, 
the  total  as  given  by  Rev.  A.  Tesniere,  at  the  General 
Reunion  of  the  Pretres  Adorateurs  in  Paris,  on  Jan. 
6th  1900,  is  48,000.  The  city  of  Paris  has  18,000  active 
members.  There  are  about  3,200  members  in  the  United 
States. 
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More  than  24,000  adorers  participated  during  the  past 
vear  in  the  Nocturnal  Adoration  at  Montmartre. 


The  Holy  Father  has  deigned  to  present  to  the  Cathe- 
dral of  St.  Peter  at  Bologna,  the  golden  chalice  used  by 
His  Holiness,  when  celebrating  the  Midnight  Mass  on 
Dec.  3ist.  IQOI,  the  first  hour  of  the  new  century. 


The  Semi  Annual  Council  of  Presidents  and  Vice-Pre- 
sidents of  the  People's  Eucharistic  League  will  be  held  in 
the  Cathedral  Sacristy,  on  Wednesday  May  1 5th  at  u 
A.  M.  The  tickets  for  the  Corpus  Christi  Celebration  will 
be  distributed  at  this  meeting. 


The  Cathedral  is  organizing  a  Men's  Branch  of  the  Eu- 
charistic League  and  begins  with  160  Associates. 

The  Men's  Advisory  Board  are  doing  good  work  and 
have  admitted  several  new  members,  Mr  Pierson,  Mr 
Louis  V.  O' Donahue,  Mr  Michael  Pardee,  were  recently 
elected  to  memberships.  Mr  Charles  P.  Davis  has  accep- 
ted the  position  of  Corresponding  Secretary.  The  Advi- 
sory Board  will  take  charge  of  the  Men's  Reunion,  on 
June  9th  at  the  Cathedral. 


The  Children's  Hour. 


An  infant  apostle. 


PROTKSTANT  lady  called  at  the  home  of  the  Sisters* 
//  adjoining  the  little  parochial  school,  and  asked  if 


they  could  take  "  Baby" —  a  boy  of  nine  years- 
in  their  school  for  the  coming  year.  The  lady 
proceeded  unasked  to  tell  the  reason  why  she 
desired  to  have  her  boy  with  the  Sisters.  One  day 
when  Baby  was  playing  in  the  kitchen,  the  mother 
started  a  confidential,  affectionate  chat,  just  to  enter- 
tain the  child  and  make  a  test  of  his  affection  and  devo- 
tion. "  Baby,"  said  the  mother,  "  is  there  any  one  you 
love  more  than  you  love  me  ?  "  '  Yes,  "  replied  the  boy. 
The  mother  was  a  little  startled  and  said  :  "  Well,  my 
dear,  who  is  it  ?  "  "Why",  "  continued  the  child,  keep- 
ing on  with  his  play,  "  God,  of  course."  "  Oh  !  to  be 
sure,  "  responded  the  mother  in  silent  wonder,  for  she 
knew  she  had  been  indifferent  to  the  child's  religious  train- 
ing. Without  any  manifestation  of  her  surprise,  the 
mother  went  on  to  say  :  "  But,  Baby,  I  come  next  after 
God,  do  I  not  ?  "  "No,"  replied  the  youngster,  "there 
is  another  "  "Who  is  it  ?"  the  mother  said.  "Jesus," 
said  Baby  ;  don't  you  know,  mamma,  that  Jesus  died  for 
me  ?  "  The  child  did  not  fully  know  or  understand  the 
Divinity  or  Christ.  The  mother  was  still  pleased,  though 
very  much  surprised.  So  long  as  the  affection  of  the  child 
was  not  given  to  any  creature  she  was  satisfied.  However, 
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she  persevered  in  her  questions.  "  Is  there  any  one  else 
you  love  more  than  me  ?  I  am  sure  I  must  come  after 
Jesus?  "  Frankly  and  teasingly  he  threw  his  bright, 
young  and  innocent  eyes  to  his  mother's  face,  and  said  : 
"  Only  one  more,  mamma."  The  boy  put  aside  his  play- 
things, went  over  to  his  mother,  put  his  arms  around  her 
neck,  drew  her  head  to  him,  and  whispered  in  her  ear  : 
"  I  love  Mary,  the  mother  of  Jesus  ;  and  you,  mamma, 
come  next  to  Mary." 

The  mother  was  moved  to  tears,  and,  after  hugging  her 
child  with  unusual  affection,  proceeded  to  question  him  as 
to  where  he  got  his  information  about  Jesus  and  Mary. 
It  was  from  a  little  Catholic  playmate  who  had  been 
attending  the  Sisters'  school  just  four  mouths. 

Every  child  that  goes  forth  from  the  parochial  school 
is  an  apostle,  and,  God  knows,  the  country  needs  apos- 
tles. 


;.>.  .0.  .0.  .< 


Grandmother. 


^  RANDMOTHER  is   very   old,  her    face   is  wrinkled, 
and  her  hair  is  quite  whit  2 ;  but  her  eyes  are  like 


,  two  stars,  and  they  have  a  mild,  gentle  expression 
in  them,  when  they  look  at  you,  that  does  you 
good.  She  wears  a  dress  of  rich  heavy  silk,  with 
large  flowers  worked  on  it  ;  and  it  rustles  when  she 
moves.  And  then  she  can  tell  the  most  wonderful 
stories  !  Grandmother  knows  a  great  deal,  for  she  was 
alive  before  father  and  mother,  that's  quite  certain. 
She  has  a  prayer-book,  with  large  silver  clasps,  in 
which  she  often  reads ;  and  in  the  book,  between  the 
leaves,  lies  a  rose,  quite  flat  and  dry  ;  it  is  not  so  pretty 
as  the  roses  that  are  standing  in  the  glass,  and  yet  she 
smiles  at  it  most  pleasantly  and  tears  even  come  into  her 
eyes. 
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« 

1 '  I  wonder  why  grandmother  looks  at  the  withered 
flower  in  the  old  book  in  that  way.  Do  you  know?" 
Why,  when  grandmother's  tears  fall  upon  the  rose  and 
she  is  looking  at  it,  the  rose  revives  and  fills  the  room 
with  its  fragrance  ;  the  walls  vanish  as  in  a  mist,  and  all 
around  her  is  the  glorious  green  wood,  where  in  summer 
the  sunlight  streams  through  the  thick  foliage ;  and 
grandmother,  wiry,  she  is  young  again  !  a  charming 
maiden,  fresh  as  a  rose,  with  round,  rosy  cheeks,  fair 
bright  ringlets,  and  a  figure  pretty  and  graceful  ;  but  the 
eyes,  those  mild,  saintly  eyes,  are  the  same, — they  have 
been  left  to  grandmother.  At  her  side  sits  a  young  man, 
tall  and  strong  ;  he  gives  her  a  rose  and  she  smiles. 
Grandmother  cannot  smile  like  that  now. 

Yes,  she  is  smiling  at  the  memory  of  that  day,  and 
many  thoughts  and  recollections  of  the  past ;  but  the 
handsome  young  man  is  gone,  and  the  rose  has  withered 
in  the  old  book  and  grandmother  is  sitting  there,  an  old 
woman,  looking  down  at  the  withered  rose  in  the  book. 

Grandmother  is  dead  now.  She  had  been  sitting  in  her 
arm  chair,  telling  us  a  beautiful  tale,  and  when  it  was 
finished  she  said  she  was  tired,  and  leaned  her  head  back 
to  sleep  awhile.  We  could  hear  her  gentle  breathing  as 
she  slept ;  gradually  it  became  quieter  and  calmer,  and 
on  her  countenance  beamed  happiness  and  peace.  It  was 
as  if  lighted  up  with  a  ray  of  sunshine,  she  smiled  once 
more.  Then  people  said  she  was  dead.  She  was  beautiful 
in  the  white  folds  of  the  shrouded  linen,  though  her  eyes 
were  closed  ;  but  every  wrinkle  had  vanished,  her  hair 
looked  white  and  silvery  and  around  her  mouth  lingered 
a  sweet  smile.  The  prayer-book,  in  which  the  rose  still 
lay,  was  placed  under  her  head,  for  so  she  had  wished  it. 

HANS  CHRISTIAN  ANDERSEN. 
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The  Children's  Hymn  for  May. 


E.   MCAUUFFE. 

Holy  Virgin,  holy  mother  of  our  Saviour  and  our  King  ! 
Accept  thy  children's  offerings,  the  fairest  flowers  of  Spring — 
Let  us  lay  them  gentle  mother  'neath  thy  pure  and  sacred  feet, 
With  our  prayers  and  with  our  praises,  thy  all  loving  looks  to 

[meet  ! 

All  our  young  hearts'  love  we're  bringing 
With  the  first  flowers  of  the  year  ; 
While  thy  praises  we  are  singing 
Gentle  Mother,  tend  thine  ear. — 

Ever  glorious  mother,  from  thy  throne  of  bliss  on  High  ; 
O,  teach  thy  little  children  from  all  earthly  love  to  fly  ; 
Take  the  hearts  we  now  have  given  and  make  them  all  thine 

[own, 
And  present  them  as  our  offering  before  thy  Son's  bright  throne  ! 

Let  the  flowers  brightly  springing 
Emblems  of  thy  virtues  be, 
And  soft  breezes  while  we're  singing 
Waft  their  incense  unto  thee  ! 

Meek  and  holy  Virgin  Mother,  like  the  lily  thou  wert  fair, 
And  hidden  like  the  violet  thy  wondrous  virtues  were  ; 
O,  make  thy  children  like  thee,  that  in  Heaven  we  may  see, 
And  love  and  praise  for  endless  time  our  Saviour  born  of  thee  ! 

Glad  echoes  now  come  ringing 
From  o'er  the  earth  and  sea  ; 
While  all  nature  joins  us  bringing 
Their  offerings  to  thee  ! 
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OR 

THE  THANKFUfc  HEART.  * 

By  FRANCIS  E.  CROMPTON, 

Copyright  by  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co.,  NEW-  YORK. 


(Continued.} 


"  But  I  suppose  it  was  a  long  time  ago,  when  you  were 
only  a  little  old?  "  suggested  Miss  Nancy.  "  You  didn't 
live  here  then,  did  you?  " 

"  No,  I  came  to  be  your  father's  tutor,  when  his  father 
died,  and  he  went  to  stay  at  Willmeadow,  before  he  went 
to  college. ' ' 

' '  Then  you  must  have  lived  with  aunt  Norreys,  and 
mother  and  daddy  at  Willmeadow.  I  know  about  that  ; 
sometimes  Aunt  Norreys  tells  me  stories  of  it. 

"  No,  I  went  away  too." 

"  Mother  came  to  be  here  after  that.  But  she  died,  I 
think,  a  good  many  years  ago,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  vague- 
ly. "  Did  you  know  that  she  died? " 

' '  Yes,  answered  the  rector,  "I  —  knew  — 

And  at  this  very  moment  Trimmer  came  up  the  walk, 
avenging.  There  could,  perhaps,  be  few  things  more 
mortifying  to  a  lady  than  to  be  followed  when  she  has  set 
out  to  pay  a  call  of  some  ceremony,  to  be  caught  just 
when  the  conversation  begins  to  be  easy,  and  to  be  drag- 
ged back  home  in  the  full  light  of  day.  In  vain  did  the 
rector  try  to  intercede  for  poor  little  Miss  Nancy,  in  pity 
for  her  crimsom  cheeks ;  it  was  in  vain  ;  Trimmer  was 
respectful,  but  obdurate,  and  drove  the  culprit  away  be- 
fore her,  as  being  in  disgrace,  and  to  be  made  to  feel  it. 
But  Miss  Nancy  always  did  think  that  Trimmer  might  at 
least  have  waited  until  they  had  got  outside  the  rectory 

*  By  kind  permission  of  E.  P.  Button  &  Co. 
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gate  before  she  shook  her.  Only  slightly,  it  is  true,  but 
the  ignominy  was  the  same ;  and  in  mute  anguish  of 
mind  Miss  Nancy  was  conducted  into  the  presence  of 
Aunt  Norreys,  to  make  a  full  confession. 

"  Arminel,"  said  Aunt  Norreys,  adjusting  her  gold 
glasses,  "  I  am  astonished,  perfectly  astonished.  Imme- 
diately tell  me  the  truth.  Where  have  you  been,  and 
what  have  you  been  doing  ?  ' ' 

"  I  have  been  to  call  at  the  rectory,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
with  bitter  tears,  but  making  searching  efforts  after  strict 
truth.  "The  rector  was  in  the  garden,  and  he  is  very 
like  an  apostle." 

"  Arminel,  what  are  you  saying?  " 

;<  I  mean,  he  has  hair  long  like  an  apostle's,  and  I  be- 
lieve it  is  the  Apostle  John,  but  an  old  hat,  a  very  old 
hat,  older  than  daddy's,"  sobbed  Miss  Nancy.  I  went 
to  see  him  because  he  came  to  see  me,  for  it  was  to  see 
only  me,  whatever  Trimmer  says.  We  walked  about  the 
garden,  and  saw  the  things  growing,  and  we  talked  a 
little." 

"  Arminel,  what  did  you  say  to  the  rector  !  "  demand- 
ed Aunt  Norreys,  with  some  natural  dread  of  what  might 
come  next. 

l<  I  do  not  think  I  said  anything  at  all  naughty,  I  do 
not  remember  it,"  sobbed  Miss  Nancy.  "We  talked 
about  daddy,  and  the  rector  said  he  knew  mother  a  long 
time  ago.  But  then  Trimmer  came.  I  think  he  hadn't 
minded  that  I  went,  I  do  think  he  hadn't.  He  said  I  did 
him  a  great  honor." 

"  Arminel,  do  not  be  absurd,"  said  Aunt  Norreys. 

At  which  point  Miss  Nancy  fell  into  an  unintelligible 
abyss  of  shame  and  grief,  and  was  sent  upstairs  in  dis- 
grace ;  more  as  a  preventive  measure  for  the  future,  than 
as  actual  punishment  for  the  past,  but  a  consolation 
rather  poor  in  itself,  and  not  pointed  out  to  Miss  Nancy, 
nor  perceived  by  her. 

But  the  rector  walked  in  the  old  rectory  garden,  and 
looked  at  the  nodding  daffodils,  and  the  almond- tree,  and 
the  white  clouds  on  the  blue  fields  of  heaven,  and  was 
aware  of  an  eloquent  sermon  stealing  into  heart  and 
mind.  He  thought  he  could  still  see  little  Miss  Nancy 
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walking  beside  him  through  the  garden,  and  it  was  like 
some  sweet  old  story  of  the  spring  that  had  been  told  to 
him  long  ago.  For  it  is  probable  that  the  rector  had  had 
his  own  spring  story  in  his  day,  and  perhaps  the  memory 
of  it  came  strongly  back  upon  him,  if  he  did  walk  about 
the  garden  with  a  hat  even  older  than  the  squire's  on  his 
wrhite  head,  and  very  tremendous  spectacles  absently  rid- 
ing high  on  his  nose,  and  his  hands  under  those  most 
unfashionable  coat-tails.  And  there  are  some  blessed 
spring  stories,  which  leave  a  heart  the  better  for  their 
coming. 


IV. 


In  the  course  of  some  years'  experience,  Trimmer  had 
more  than  once  had  occasion  to  remark  that  Miss  Nan- 
cy's behavior,  like  that  of  many  children,  ran  in  grooves. 
When  she  conducted  herself  in  a  manner  creditable  to 
herself  and  her  elders,  she  could  be  depended  on  for  days, 
and  even  weeks  ;  when  she  did  otherwise,  Trimmer  was 
less  disturbed  in  mind  by  the  one  deed  committed,  than 
by  the  immediate  prospect  of  others  to  follow.  Miss  Nan- 
cy's next  exploit  was  the  more  painful  to  all  properly 
constituted  minds,  because  it  took  place  on  Sunday.  Nay, 
to  confess  the  truth,  it  was  actually  in  church. 

It  was  a  Sunday  in  what  might  have  been  either  late 
spring  or  early  summer.  Miss  Nancy  always  remembered 
that  she  wore  a  new  Leghorn  hat,  and  what  Trimmer 
called  a  "  lawn  "  frock  with  embroidered  hem,  cool 
and  spotless,  and,  like  every  thing  chosen  for  Miss  Nancy 
by  Aunt  Norreys,  plain,  with  that  very  dainty  plainness 
which  is  fine  in  the  extreme. 

One  went  through  the  churchyyard  almost  waist  deep 
in  meadow  grass,  under  ash- trees  so  ancient  and  spreading 
that  the  little  old  church  seemed  half  covered  with  the 
trees,  and  half  sunk  into  the  earth.  The  ivy  had  climbed 
triumphantly  to  the  battlements,  making  of  the  tower  one 
vast  nest  for  hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  birds.  They  flew 
out,  chattering  and  screaming  at  the  sound  of  voices 
below,  and  fluttered  round  the  tower  in  a  cloud,  —  jack- 
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daws,  and  starlings,  and  martins,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
sparrows,  who  were  everywhere,  and  chiefly  perching  in 
rows  on  the  headstones.  The  porch  was  very  small  and 
sunken,  the  rafters  low  within,  and  the  roof  without  so 
covered  with  ivy  and  traveller's-joy,  that  the  doorway 
was  like  the  month  of  a  green  cave. 

It  was  dark  and  cold  within,  after  the  sunshine  outside, 
the  rafters  were  so  low,  and  the  flagged  floor  so  sunken 
as  to  give  a  general  impression  of  going  down  into  the 
centre  of  the  eaath.  The  ivy  had  crept  under  in  the  eaves 
into  the  church,  hanging  in  corners  like  green  banners  ; 
and  the  birds  had  followed  the  ivy,  and  fluttered  here  and 
there  all  service  time.  There  were  pigeons  among  the  raf- 
ters (report  said  that  Tummus  Trowle,  the  sexton,  was 
not  quite  guiltless  of  scattering  corn  on  the  floor  for  them 
during  the  week),  and  on  drowsy  Sunday  afternoons  the 
mice  came  out  and  played  on  the  chancel  floor,  while  the 
bats  flitted  overhead,  like  ghosts  of  long-dead  mice. 

But  this  was  considered  only  proper  to  Forest  Morton, 
the  smallest  and  oldest  church  in  the  shire  with  its  primi- 
tive tower  of  unhewn  stone,  and  rude  belfry  lights,  its  low 
arches,  and  small  windows  deeply  set  in  the  massive 
walls.  It  might  also  have  boasted  of  that  marvellous  old 
chancel  wood-work,  which  had  no  counterpart  in  all  the 
country-side.  It  was  a  standing  admiration  to  Miss  Nancy, 
a  fanciful  dream  of  figures,  and  leaves,  and  flowers,  and 
sheaves  of  corn,  and  angels  with  outspread  wings  and 
palms  in  their  hands. 

Miss  Nancy  sat  with  the  squire  and  Aunt  Norreys  in 
the  square  Throgmorton  pew,  with  her  feet  half  a  yard  off 
the  floor,  owing  to  the  width  of  her  hat-brim.  And  Miss 
Nancy  being  rather  small,  and  the  sides  of  the  pew  rather 
high,  the  only  thing  she  could  see  as  she  sat  was  the 
window  opposite,  a  latice  of  old  green  glass,  deep  in  the 
wall.  It  stood  open  in  summer,  to  Miss  Nancy's  great 
joy  ;  for  the  sunlight  came  through  it  in  a  very  enlivening 
manner,  and  she  could  see  the  r.pple  trees  in  the  church- 
yard, and  the  white  roses  that  flourished  under  the  sunny 
window,  and  nodded  friendly  greetings,  and  even  came 
inside  when  occasion  offered. 

Beneath  the  sunny  window  was  an  old  friend  of   Miss 
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Nancy's.     She  looked  at  him  every  Sunday,  for  he  was 
always  there,  at  rest  on  his  worn  stone  tomb,  being  also 
stone  himself,  only  he  was  such  a  dear  old  friend  that  she 
had  almost  lost  sight  of  the  circumstance.     He  lay  in  his 
ruff  and  gown,  with  his  hands  crossed  very  peacefully  on 
his  breast,  and  his  gentle  face  looking  upward.     Hewas 
not  a  Throgmorton.     Miss  Nancy  herself  was  of  opinion 
that  he  was  too  beautiful  to  have  been  a  Throgmorton,  of 
wrhose  looks  as  a  race  she  could  not  think  highly.     Dear 
daddy  was  daddy,  and  as  such  forever  to  he  admired 
but  from  the  dozen  dull  portraits  at  the  Hall  it  could  onl 
have  been  concluded  that  the  Throgmortons  had  been  no 
more  handsome  than  they  had  been  famous. 

All  her  life  Miss  Nancy  had  cherished  a  deep  affection 
for  this  friend, looking  at  him  \vheu  she  could  not  under- 
stand the  sermon  (which  was  usually),  and  wondering  how 
long  he  had  been  lying  there  so  silently,  and  whether  the 
roses  peeped  in,  and  nodded, and  showered  their  petals  on 
him,  because  they  loved  him.  There  were  not  many  to 
think  upon  him,  and  the  dust  lay  thick  over  his  body, and 
in  the  few  remaining  letters  of  the  rubbed  inscription. 
"  Here  ly  —  Bartholom  — ."  Tunimus  Trowle,  when  he 
swept  out  the  church  (a  thing  that,  to  do  him  justice, 
rarely  occurred  to  him),  called  him  Master  Bartlemy,  and 
rather  inclined  to  the  belief  that  he  had  never  had  any 
other  name. 

Miss  Nancy  sat  and  looked  at  him,  very  upright, 
because  of  the  brim  of  her  hat,  and  very  stiff,  because  her 
shoes  dangled  so  far  from  the  floor.  The  sunshine  came 
in  through  the  open  window,  and  made  a  dancing  path- 
way, which  fell  across  Master  Bartleiny's  face  ;  for  Miss 
Nancy  had  observed  that  if  there  were  any  sunshine  at 
all,  it  always  lingered  there.  He  lay  and  took  his  rest  very 
quietly, and  the  buds  of  the  white  roses  peeped  in  through 
the  lattice,  and  nodded  sleepily  at  him  ;  and  Miss  Nancy 
too  nodded  sleepily,  and  would  have  fallen  quite  asleep 
if  the  envious  Leghorn  would  have  permitted  it. 

But  then  there  came  down  a  pigeon  from  the  darkness 
of  the  rafters  and  settled  on  the  old  tomb,  pluming  him- 
self on  Master  Bartleiny's  breast,  with  movements  so 
graceful  and  innocent  that  Miss  Nancy  held  her  breath 
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for  fear  of  disturbing  him.  And  then  he  began  to  coo  soft- 
ly, opening  his  wings  in  the  sunlight,  and  nestling 
against  the  crossed  hands  of  him  who  lay  there  as  if,  Miss 
Nancy  thought,  Master  Bartlemy  might  once  have  loved 
living  creatures  very  dearly. 

But  Miss  Nancy  could  not  watch  him  to  her  satisfac- 
tion, not  even  by  stretching  herself  out  to  be  as  thin  and 
tall  as  possible.  Interest  outweighed  every  other  conside- 
ration ;  if  she  stood  on  the  seat  she  could  see.  Climbing 
was  not  exacth'  churolilike  behavior,  but  Miss  Nancy 
distinguished  between  a  loud  climb  and  a  soft  climb.  The 
squire  was  leaning  back  in  his  corner  meditating,  with 
eyes  half  closed,  and  Aunt  Norreys  was  leaning  back  in 
hers,  perhaps  meditating  too,  but  with  eyes  quite  closed. 
Miss  Nancy  knelt  gently  on  the  seat  ;  Miss  Nancy  rose 
and  stood  upon  it.  The  pew  sides  were  high,  but  in  this 
commanding  situation  she  was  higher,  and  the  Leghorn 
hat  looked  triumphantly  round.  The  church  was  very 
quiet,  the  rector  preaching,  and  at  least  a  part  of  the  con- 
gregation engaged  in  sleep.  It  was  at  this  tranquil 
moment  that  the  cushion  must  slide  away  on  the  seat ;  as 
Miss  Nancy  looked  over  the  pew-sides,  it  slipped  farther 
and  farther,  and  Miss  Nancy  came  to  the  ground  with  a 
crash.  Aunt  Norreys,  who  had  been  (  possibly  )  asleep, 
with  difficulty  suppressed  a  scream  ;  while  the  squire, 
who  had  been  honestly  meditating,  coughed  as  loudly  as 
possible  to  cover  the  situation. 

But  nothing  could  disguise  the  fact  that  Miss  Nancy 
lay  face  downwards  on  the  floor,  in  her  clean  lawn  frock, 
with  the  new  Leghorn  hat  under  the  seat. 

"Armiuel  !"  whispered  the  scandalized  Aunt  Norreys. 
Even  the  squire  himself  said,  "Hem." 

'  I  have  tumbled  off  the  seat",  returned  Miss  Nancy 
in  a  muffled  voice,  and  somewhat  superfluously,  conside- 
ring that  this  was  obvious  to  the  most  casual  observer. 

1  Immediately  get  up  "  ,  desired  Aunt  Norreys.  The 
squire  more  practically  set  Miss  Nancy  on  her  feet  and 
returned  to  search  for  the  Leghorn,  while  Miss  Nancy 
stood  wondering  if  there  could  be  any  spectacle  more 
shocking  than  that  of  a  little  girl  in  church  without  a  hat. 
The  only  thing  that  could  be  urged  in  favor  of  her  con- 
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duct  at  this  moment  was  that  her  despair  was  at  least 
silent,  for  church  was  still  church  though  one  had  disgra- 
ced one's  self. 

And  then  the  squire, having  angled  under  the  seat  with 
Aunt  Norrey's  parasol,  landed  the  Leghorn,  and  set  it  on 
its  repentant  owner's  head,  but,  a  little  unfortunately,  back 
to  front, in  \vhich  condition  Miss  Nancy  was  then  conduc- 
ted out  by  Trimmer,  the  stern,  who  had  suffered  a  shock 
that  she  could  not  have  been  expected  to  recover  for  the 
rest  of  the  day. 

'  What  you  could  have  been  doing  is  beyond  my  ima- 
gination, Miss  Nancy,  "  was  her  first  observation,  after 
walking  half  way  home  in  a  kind  of  stunned  indignation. 
1  I  only  stood  on  the  seat,  Trimmer.  I  stood  quite 
softly  ;  I  didn't  know  that  I  was  going  to  fall  so  hard. 
I  didn't  mean  to  be  wicked  in  church,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
a  prey  to  the  keenest  remorse.  ' '  I  only  wanted — 

"  Well,  what  did  you  want,  Miss  Nancy  ?" 

"  I  only  wanted  to  look  at  one  of  the  pigeons  that  was 
sitting  on  Master  Bartleniy." 

"  On  what,  Miss  Nancy?" 

"  On  the  gentleman  who  lies  under  the  window  —  the 
stone  one,  "  explained  the  humbled  Miss  Nancy  apologe- 
tically, turning  her  hat  round. 

"  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer,  with  unabated  severity, 
"  I  am  ashamed  of  you." 

"  It  sat  so  prettily,  Trimmer,  "  faltered  Miss  Nancy. 
"It  sat  on  his  fingers,  and  cooed  to  him, and  Master  Bart- 
leniy seemed  to  be  smiling.  I  was  only  looking  a  little, 
and  then  I  fell  off  the  seat." 

"You  cannot  expect  to  do  wrong,  Miss  Nancy,  and  not 
be  punished  for  it,  "  said  Trimmer.  Miss  Nancy  acquies- 
ced in  silence  ;  but  there  was  a  further  development  of 
this  point  to  be  considered. 

"  Trimmer,"  she  said,  meekly,  "  do  you  think  I  shall 
be  more  punished  ?  ' ' 

"  Yes,  Miss  Nancy,  I  certainly  do,  for  what  else  can 
you  expect?"  said  Trimmer,  uncompromisingly,  and 
drove  the  debased  Miss  Nancy  homewards  before  her. 
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V. 

Miss  Nancy  sat  in  a  window  of  the  white  panelled 
drawing-room,  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  polite  behavior. 
It  was  a  wet  day,  and  she  had  been  sent  to  spend  a  sober 
afternoon  under  the  eye  of  Aunt  Norreys,  the  squire  ha- 
ving evinced  a  dangerous  inclination  towrard  encouraging 
her  to  accompany  him  in  a  walk  across  the  fields,  a  thing 
which  Trimmer  had  reasonable  grounds  for  guarding 
against. 

Miss  Nancy  had  finished  her  apportioned  handkerchief 
hem  for  the  day,  and  had  been  pursuing  good  manners 
for  a  full  hour,  without  more  diversion  than  she  could 
find  in  herself,  as  was  the  antique  fashion  of  her  upbrin- 
ging. Aunt  Norreys  could  tell  very  agreeable  tales  when 
she  was  so  inclined,  and  Miss  Nancy  did  not  dare  to  press 
the  point.  Not  that  she  found  it  dull  to  be  left  to  herself  : 
it  was  a  thing  she  was  quite  accustomed  to  ;  and  looking 
now  out  at  the  rain  falling  softly  in  straight  lines,  and  the 
wet  lawn,  and  the  stiff  laurel  walk,  and  the  heavy  peonies 
under  the  windows,  and  now  in  at  the  white  panelled 
walls,  and  amber  satin  curtains,  and  spindle-legged  chairs, 
and  equally  hideous  and  priceless  dragon  china  in  the 
cabinets,  she  had  happily  pursued  one  train  of  thought, 
until  she  had  arrived  at  a  point  when  an  answer  must 
positively  be  obtained. 

11  Aunt  Norreys,"  said  a  gentle  little  voice  from  behind 
the  long  amber  satin  curtain. 

'  Well,  my  dear  ?  said  Aunt  Norreys,  placidly. 

"  When  I  went  out  to  ride  with  Giles  this  morning, 
Aunt  Norreys,  we  came  home  by  a  new  way  ;  I  suppose 
because  it  began  to  rain,  and  Giles  wanted  to  hurry.  It 
was  quite  new,  I  .never  went  it  before.  We  came  along 
the  St -Edmunds  road  at  first  ;  but  that  was  not  be  new 
part,  because  I  knew  it  as  well  as  can  be.  But  then  we 
turned  into  the  high  pastures,  and  came  behind  the 
church." 

'  Was   that  all,  my  dear?  "  said   Aunt  Norreys,  for 
Miss  Nancy  had  stayed  to  consider  it. 

"  It  was   nearly  all  the  ride,  because  we  soon  came 
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home  after  that.  But  it  was  not  all  I  was  thinking. 
I  saw  a  place  I  have  not  seen  before.  I  think  it  does  not 
show  from  the  village  because  of  a  good  many  trees  It 
was  such  a  beautiful,  beautiful  place  ;  a  house  all  gray, 
not  red,  like  ours.  The  trees  of  the  garden  were  round  it, 
I  think,  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  wistfully.  "  I  think  it  was 
prettier  than  our  house.  I  should  be  rather  glad  if  we 
had  a  roof  that  went  up  and  down,  and  if  our  chimneys 
curled  like  those  ;  and  I  wish,  I  do  wish  that  we  had  a 
big  pear-tree  with  boughs  all  flowers,  and  flowers,  and 
flowers,  over  the  end  where  the  sun  is.  Don't  you,  Aunt 
Norreys  ?  ' ' 

"  Certainly  not,  "  said  Aunt  Norreys  ;  quite  out  of 
place,  my  dear." 

"  I  rather  do,  "  said  Miss  Nancy.  "  Giles  called  it  a 
Portingale.  I  said  to  him,  'What  is  this  ?'  but  Giles  only 
said,  "  This  here  is  an  house." 

"  Arminel,  "  said  Aunt  Norreys,  "I  am  astonished  at 
you." 

"He  said  so,"  urged  Miss  Nancy,  a  little  discouraged  ; 
"  but  I  believe  he  meant,  'This  is  a  house'  He  said  that 
it  was  only  an  old  place  where  nobody  lived.  I  said,  whose 
was  it,  but  he  didn't  know  that  either.  He  said  it  was 
always  like  that,  and  he  reckoned — I  mean,  he  thought— 
it  always  had  been.  And  I  said  that  I  hadn't  seen 
that  place  before,  and  what  was  its  name  ?  He  said  it  was 
the  Thankful  Heart.  I  think  it  is  such  a  very  curious 
name  for  a  house.  I  asked  him  what  it  meant,  but  he  said 
he  didn't  know.  Isn't  it  a  curious  name,  Aunt  Norrey's  ? 
Dont't  you  think  so  too  ?" 

Aunt  Norreys  nodded  her  head  gently,  but  gave  Miss 
Nancy  no  open  encouragement  to  pursue  her  inquiries. 

'  I  wish  I  knew  about  it.    I  never  saw  a  place  like  it 
before.  I  know  names  like  the  rectory,  a,nd  Crabtree  farm, 
and   those   things,  but   I   don't  know  a   name  like  the 
Thankful  Heart.  I  asked  Giles,  but  it  was  no  use.  So  then 
we  came  home,  because  of  the  rain." 
Aunt  Norreys  nodded  more  decidedly. 
"  But  I  know  the  way  to  it,  if  sometimes  I  might  go, 
for  I  looked  as  much  as  I  could.    You  go  through  the 
churchyard,  past  the  window  where  the  white  roses  are, 
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and  there  is  a  gate  in  the  wall,  and  some  steps  down  from 
the  yard  ;  and  they  come  into  a  lane,  and  you  go  up  it 
until  there  is  no  more  lane, but  only  gates.  And  after  that, 
there  is  a  way  through  a  field,  where  there  are  more  but- 
tercups than  anywhere  else.  And  then,  said  Miss  Nancy, 
leaning  forward,  with  her  dark  eyes  shining  in  her  pale 
little  face,  --  "  and  then  you  come  to  the  Thankful 
Heart.  " 

Aunt  Xorreys  snored  aloud. 

So  Miss  Nancy  stole  out,  and  went  up-stairs  to  the 
brown  parlor.  Trimmer  was  not  there,  and  she  knelt 
down  at  the  window-seat,  and  talked  it  over  with  the 
rooks  in  the  elm-tree  tops,  havings  a  sober  friendship 
with  them  of  life-long  standing.  They  had  the  advantage 
of  living  so  near  the  window-seat  that  they  were  very  con- 
venients  as  confidants,  for  Miss  Nancy,  however  reserved, 
wras  occasionnally  compelled,  like  many  other  lonely  chil- 
dren, to  find  some  one  or  some  thing  to  confide  in. 

But  these  steady  old  acquaintances,  wisely  and  solemn- 
ly as  they  might  caw  to  her,  afforded  no  practical  assis- 
tance in  the  present  case,  and  Miss  Nancy  watched  the 
rain  and  the  rooks  together,  until  Trimmer  came  in. 

"Trimmer,  "  began  Miss  Nancy  at  teatime,  "  if  you 
please,  what  does  the  Thankful  Heart  mean?" 

>l  What  thankful  heart  ?"  said  Trimmer. 
'  I   mean    the   house,    near   the  church,  "   said   Miss 
Nancy. 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure  Well,  Miss  Nancy,  I  suppose  it  is  an 
old  house,  but  I  cannot  say  I  have  ever  seen  it." 

'  Yes,  I  know  it  is  a  house,  "  said  Miss  Nancy  ;    but 
what  does  it  mean  ?  ' ' 

1  Mean?"  echoed  Trimmer.  "  It  means  a  house,  Miss 
Nancy." 

'  But  the  thing  is,  why  should  it  have  that  name  ?  " 

Trimmer  preserved  a  discreet  silence. 
'  Trimmer,    do    you    know    why  ?  "     ventured    Miss 
Nancy. 

"  No,  Miss  Nancy,  I  do  not." 


(  To  be  continued. ) 


J60  THE    SENTINEL 


To  the  Virgin  Mother. 


Maiden  Mother  meek  and  mild, 
Take,  oh,  lake  me  for  thy  child  ; 
All  my  life,  oh,  let  it  be 
My  best  joy  to  think  of  thee  ! 

When  my  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep 
Through  the  night  my  slumber  keep, 
Make  my  Celest  thought  to  be 
How  to  love  thy  Son  and  thee. 


Teach  me  when  the  sunbeam  bright 
Galls  me  with  its  golden  light, 
How  my  waiing  thoughts  may  be 
Turned  to  Jesus  and  to  thee. 

And,  oh,  teach  me  through  the  day, 
Oft  to  raise  my  heart  and  say, 
"  Maiden  Mother,  meek  and  mild, 
Guard,  oh,  guard  thy  little  child  !  " 

Thus,  sweet  mother,  day  and  night 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  steps  aright, 
And  my  dying  words  shall  be, 
''  Virgin  Mother  pray  for  me  !  " 


A  priest  once  said  to  a  child  nine  years  of  age,  ' '  My 
boy,  whenever  you  are  tempted  to  do  what  is  wrong  ask 
the  holy  Mother  of  Jesus  to  help  you."  "  Only  to  think 
of  her  should  be  enough,  I  should  think,"  was  the  tender 
reply. 
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Ego  sum  pan  is  vitcc. 
I  am  the  Bread  of  Life. 

JOHN.  VI,  35 

was  Jesus  Himself  who  gave  the  name.  It  was  He 
alone  who  could  thus  name  it.  If  an  Angel  had  been 
called  upon  to  give  a  name  to  our  Lord,  he  would 
have  chosen  one  in  conformity  with  His  attributes, 
the  Word,  the  Lord  ;  he  never  would  have  dared  to 
personify  our  Lord  under  the  name  of  Bread.  But  Bread 
of  Life,  this  is  the  true  name  of  Jesus  !  In  this  name  is 
comprised  the  entire  life  of  Jesus  Christ,  His  death  and 
His  resurrection.  On  the  Cross.  He  is  crushed  and  ground 
by  tribulation  as  the  wheat  is  ground  into  flour  ;  after  His 
resurrection  He  supplies  to  our  souls  the  same  condition 
that  bread  gives  to  the  body.  He  becomes  really  to  us 
the  Bread  of  Life. 

I. 

Material  bread  sustains  and  supports  life.  We  must 
sustain  life  by  nourishment,  or  we  will  die  of  \veakness, 
and  bread  is  the  fundamental  and  most  substantial 
nourishment  of  the  body.  It  contains  more  nutriment  than 
any  other  food  and  can  alone  support  life.  The  soul  has 
received  from  God  eternal  life,  it  is  immortal.  But  the 
life  of  grace  received  in  baptism,  renewed  and  revived  by 
contrition  and  penance,  the  life  of  holiness  and  sanctity, 

ii 
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a  thousand  times  more  worth  preservation  than  the  na- 
tural life,  is  not  sustained  without  nutrition,  and  the 
substantial  source  of  spiritual  nutrition  is  Jesus  in  the 
Eucharist.  The  life  that  is  given  again  by  penance  is 
completed  as  it  were,  in  the  Eucharist,  \vhich  purifies 
us  from  affection  to  sin,  effaces  our  daily  faults,  gives 
strength  to  our  good  resolutions  and  removes  from  us  the 
occasions  of  new  falls. 

The  Lord  said:  "He  that  eateth  Me  hath  life." 
What  life  ?  The  personal  life  of  Jesus.  ' '  As  the  living 
Father  hath  sent  Me  and  I  live  by  the  Father,  even  so, 
he  that  eateth  Me  shall  live  by  Me."  The  aliment  we 
receive,  in  giving  us  strength,  communicates  to  us  its 
own  proper  substance  and  Jesus,  therefore,  in  communi- 
cating Himself  to  us  is  not  changed  into  us,  He  changes 
us  into  other  Christs. 

The  body  also,  in  Communion  receives  a  pledge  of  the 
resurrection,  and  becomes  even  in  this  life  more  tem- 
perate, more  submissive  to  the  soul.  Its  sojourn  in  the 
tomb  is  only  a  sleep,  in  which,  it  garners  the  eucharistic 
germ,  the  source  of  a  glory  far  greater  in  the  day  of 
recompense. 

II. 

But  we  do  not  eat  only  to  live.  We  eat  to  acquire 
strength  for  our  daily  toil.  To  eat  only  that  we  may  not 
die  is  scarcely  prudent,  it  may  preserve  our  life  but  does 
not  support  and  strengthen  it.  The  body  should  labor, 
and  in  this  labor  should  consume  not  its  own  necessary 
substance,  which  would  soon  exhaust  its  life,  but  the 
superfluous  elements  of  nourishment.  It  is  a  law  that  we 
cannot  give  what  we  do  not  possess,  and  a  man  condemned 
to  hard  labor  who  only  eats  an  insufficient  meal  at 
night,  would  soon  faint  of  exhaustion  and  become  weak 
and  feeble.  The  nearer  we  come  to  God  the  more  we 
practice  virtue,  the  greater  the  struggle  we  may  expect  to 
undergo  ;  we  need  therefore  to  strengthen  ourselves  for 
the  combat  if  we  would  be  conquerors.  The  Eucharist 
alone  can  give  us  the  strength  we  need  for  all  these  en- 
counters with  the  enemy  that  await  us  at  every  turn  in 
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the  Christian  life.  Prayer  and  piety  soon  languish  if  not 
supplemented  by  the  Eucharist.  The  life  of  piety  is  a 
continual  crucifixion  of  our  human  nature,  and  in  itself 
has  nothing  to  attract  us.  We  will  never  place  ourselves 
on  the  cross  if  we  are  not  sweetly  and  firmly  upheld  by 
grace  from  above.  As  a  general  axiom,  piety  without 
Communion  is  a  piety  without  life. 

A  good  rule  is  to  examine  your  own  dispositions. 
When  you  have  neglected  or  given  up  Holy  Communion, 
how  have  you  performed  your  other  duties  ?  Baptism  con- 
fers spiritual  life,  Confirmation  strengthens  it,  Con- 
fession restores  it,  but  none  of  these  nor  all  three  are 
enough ;  they  are  only  a  preparation  for  Communion 
which  completes  and  crowns  them. 

Jesus  has  said  :  ' '  Follow  Me.  ' '  But  this  is  a  difficult 
work,  and  requires  effort,  it  requires  the  practice  of 
Christian  virtue.  Though  the  soul  that  abides  in  our 
Lord  brings  forth  much  fruit,  how  may  we  abide  in  Him 
but  in  eating  His  Flesh  and  drinking  His  Blood  ?  Qm 
manducat  meant  Carmen  et  bibit  meum  Sanguinem,  in 
Me  manet,  et  ego  in  eo. 

When  Jesus  is  with  us,  there  are  two  to  carry  the  bur- 
dens, and  the  yoke  is  sweet  and  easy  when  thus  shared. 
This  is  why  St.  Paul  says  :  "  I  can  do  all  things  in  Him 
that  strengtheneth  Me."  He  that  strengthened  St.  Paul 
was  He  that  lived  in  him  as  in  us,  Christ  Jesus. 

III. 

Moreover,  bread,  as  it  will  appear,  contains  in  itself 
certain  delights.  The  proof  of  this  is  that  we  never  tire 
of  it. 

Though  all  other  food  may  pall  upon  us,  the  stomach 
never  rejects  bread.  Where  then  may  we  find  more  sub- 
stantial sweetness  than  in  the  honeycomb  of  the 
Eucharist  ?  The  piety  that  is  not  frequently  nourished  with 
the  Eucharist  is  never  sweet  and  attractive  :  the  love  of 
Jesus  Christ  does  not  shine  through  it.  It  is  uncouth,  rude, 
austere  and  hard,  is  not  loved,  and  never  attracts  others, 
because  the  love  Jesus  is  not  sown  in  its  soil,  and  it  goes 
to  God  only  by  sacrifices.  It  is  a  good  path,  but  it  is 
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much  to  be  feared  that  the  bow  thus  forever  bent  will 
break  from  discouragement  sooner  or  later.  Those  who 
travel  by  such  a  road  may  derive  much  merit  but  there 
is  no  tenderness,  none  of  that  suavity  in  the  holiness  of 
their  lives  that  is  found  in  Jesus. 

Would  you  travel  the  road  of  Life  without  Communion  ? 

My  poor  brother,  Christian  tradition  itself  condems  you. 
Leave  off  then  the  Pater  Noster,  in  which  you  beg  for  the 
daily  Bread  that  you  seem  to  ignore.  Without  Com- 
munion we  are  always  in  the  dust  of  the  combat,  we  know 
virtue  only  by  what  it  has  cost  us,  and  lose  sight  of  its 
attractions,  which  are  such  as  these  :  the  joy  of  work- 
ing not  for  self  alone,  but  for  God's  glory,  for  His  love, 
as  His  friends,  His  beloved  children  rather  than  for  the 
hope  of  reward. 

He  who  communicates  frequently  easily  understands 
that  receiving  much,  he  owes  much  in  return.  It  is 
intelligent,  reasonable  piety,  a  filial  and  devoted  virtue. 
Communion  makes  one  happy  amid  the  greatest  trials, 
happy  with  a  sweet  and  true  happiness. 

It  is  the  height  of  perfection  to  keep  ourselves  united 
to  God  amid  the  most  violent  interior  temptations,  and 
when  we  are  most  tempted  God  loves  us  most.  But  in 
order  not  to  be  overcome  by  this  tempest,  you  must  know 
how  to  recruit  your  strength  at  this  spring  of  love,  and 
wash  yourself  again  and  again  in  this  fountain  of  pure 
waters. 

Receive  Communion  frequently,  eat  often  of  this  Bread 
of  life  if  you  would  have  spiritual  health,  and  strength 
for  the  Christian's  conflict,  and  happiness  even  amidst 
adversity. 

The  Eucharist  is  the  Bread  of  the  weak  as  well  as  the 
strong.  It  it  necessary  above  all  to  the  weak,  and  to  the 
strong,  because  they  carry  their  treasure  in  frail  earthly 
vessels,  and  are  surrounded  on  every  side  by  furious 
enemies.  "  If  we  would  assure  ourselves  a  protection,  a 
safe  guard,  a  strengthing  Viaticum  for  the  journey,  we 
shall  find  it  in  Jesus,  our  Bread  of  Life. 


«  Follow 


OT  through   the   fragrant   meadows,    where   idle   footsteps 

stray, 

Not  on  the  level  pathway,  where  all  is  glad  and  gay  ; 
Not  under  leafy  covers,  but  on  the  mountain's  side, 
Trampling  at  every  footstep  on  all  self-love  and  pride. 

There  where  the  road  is  steepest,  thy  rugged  path  behold, 
Vet  in  no  turns  intricate,  but  through  the  ways  of  old  ; 
Through  simple  daily  duties,  and  to  no  height  sublime, 
Yet  surely  to  perfection,  I  call  thee  now  to  climb. 

Not  where  thy  will  would  lead  thee,  but  where  My  finger  showrs, 
Not  as  thyself  would  prompt  thee,  but  as  My  words  disclose  ; 
Treading  the  thorns  thou  dreadest  under  determined  feet, 
Counting  thy  labor  nothing,  thy  sacrifices  sweet  ! 

Not  fainting  when  thou  fallest,  but  trusting  still  to  Me, 
The  Helper  of  the  helpless,  who  can  thy  weakness  see  ; 
No  throwing  off  the  burden  I  lay  on  thee  in  love, 
Secure  I  will  not  try  thee  in  aught  thy  strength  above. 

Not  shrinking  from  the  conflict,  tho'  wounded  oft  and  oft, 
Not  seeking  things  that  please  thee,  nor  life's  caresses  soft  ; 
Not  trifling  with  the  tempter,  keeping  the  nature  down, 
Certain  thy  feeble  efforts  My  grace  at  last  will  crown. 

Not  longing  too  intensely  thy  pilgrimage  to  end, 
Contented,  nay  rejoicing,  in  everything  I  send  ; 
Keeping  thine  eyes  upon  Me,  to  follow  where  I  go, 
On  to  My  throne  of  glory,  through  paths  of  pain  below  ! 

Selected. 
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Letters  from  a  Debutante. 

i 

Washington  Square,  New  York. 
MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 

It  seems  a  century  since  I  have  seen  you.  How  often, 
when  assailed  by  homesickness,  have  I  longed  for  a 
glimpse  of  your  dear  face  ! 

Here  I  am  at  my  cousin's,  having  accepted  an  invita- 
tion to  visit  her  for  a  couple  of  weeks.  Everything  is 
charming,  and  delightful.  Her  house  is  almost  a  palace, 
in  which  she  reigns  a  queen  :  but  although  I  know  that 
comparisons  are  odious,  I  can  not  help  sometimes  com- 
paring life  here,  with  our  school  days. 

At  the  Convent,  where  we  grew  to  be  such  friends,  we 
possessed  an  ideal ;  and  in  living  up  to  it,  we  were 
obliged  to  strive  towards  perfection  :  while  here,  enjoy- 
ment seems  our  only  raison  d'etre ;  there  is  no  other 
motive  for  existence. 

My  cousin  is  a  charming  person  ;  beautiful,  elegant, 
accomplished.  Unfortunately,  she  is  somewhat  prejudiced 
against  Catholics  ;  but  she  makes  an  exception  in  my 
case,  and  appears  quite  fond  of  me.  She  is  graciousness 
itself,  although  she,  does  not  seem  to  be  troubled  with  too 
much  heart  :  I  doubt  if  she  ever  feels  hers  at  all  —  but 
hush  !  let  me  not  judge  rashly.  She  is  keenly  alive  to 
all  social  advantages  ;  and  her  ambition  is  very  great  :  in 
fact  it  is  the  greatest  thing  about  her.  Her  house  is  now 
filled  with  young  people,  whom  she  is  entertaining  in  a 
most  lavish  manner. 

Of  course,  I  am  enjoying  myself  among  these  happy 
creatures  ;  and  there  is  a  young  girl  of  sixteen,  Charlotte 
LeBreton,  whose  sweet  face,  and  dark  eyes,  have  drawn 
me  to  her  irresistibly.  Though  little  more  than  a  child, 
she  is  a  great  favorite  here  (being  an  heiress  and  a  beauty) ; 
and  jealousy  is  growing,  because  she  prefers  my  society 
that  of  every  one  else. 

While  in  my  room,  the  other  morning,  she  saw  a  statue 
of  the  "  Immaculate  Conception  ",  a  beautiful  statuette, 
which  had  belonged  to  my  mother  : 
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1 '  What  do  Catholics  believe  of  her,  Jeanne  ?  ' '  she  asked. 
'  That  she  is  the  ideal  of  womanhood,  of  exquisite 
perfection  and  purity,"  I  answered. 

11  How  lovely  !  — soliloquized  my  little  friend,  gazing 
dreamily  at  the  figure —  How  poetic  your  religion  is  !  It 
seems  almost  too  beautiful  and  lofty  for  weak  human 
nature  to  appreciate. ' ' 

' '  All  true  religion  is  lofty  ' ' ,  said  I  ;  "the  further 
towards  spiritual  perfection  it  attains,  the  further  out  of 
reach  of  the  merely  natural  it  becomes  :  and  to  attempt 
to  harmonize  it  completely  with  human  reason  is  often 
to  destroy  its  divinity.  The  way  to  discover  the  true 
religion  is  therefore  not  always  by  ordinary  reasoning ; 
but  by  striving  to  find  the  one  which  will  produce  the 
most  sublime  spirituality,  and  perfection  in  the  soul." 

"  And  you  think  that  yours  is  that  one  religion?  " 

' '  I  know  it  to  be  such. ' '     I  replied. 

"  But  to  believe  in  the  Catholic  religion,  one  must 
possess  an  exalted  imagination.  " 

1 '  Not  necessarily  ;  it  demands  an  abiding  faith  and 
confidence  in  the  words  and  promises  of  Christ  —  that  is 
all." 

' '  And  is  this  not  also  what  other  Christian  religions 
exact?" 

' '  Only  apparently  —  they  really  seek  to  interpret  the 
sayings  of  Christ,  according  to  their  own  limited  reason- 
ing and  knowledge  ;  and  by  thus  lowering  the  standard 
of  religion,  they  lose  its  higher  spirituality." 

"  For  example,  Jeanette  ?  "  she  asked. 

44  For  example  the  '  Holy  Eucharist.'  Christ's  words 
on  this  subject  were  decided,  as  well  as  clearly  expressed  ; 
yet  they  have  been  interpreted  in  different  ways  ;  because 
the  hearts  of  many  lack  purity,  and  are  scandalized  by 
the  words  of  the  perfect  Christ.  But  He,  Himself,  said  : 
'  Blessed  are  they  who  shall  not  be  scandalized  in  Me  ' , 
and  to  these  happy  ones  alone  has  He  given  the  power  to 
reach  the  highest  spirituality." 

1 '  And  do  you  really  believe,  Jeanne,  that  His  sacred 
Body  is  hidden  under  the  appearance  of  the  consecrated 
Bread  ?  "  she  asked,  her  large  eyes  full  of  wonder. 

"  Yes,  His  Body  and  Blood,  Soul  and  Divinity  —  lean 
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not  doubt  His  words  ",  I  replied,  "  although  I  am  unable 
to  either  understand  or  explain  His  Almighty  power  - 
I  trust  in  Him  :  and  answer  like  St.  Peter  when  asked  if 
he  also  would  leave  Him,"  "Where  shall  I  go?  for  Thou 
Lord,  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life  !  "  —  Where  could  I 
ever  obtain  the  least  conception  of  the  spirituality  which 
is  mine  in  Holy  Communion  ?  How  else  can  I  take  Christ 
personally  into  my  poor  life  ?  —  He  has  left  us  no  other 
way  in  this  world." 

"  Ah  !  Jeanette  !  —  she  cried,  impulsively  flinging  her 
slender  arms  about  my  neck, — how  happy  you  must  be  !" 

By  this  you  can  readily  judge  what  a  sweet  nature  is 
Charlotte.  She  seems  to  thirst  after  knowledge,  wisdom 
and  beauty  ;  as  the  floweret  thirsts  for  the  dew  and  for  the 
beautitudes  of  nature  ;  and  I  predict  that  her  soul,  when 
sufficiently  nourished,  will  put  forth  a  beautiful  flower  of 
womanhood,  even  as  from  the  seed,  springs  forth  the 
lovely  blossom. 

We  converse  on  religion,  art,  music,  and  literature ;  in 
fact  on  everything  of  which  we  know  a  little.  Thought 
begets  thought ;  and  she  plies  me  with  numerous  ques- 
tions ;  as  if  she  were  anxious  to  sound  the  very  depths 
of  my  nature :  while  I  delight  in  gratifying  her,  since  I 
realize  that  she  is  seeking  the  ideal.  The  Christ  whom 
she  loves,  seems  too  far  away  :  she  instinctively  yearns  to 
bring  Him  truly  into  her  life,  but  her  religion  is  actually 
a  barrier  to  her  spiritual  progress. 

Dear  Eugenie,  I  must  have  you  meet  her.  In  you, 
she  would  find  a  real  well  of  sympathy,  knowledge  and 
experience  ;  while  I  can  imagine  your  pleasure,  at  hearing 
some  of  her  fresh  and  original  thoughts ;  issuing  as  they 
do,  from  a  very  fount  of  innocence  and  virtue. 

We  have  had  three  dances  and  one  reception,  inside  of 
two  weeks.  So  you  see  I  am  having  a  good  time,  or 
rather  what  is  considered  a  good  time. 

Do  write  soon,  Eugenie  :  tell  me  all  the  news  ;  and  let 
me  know  when  you  sail  ;  for  a  little  bird  has    been  whis- 
pering me  that  you  are  going  to  Paris  this  summer  ;  and 
I  am  consumed  with  curiosity  to  hear  all  about  it. 
Affectionately, 

JEANNE. 


Christ  explaining  the  Eucharist  to  the  Angels. 
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Wherefore  the  Eucharist? 


To  continue  the  admirable  example  of  the  terresfrial  life  of 
the  Word  Incarnate. 

I. — ADORATION. 

X)RE  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  truly  and  personally 
Present  upon  the  altar,  and  listen  to  the  consoling 
words  coming  from  the  Blessed  Sacrament :  ' '  I 
am  the  light  of  the  world  ;  he  that  followeth  me 
shall  not  walk  in  darkness."  "  I  am  the  way, 
the  truth  and  the  life."  "  Learn  of  me,  for  I  am  meek 
and  lowly  in  heart."  "I  have  given  you  an  example, 
that  ye  should  do  as  I  have  done  to  you." 

When  our  Lord  uttered  these  words  He  manifested  one 
of  the  greatest  benefits,  one  of  the  most  important  ends  of 
His  mission  on  earth.  Mankind  had  perverted  the  notion 
of  natural  virtues  and  totally  ignored  supernatural  vir- 
tues. Had  it  not  been  for  the  Revelation  of  the  Christ 
Saviour,  of  the  ' '  Holy  of  God  ' '  who  through  His  speech 
and  example  taught  the  true  notion  and  perfect  practice 
of  the  same,  the  world  would  have  continued  to  live  in 
darkness  and  in  the  evil  paths  of  moral  corruption. 

The  notion  of  virtue  taught  by  words  so  clear,  and  up- 
held by  the  encouraging  example  of  the  Word  Incarnate 
is  therefore  an  immense  benefit.  It  is  He  who  taught  the 
world  what  was  meant  by  the  love  of  God,  the  love  of 
our  neighbour,  chastity,  meekness,  patience,  obedience, 
and  all  the  moral  virtues.  By  practising  them  first  Him- 
self, the  Saviour  made  them  lovely  and  attractive  ;  by  His 
example  He  has  overcome  our  dislike  of  all  exertion  ;  and 
by  making  Himself  the  reward  of  all  act  of  virtue  accom- 
plished in  His  love,  He  has  given  to  the  struggles  of  vir- 
tue such  magnificent  compensations  that  man  has  come  to 
undertake  joyfully  the  greatest  sacrifices  in  order  to  prac- 
tice it. 


OF  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT  171 

Secondly,  the  Eucharist  perpetuating  under  the  eyes  of 
all  generations  the  terrestrial  life  of  the  Word  Incarnate  : 
it  is  sufficient  to  look  at  It,  to  know  what  is  taught  by 
faith  in  reference  to  this  sacrament,  in  order  to  see  in 
it  the  most  sublime,  the  most  heroic  virtues,  which  eman- 
ate from  the  Eucharistic  state  itself  and  seem  to  be  its 
condition. 

Wlio  is  there,  in  that  inertness,  that  powerlessness,  in 
that  poor  tabernacle,  under  those  humble  appearances  ? 
The  Man-God  Almighty,  the  triumphant  King.  What 
poverty,  what  humility  !  Who  yields  to  the  word 
of  the  consecrating  priest,  who  surrenders  to  the  prayer 
of  the  communicant  ?  The  King  of  kings,  the  sovereign 
Master  !  How  eagerly  obedient,  how  unreservedly  sub- 
missive He  is  !  Who  silently  surfers  the  irreverence,  the 
insults,  the  sacrileges  which  daily  assail  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment ?  The  God  of  majesty,  the  God  whom  the  angels 
adore  in  trembling  !  What  heroic  patience  !  Who  finally 
gives  the  Eucharist  with  all  the  graces  It  contains,  to  all, 
always  and  unceasingly  ?  The  God  who  owes  no  one 
anything,  the  Saviour  who  has  accomplished  His  task  on 
earth  to  the  last  jot  and  tittle.  How  sublime  is  His  de- 
votedness  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  !  What  charity,  what 
forgetfulness  of  Himself  !  And  thus  appear  all  the  vir- 
tues taught  and  practised  by  the  Saviour  in  the  Bucharist 
where  He  perpetuates  the  teachings  and  the  examples  of 
His  human  life  through  His  sacramental  life. 

II. — THANKSGIVING. 

You  will  not  be  able  to  meditate  on  that  consoling  truth 
without  feeling  that  your  soul  penetrated  with  gratitude 
for  the  delicate  goodness,  the  touching  condescension  of 
our  Lord.  For,  if  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  virtues 
should  be  taught  to  us  through  example  in  order  that  we 
should  understand  them,  is  it  not  infinitely  good  on  the 
part  of  Our  Lord  to  perpetuate  in  this  Sacrament  the  vir- 
tues of  His  life,  so  that  all  may  see  them  with  their  own 
eyes,  practised  before  them  in  all  perfection  ?  No  doubt 
the  fact  of  reading  the  account  of  the  virtues  of  Our  Lord 
in  the  Gospel  is  a  great  deal ;  but  is  it  not  still  more  effi- 
cacious to  see  the  practice  of  them  continued  before  you  ? 
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The  examples  of  these  virtues  are  so  striking  that  the 
most  simple-minded  can  easily  understand  them.  The 
poverty  of  the  tabernacle  ;  the  frailty  of  the  holy  ele- 
ments ;  the  silence  and  patience  of  the  Saviour  in  the 
Sacrament  where  He  is  forgotten,  insulted  or  harshly 
treated  ;  His  eagerness  in  giving  Himself  to  us,  friends  or 
foes ;  all  this  is  visible,  palpable,  accessible  to  all ;  it  is 
sufficient  to  have  the  faith  of  the  catechism  which  teaches 
that  the  Christ  God  and  Man  is  Present  under  the  veils 
of  the  Sacrament.  If  He  accepts  and  submits  to  all  the 
conditions  of  this  state,  poverty,  patience,  humility  sacri- 
fices, it  is  evident  He  wants  them,  has  chosen  and  adopted 
them  :  these  conditions  are  therefore  virtues  He  practices 
and  of  which  He  gives  examples.  Then,  in  order  to  un- 
derstand, it  is  only  necessary  to  come  before  the  Eucharist 
and  remember  the  precept  of  Saint  Peter  :  ' '  See  and  do 
likewise. ' ' 

But  His  goodness  which  places  under  our  eyes  these 
luminous  and  perpetual  examples,  does  more  yet ;  it  gives 
us  the  Blessed  Sacrament  Itself  as  a  nourishment,  which 
means  that  through  Communion  we  receive  the  grace, 
the  strength  and  the  means  of  practising  what  is  taught 
to  us.  Communion  gives  the  soul  the  means  of  practising 
what  example  has  taught  her.  The  master  of  virtues 
descends  into  us,  is  united  to  us,  practises  His  virtues 
with  us  ;  He  gives  us,  through  His  Presence  in  our  souls, 
the  power  and  facility  of  virtue,  of  its  sacrifices  and  strug- 
gles. It  is  more  than  example,  it  is  divine  strength  put 
into  the  interior  of  our  souls,  adapted  to  our  faculties. 
And  as  Communion  is  offered  to  us  every  day  in  our  life, 
in  all  circumstances  in  which  we  are  liable  to  find  our- 
selves, it  is  therefore  in  an  uninterrupted  manner  that  the 
Eucharist  imparts  to  us  the  grace  of  Christian  virtues,  as 
without  interruption  it  shows  us  these  virtues  in  action. 

O  abundance  of  the  riches  of  our  God,  lavishly  bestowed 
in  the  Sacrament,  who  will  ever  be  able  to  sound  thy 
depths  in  order  to  give  in  return  adequate  thanksgiving  ! 

III. — PROPITIATION. 

Two  thoughts  can  be  brought  under  this  subject  as 
substance  for  reparation.  The  first  is  that  the  examples 
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of  the  virtues  of  Jesus  so  mercifully  continued  under  our 
eyes,  and  His  assistance  so  abundantly  bestowed  on  our 
souls  make  our  vices,  our  sins,  our  cowardice  in  doing 
good,  our  wilful  faults  incomparably  uglier,  more  sinful 
and  more  worthy  of  punishment.  To  be  what  we  are  in 
the  presence  of  what  He  is  and  of  what  He  so  persever- 
ingly  endeavours  to  make  us  through  His  grace  and  His 
example  !  O  shame  !  O  horror  !  How  can  we  sufficiently 
despise  ourselves  ? .  .  .  . 

The  second  source  of  reparation  originates  from  the  fact 
that  very  few  Christians  think  of  the  virtues  of  Jesus  in 
the  Eucharist  ;  nearly  all  disregard  this  treasure  that 
Jesus  nevertheless  offers  us  only  at  the  expense  of  im- 
mense sacrifices  forced  upon  His  glory,  His  honor,  His 
royalty.  It  is  sad,  painful  and  lamentable  that  this  great 
master-piece  of  wisdom  and  love  should  be  so  much 
ignored,  so  much  neglected  This  is  to  be  regretted  for 
us  and  for  others  and  we  must  take  the  opportunity  of 
sympathizing  with  the  Saviour  always  ' '  ignored  by  those 
amongst  whom  He  abides,  not  in  spirit  only,  but  in  truth 
and  reality." 

IV. — PRAYER. 

Let  us  ask  for  the  grace  and  take  the  resolution  of  liv- 
ing hereafter  on  more  intimate  and  vividly  true  terms 
with  the  Eucharist  ;  of  studying  therein  the  virtues  of 
Jesus ;  of  adapting  what  the  Gospel  relates  in  reference 
to  them  in  order  to  better  understand  them  ;  of  taking  to 
heart  at  last  in  the  contemplation  of  the  Eucharist  the 
examples  of  the  virtues  of  our  calling  ;  and  of  receiving 
with  Holy  Communion,  the  graces  and  the  necessary  help 
to  reproduce  these  divine  examples  in  ourselves.  Let  the 
Eucharist  be  to  us,  in  fact,  "the  Way,  the  Truth,  the 
Life!" 

PRACTICE. 

Never  meditate  on  a  virtue  without  studying  the  man- 
ner in  which  Jesus  practices  it  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
and  what  means  of  practising  it  are  given  to  us  by  Holy 
Communion. 

WI.'V'I.WI.'VI 
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msm^m  JESUS,  .  ^ 

PRISONER  OF  LOVE, 
IN  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT  OF  THE  EUCHARIST. 

May  my  soul,  o  divine  Captive,  be  bound  to  thy  Taber- 
nacle by  the  precious  chains  of  Faith,  Confidence  and 
Charity  ! 
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cNew  York,  <Notes. 


AN   IMPRESSIVE  CEREMONY. 

HE  little  church  of  St  Jean-Baptiste  was  packed  to 
the  doors  on  Sunday  afternoon,  May  i2th,  when 
the  Retreat  of  the  ladies  of  the  Congregation,  so 
ably  conducted  and  eloquently  preached  by 
Rev.  Father  Lawrence,  of  the  Oblates  of  Lowell,  came  to 
an  end. 

The  closing  sermon  was  delivered  in  a  most  effective 
way  by  Father  Lawrence  and  deeply  impressed  the  con- 
gregation. Then  came  the  consecration  of  the  ladies  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  directed  by  Rev.  Father  Letellier, 
who  distributed  a  booklet  containing  the  prayer  of  con- 
secration which  was  simultaneously  read  by  them. 

The  papal  benediction  was  then  given,  and  was  followed 
by  the  admission  of  new  members  to  the  Guard  of  Honor 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  The  act  of  consecration  was 
read  by  Miss  Leary,  President  of  the  St-Jeau-Baptiste 
centre  of  the  Eucharistic  League. 

Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  concluded  these 
memorable  services. 

The  opening  of  the  men's  Retreat,  also  under  the 
direction  of  Reverend  Father  Lawrence,  took  place  at 
8  P.M. 

AT  THE  SHRINE  OF  ST.  ANNE  IN  NEW  YORK. 

The  crypt  of  the  little  church  of  St-Jean-Baptiste  in 
76th  St.  is  now  being  extensively  altered.  Busy  work- 
men are  tearing  down  the  old  gloomy  plaster  coating 
of  the  walls  and  substituting  huge  blocks  of  the  purest 
white  marble,  adding  beauty  and  considerable  light 
to  the  basement.  A  new  front  door  is  to  be  made  for  the 
convenience  of  the  numerous  pilgrims  who  will  visit  the 
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newly  decorated  crypt  where  they  can  venerate  the  relic 
of  the  saint,  which  will  be  enclosed  in  a  suitable  reliquary. 

We  are  again  duty  bound  to  pzy  homage  to  the  dis- 
interested charity  of  Miss  Leary,  whose  generous  hand 
has  done  so  much  for  the  transformation  of  the 
church  in  the  erection  of  a  suitable  throne  for  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  and  who  now  seeks  to  beautify  the  shrine 
of  St.  Anne. 

In  the  year  1899,  a  newspaper  of  this  city  published 
the  following  :  "It  is  not  now  necessary  to  go  to  the 
"  shrines  of  Lourdes  or  Loretto  or  Padua  or  Guadalupe 
"  for  instances  of  miracles.  We  can  find  proof  which 
"  defies  confutation  and  staggers  scepticism  of  miracles 
"  performed  on  Manhattan  Island,  in  the  heart  of  this 
"  busy,  modern,  practical  American  city." 

The  paper  alluded  to  miracles  that  had  been  worked 
as  the  result  of  the  presence  in  the  church  of  St-Jean- 
Baptiste  of  the  relic  of  St.  Anne. 

The  annual  novena  in  connection  with  the  feast  of 
St.  Anne  will  be  conducted  this  year  with  more  splendor 
than  ever.  No  doubt,  as  in  the  past,  wonderful  cures 
will  be  recorded. 


of  Interest. 


NEW  YORK. — St.  Teresa's  Centre,  which  introduced 
the  Eucharistic  League  in  February  last,  has  already  500 
active  members,  including  170  men. 


The  Ascension  Centre,  New  York,  inaugurated  the 
Nocturnal  Adoration  during  the  Forty  Hours  devotion 
with  encouraging  success. 


St.  Gabriel's  Centre,  New  Rochelle,  has  already  70  new 
associates  in  a  total  membership  of   300,  and  the   Centre 
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will  send,  as  last  year,  a  goodly  delegation  to  the  Men's 
reunion  on  June  9th. 


At  the  semi-annual  Council  at  the  Cathedral  on  Wed- 
nesday, May  1 9th,  nearly  every  New  York  Centre  was 
represented,  and  reported  increase  of  membership  and 
encouraging  features  in  the  work.  One  pastor  was  already 
interesting  the  children  in  the  Bucharistic  League. 


Rev.  Father  Wilson,  O.  P.,  local  Director  at  St.  Vin- 
cent's Ferrer's  Church,  will  say  a  special  Communion 
Mass  on  Corpus  Christi  morning  for  the  associates  of  that 
Centre. 


St.  Stephen's  Centre,  New  York,  records  a  steadily 
increasing  number  of  adorations  per  card  register.  There 
are  now  200  adorations  recorded  weekly.  The  lists  have 
been  thoroughly  revised.  Regular  monthly  meetings 
are  held  in  the  church  with  a  half  hour's  adoration  in 
common ,  as  a  part  of  the  order  of  exercices. 


Great  interest  is  being  shown  by  the  Men's  Advisory 
Board,  which  will  take  entire  charge  of  the  proceedings 
on  the  evening  of  June  9th.  Congregational  singing  by 
the  men  is  being  practised  in  the  various  Centres. 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Corrigan  will  officiate  at  the 
Benedictions  at  both  the  Reunions  of  the  People's  Eucha- 
ristic  League  in  New  York,  and  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  McDon- 
nell at  the  Services  in  Brooklyn. 


FOR  THE  FEAST  OF   CORPUS  CHRTSTI. 

Our  local  Directors  are  urged  to  invite  the  members  of 
the  Eucharistic  League  to  receive  Holy  Communion  in  a 
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body  at  the  morning  of  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi.  The 
men  should  be  encouraged  to  a  general  Communion  on 
the  Sunday  within  the  Octave,  June  gth. 


The  Novena  of  preparation  for  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  and  the  Octave  of  Corpus  Christi  will  begin  at  the 
Cathedral,  June  6th,  at  the  6.30  A.M.  Mass.  Morning 
Service  at  6.30  A.  M.  Evening  Service  at  8,  except 
Sunday  and  Thursday.  All  associates  are  cordially  in- 
vited. 


The  Blessed  Sacrament  will  be  exposed  at  the  Cathe- 
dral on  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi  until  the  close  of  the 
afternoon  services.  Associates  from  local  centres  will  be 
welcomed  to  the  organized  Adoration. 


The  reunion  and  procession  in  the  afternoon  will  begin 
at  4.30,  and  will  consist  as  usual  of  a  sermon  and  solemn 
procession  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Zelatrices  will 
please  assemble  at  4  P.  M.  The  blue  ticket  is  for  the 
Zelatrices  only.  General  admission  white.  No  Zelatrice 
will  be  admitted  to  her  seat  in  the  middle  aisle  without 
her  scarf,  the  badge  of  office.  Tickets  may  be  obtained 
at  Local  Centres. 


THE  MEN'S  REUNION. — The  Men's  Reuuion  will  be 
held  at  the  Cathedral  on  Sunday,  June  Qth,  at  8  P.  M. 
The  delegates  will  meet  at  the  Local  Centres  and  march 
to  the  Cathedral.  Red  tickets  for  centre  aisle.  General 
admission  yellow.  No  ladies  will  be  admitted  to  the 
Cathedral  at  the  Men's  Reunion. 


The  Children's  Hour. 


Tim's  Promise. 


JOSEPHINE  MARIE:. 

is  a  long,  rough,  road  and  seems  endless  to  the  little 
brother  and  sister  who  trudge  wearily  but  bravely 
along,  determined  to  accomplish  their  purpose  at  any 
cost. 

There  is  a  difference  of  only  two  years  in  their 
ages,  but  Tim  in  his  own  estimation  is  much  the  senior  of 
his  five-year  old  sister. 

He  looks  anxiously  at  her  as  she  walks  beside  him,  her 
hand  placed  confidingly  in  his.  She  tries  her  best  to 
keep  up  with  him,  but  the  footsteps  falter  and  there  is  a 
suspicious  moisture  in  the  blue  eyes. 

"  I  'dess  we  must  'most  be  dere,  budder,"  she  says 
timidly,  "  ar'nt  we  ?" 

"  Oh  !  it  won't  be  long  now,  dearie,"  he  says  in  the 
superior  way  which  sits  so  quaintly  upon  him  ;  it  is  just 
up  there,  see  !"  and  he  points  to  the  top  of  the  mountain 
which  they  are  slowly  ascending.  The  rays  of  the  sun 
fall  softly  and  dazzlingly  upon  the  snow  that  rests  upon 
the  rocky  peaks  which  seem  in  their  rugged  strength  as 
they  rise  on  every  side,  to  promise  protection  to  the  little 
waifs  who  look  such  tiny  specks  against  their  grandeur. 

"  It's  a  very  long  way,  Tim,"  she  says  with  a  sigh, 
"  and  I'se  very  tired." 

"  That's  just  because  you're  a  baby,  Nell  ;  only  babies 
get  tired,"  replies  Tim,  disdaining  to  admit  his  own  fa- 
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tigue.  But,  in  reality,  his  heart  is  sinking,  for  her  little 
face  has  grown  white,  and  his  own  legs  sturdy  though 
they  are,  find  the  steep  way  every  moment  more  difficult 
to  climb.  Well  might  they  be  tired.  Since  early  morn- 
ing the  children  have  been  walking,  and  now  it  is  nearly 
four  in  the  afternoon. 

"  There!  don't  cry,  Nell,"  he  exclaims,  stopping  in 
their  ascent  to  throw  his  arms  penitently  around  her. 
The  cruel  accusation  of  being  still  a  ' '  baby ' '  when  she 
was  trying  so  hard  to  be  brave,  "  jest  like  a  grown-up 
person,"  and  not  get  tired,  has  been  too  much  for  the 
overwrought  nerves  of  the  little  sister.  "  I  am  bringing 
you  to  mamma,  dearie,  just  as  I  promised,  you  know." 
'  Did  you  weally  promise,  Tim?"  she  asks  doubtfully. 

"Why,  yes;  don't  you  remember  the  day,  mamma 
cried,  and  said  she  was  going  to  leave  us  for  a  while  and 
told  me  to  take  care  of  you,  and  I  said  I  would  bring  you 
to  her?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  r' member  now,  brudder,"  she  answers,  a 
faint  smile  struggling  through  the  tears  ;  "  mamma  said 
we'd  have  to  wait  till  the  Master  send  for  us." 

"And  I,"  exclaims  the  boy,  "said  nothing  would 
make  me  wait ;  I'd  bring  you  to  her  im-me-di-ately." 

Tim  never  feels  so  big,  so  able  to  guard  his  sister,  as 
when  he  uses  words  which  are  long  and  ' '  grown- up-fied. ' ' 
even  if  he  stumbles  a  little  over  them, 

"  P'raps  the  Master  will  mind,  though,"  Nell  ventures 
to  remonstrate. 

Tim  is  silent  ;  it  is  a  possibility  he  evidently  has  not 
dreamed  of. 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  he  says  after  a  slight  pause  ;  "  the 
Master  mamma  spoke  of  is  good  and  wise,  and  loves  little 
children  ;  she  said  so  and  told  us  to  go  and  ask  Him  to 
let  us  come  to  her  away  from  step- father. " 

"  Oh,  don't  Tim,  don't,"  and  the  child  shudders  at  the 
name,  but  the  boy  heeds  her  not. 

"  And  just  then  He  came  in,"  he  continues  excitedly, 
"  and  made  us  leave  her,  and  locked  us  up  in  a  room,  and 
the  next  day  when  he  let  us  out  and  we  asked  for  mamma 
he  laughed  and  told  us  to  go  and  find  her,  and  we  will 
find  her,  Nell,  we  will." 


OF  THE   BLESSED  SACRAMENT  l8l 

14  \Ve  will,"  echoed  the  lit  tie  sister,  faintly  ;  "  but  there 
isn't  any  house  up  there  ;  there  isn't  any  house,"  and  she 
shakes  her  head  sadly. 

Tim  makes  no  answer.  He  is  thinking,  trying  to  re- 
member. In  silence  they  wend  their  way,  stopping  some- 
times to  pick  a  stray  wild  flower,  or  to  drink  the  pure 
water  which  falls  \vith  exquisite  grace  over  the  rocky 
edges. 

'  I  can't  walk  any  further,  Tim,  carry  me." 

But  the  long  climb  without  food,  the  days  of  ill-treat- 
ment and  of  childish  grief,  have  been  too  much  for  the 
little  brother's  strength. 

"  I  can't,  dearie;  I  am  tired,  too,"  he  says,  wearily, 
forced  at  last  to  admit  his  fatigue.  "  Oh,  mamma,  why 
didn't  you  tell  us  how  to  come?  You  only  said  it  was  up 
there  and  that  it  was  bright  and  beautiful  ;  I  thought 
that  must  be  it,"  and  he  looked  wistfully  at  the  beauty 
above  them,  which  in  the  glory  of  the  setting  sun  is 
growing  momentarily  more  radiant,  as  if  heaven,  in  its 
tenderness  for  earth,  had  sent  a  little  of  its  own  light  to 
rest  upon  it  in  token  of  its  love-  To  the  children  it  seems 
a  messenger  of  hope,  a- beacon  to  guide  them  upward. 

1 '  Let  us  say  our  prayers,  Nell  ;  perhaps  the  dear  God 
is  making  the  light  brighter  to  show  us  the  way  up  there. ' ' 

Then,  removing  his  ragged  cap  in  the  reverent  way  his 
mother  had  taught  him,  he  softly  says  :  "Our  Father 
who  art  in  heaven." 

"  Our  Fadder,  who  art  in  heaven,"  lisps  Nell,  folding 
her  tiny  hands. 

"  Thy  kingdom  come,  thy — oh,  look,  look,"  exclaims 
Tim,  interrupting  his  prayer. 

Following  the  direction  in  which  he  points,  Nell  sees 
just  to  their  left,  a  wooden  cross,  hewn  of  the  roughest  of 
rough  wood,  but  the  outstretched  form  upon  it  speaks 
with  mute  eloquence  to  the  childish  hearts  too  young 
young  perhaps  to  understand,  but  too  pure  not  to  feel  the 
deep  love  depicted  there  Instinctively,  they  draw  near, 
and,  kneeling,  rest  their  tired  heads  against  the  cross  of 
Him  who  so  lovingly  bids  little  ones  to  come  unto  Him. 

"  I  guess  we  must  be  almost  there,  Nell,"  and  Nell 
faintly  echoes  :  ' '  Most-dere. ' ' 
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When  the  morning  dawns,  and  the  sun  rises  once  more 
to  its  faithful  watch  over  the  mountain,  its  light  rests, 
as  if  in  benediction,  upon  the  childish  forms  still  clinging 
to  the  cross  and  the  peace  in  each  sweet  face  tells  us  that 
Tim's  promise  is  fulfilled.  Baby  is  with  mamma  now— 
and  so  is  little  Tim. 


Walking  with  Jesus. 


{From  Life.} 

WONDER   what   they   are   doing!"    thinks 
Marjorie,  and  she  pushes   the  door  of  the 
quaint  village  church  wider  open  and  steals 
softly   in.     The   lighted   lamp   before  the 
sanctuary,  the  statues  of  the  Virgin-mother 
and   Saint   Joseph,    the   eager   expression 
upon  the  bright  faces  of  children  grouped 
before  the  chancel,  interest  her,  and  with 
her  usual  inquisitiveness  she  tries  to  see  what  it  all  means. 
"  I  wonder  who  the  lady  is.      She  must  be  teaching 
them.     I  guess  I  will  go  nearer  and  hear  what  she  says," 
and  she  goes  up  the  side  aisle  to  a  pew  near  the  altar. 

"Now,  dear  children,"  she  hears  her  say,  "  be  very 
careful  to  do  all  I  tell  you.  You  know  we  must  have 
everything  as  lovely  as  possible  for  our  Lord  on  Sunday." 
The  responsive  smile  that  lights  each  earnest  face  shows 
that  the  simple  words  have  touched  the  right  chord  in  the 
childish  hearts.  The  children  are  twelve  in  number,  the 
sons  and  little  daughters  of  the  visitors  at  the  fashionable 
sea-side  resort.  Hearing  that  the  Forty-Hours'  devotion 
will  take  place  in  a  few  days,  their  mothers  have  asked 
the  privilege  of  the  Pastor  of  the  parish  church  of  having 
their  children  mingle  with  the  little  villagers  in  the  pro- 
cession of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  As  the  honor  is  a  new 
experience  for  these  children,  Miss  Geraldine — so  they 
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call  her — has  volunteered  to  rehearse  with  them  the  cere- 
monies in  which  they  must  take  part.  Marjorie's  entrance 
disturbs  them  momentarily.  Every  head  is,  of  course, 
turned  at  once  in  her  direction.  "  I  say,  Bob,  I  guess  she 
is  a  Protestant,  she  did  not  bow  before  the  altar,"  whispers 
one  of  the  boys  to  the  one  next  him. 

Marjorie  hears  and  flushes  painfully.  "  Hush,  boys," 
Miss  Geraldine  says  reprovingly.  '  That  is  all  right, 
dear;  you  will  not  disturb  us  in  the  least."  The  kind 
words  reassure  the  child  and  she  smiles  with  all  the  gra- 
titude of  a  ten-year  old  heart.  Freckled,  with  bright,  red 
hair,  there  is  nevertheless  something  very  winning  in  the 
little  countenance  that  just  now  looks  unusually  shy. 

"  Now,  children,  think  only  of  what  I  tell  you.  One, 
two,  three,"  and  boys  and  girls  kneel  simultaneously— 
try  to — I  should  say,  for  not  two  kneel  at  the  same  in- 
stant. 'That  will  not  do  at  all.  Again — one,  two, 
three. ' '  This  time  it  is  better,  but  it  needs  patience  to 
rehearse  such  restless,  mischievous  children,  and  Marjorie 
soon  begins  to  feel  it  a  bit  monotonous. 

14  Why  are  you  preparing  so  earnestly  ?"  asks  Miss 
Geraldine.  The  unexpected  question  reawakens  her  in- 
terest and  she  listens  eagerly  for  the  reply. 

' '  Because  it  is  God  whom  we  will  walk  with, ' '  answers  a 
boy  unhesitatingly.  Geraldine  smiles  at  the  quick,  quaint 
response. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  she  says  gently,  "  our  God  loves  us  so 
much  that  even  in  His  human  nature  He  dwells  stiil  in 
our  midst  on  the  altar  and  just  as  Saint  Joseph  carried 
Him  when  He  was  a  helpless  Babe  out  into  the  streets  of 
Bethlehem  and  Nazareth,  so  now  his  priest  will  carry  Him 
hidden  and  silent  in  the  sacred  Host  through  the  aisles  of 
the  church  to  bless  all  who  are  near  to  Him." 

' '  We  will  be  nearer  than  anyone, ' '  exclaim  two  of  the 
boys.  ' '  Father  Kearney  said  we  were  to  walk  each  side 
of  him." 

"  And  we,"  murmur  the  girls,  "  will  strew  the 
flowers. ' ' 

'  You  will  all  be  near  Him,  dear  children.  Your  faith 
and  love  will  be  the  flowers  He  likes  the  best.  What 
will  you  think  of  as  you  go  up  and  down  the  aisles?  not 
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of   the  people  or  even  of   the  pretty  dresses  and  ribbons 
you  will  wear,  I  am  sure." 

"  I  shall  think  that  I  am  in  the  Body-guard  of  the  King 
of  kings,  and  I  shall  be  very  glad,"  one  boy  says  very 
simply.  "  And  I,"  murmured  a  little  girl,  "  shall  think 
that  I  am  near  Jesus  just  like  the  children  we  saw  in  the 
picture  yesterday  when  the  Apostles  wanted  to  send  the 
children  away  and  Jesus  wouldn't  let  them  "cause  they 
didn't  bother  Him  one  bit,"  the  last  words  as  emphatic  as 
a  very  loud  whisper  could  make  them. 

"And  you,  little  one,"  asks  Miss  Geraldine  of  the 
tiniest  tot  of  all — she  is  just  five  years  old — "  what  will 
you  think  of  as  you  walk  before  Jesus,  our  blessed  Lord?" 

"  I  will  just  give  Him  my  love  every  minute,"  and  at 
that  reply  Miss  Geraldine  can  only  smile,  through  tears. 

Fair  and  balmy  Sunday  morning  dawns.  Humble  vil- 
lagers in  print  calicoes  and  queer  hats,  ladies  of  fashion  in 
flounced  gowns  of  muslin  and  lace  fill  the  picturesque 
church.  Wild  roses  and  lillies  adorn  the  chancel  and 
daisy-chains  woven  by  many  little  fingers  grace  the  altar 
rail.  The  birds  trill  sweetly  in  the  eaves  and  rays  of  sun- 
light gleam  through  the  stained  glass  windows  as  if  to  do 
homage  to  Him  who  called  it  forth  from  nothingness. 
Marjorie  waits  with  breathless  interest  for  the  children. 
It  has  been  no  easy  matter  to  win  permission  to  attend  a 
Catholic  service,  but  a  crying-spell,  a  rare  thing  with  her, 
won  what  words  could  not,  and  now  she  sits  contentedly 
in  the  middle  aisle  where  she  can  see  everything.  ' '  I  feel 
very  happy,"  she  thinks,  "  I  wonder  why."  It  would 
hardly  be  Marjorie  were  she  not  wondering.  Softly  the 
organ  plays  and  little  ones,  numbering  nearly  one  hun- 
dred, enter  with  measured  steps  and  go  toward  the  altar 
"  like  angels,"  she  thinks,  and  as  priests  in  embroidered 
vestments  and  acolytes  in  surplices  of  white  fill  the  chan- 
cel, she  wonders  still  more.  The  Mass  does  not  seem  very 
long,  strange  as  it  is  to  her.  The  priest  places  Something, 
what  she  cannot  see,  in  a  Receptacle  which  shines  ' '  like 
the  sun,"  as  its  golden  spikes  gleam  beneath  the  light  of 
myried  candles.  A  garment  of  silk  envelops  him  as  hold- 
ing aloft  the  sacred  Host  he  leaves  the  altar.  Two  by 
two,  boys  in  black  coats  and  frilled  shirts,  little  girls  in 
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white  frocks  with  wreaths  of  clematis  crowning  their  wee 
heads,  go  with  folded  hands  before  him.  Tity  tots  three 
and  four  years  of  age  throw  flowers  as  fresh  and  pure  as 
if  they  wrere  their  ' '  own  little  hearts  dropping  from  the 
baskets,"  to  strew  the  path  over  which  Jesus  is  to  pass. 

' '  There  is  the  little  girl  who  said  she  would  give  her 
love  to  Him  every  minute,"  thinks  Marjorie,  and  the  look 
in  the  baby-face  tells  us  that  Jesus  has  ways  unguessed 
by  men  of  speaking  to  the  little  ones  whom  He  bids  us, 
'  'to  suffer,  come  unto  to  him."  ' '  Jesus  must  be  here — really 
here,"  murmurs  Marjorie,  and  when  all  is  over  Geraldine 
finds  her  kneeling  alone  on  the  altar  step.  "  Why  do  you 
kneel  here,  my  child,"  she  asks  very  gently. 

"  Because  I  want  to  be  very  close  to  Jesus,"  she  says 
simply. 

Clearly,  indeed,  has  the  Lord  of  love  spoken  to  one 
little  heart. 


. 


Mother's  Face. 


Three  little  boys  talked  together, 
One  sunn}-  summer  day, 

And  I  leaned  out  of  the  window 
To  hear  what  they  had  to  say. 

"  The  prettiest  thing  I  ever  saw," 
One  of  the  little  boys  said, 

"  Was  a  bird  in  grandpa's  garden, 
All  black  and  white  and  red." 

' '  The  prettiest  thing  I  ever  saw, ' ' 
Said  the  second  little  lad, 

'  Was  a  pony  at  the  circus — 
I  wanted   him  awful  bad." 
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"  I  think,"  said  the  third  little  fellow 
With  a  grave  and  gentle  grace, 

"  The  prettiest  thing  in  all  the  world, 
Is  just  my  mother's  face." 

— Selected. 
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The  Two  Angels. 


Two  angels  in  our  home  oft  bide  awhile, 

To  go  again. 
The  one  named  Joy  (met  ever  with  a  smile), 

The  other,  Pain. 

One  comes  arrayed  in  robes  of  rosy  light, 

With  sunshine  barred. 
The  other,  swathed  in  garb  of  somber  night, 

With  tears,  thick  starred. 

Yet,  when  Joy  gathers  up  her  golden  threads 

And  goes  away, 
The  jewel,  gleaming  on  her  forehead,  sheds 

No  backward  ray. 

While  Pain — whene'er  her  ministry  of  sorrow  ends 

In  tender  grace 
Turns  at  the  threshold  and  a  blessing  leaves 

To  fill  her  place. 
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THE  THANKFUfc  HEART.  * 

By  FRANCIS  E.  CROMPTON. 

Copyright  by  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co  ,  NEW-  YORK. 


11  But  it  is  such  a  curious,  curious  name.  It  makes  me 
wonder  so  much.  Don't  you  think  it  might  mean  some- 
thing ?" 

'  No,  Miss  Nancy,  I  cannot  say  that  I  do." 
1  But  supposing  that  it  did?  "  persisted  Miss  Nancy, 
resting   her  elbows  on   the   table,  and  her  chin   on   her 
hands-. 

"  And  supposing  that  it  didn't,"  said  Trimmer,  tartly. 
'  Miss  Nancy,  take  your   elbowrs  off  the   table.   That  is 
what  I  am  supposing." 

'  Yes,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  obediently.  "Trimmer,  now 
I  have  taken  my  elbows  off  the  table,  could  you  tell 
me?  " 

'  Tell  you  what,  Miss  Nancy  ?  "  said  Trimmer,  with 
some  exasperation. 

"  About  the  Thankful  Heart,  Trimmer." 
"I  cannot  tell  you  more  than  I  have  done, Miss  Nancy. 
It  is  an  old  house,  and  no  more,  and  no  less." 

'  I  don't  mean  that,  "  persisted  Miss  Nancy.  "  I 
mean,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  And  haven't  I  just  told  you,  Miss  Nancy?  "  deman- 
ded Trimmer,  with  a  kind  of  exhausted  patience. 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Nancy  ;  "  but  you  don't  understand, 
Trimmer." 

However,  this  sounded  so  exceedingly  rude  to  an  elder, 
that  Miss  Nancy  blushed,  and  hastened  to  add,  before 
Trimmer  could  reprove  her,  "  I  mean,  I  don't  unders- 
tand." 

*  By  kind  permission  of  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co. 
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"  No,  Miss  Nancy,  "  said  Trimmer,  severely.  "  No, 
you  do  not." 

"But  I  want  to  understand,"  said  Miss  Nancy.  "Trim- 
mer, don't  you  think  you  could  make  me  ?  " 

4 '  You  do  not  need  to  understand  anything  but  your 
duties.  To  obey  your  elders,  and  tell  the  truth,  and  do 
your  lessons  and  mind  your  behavior,  what  more  can  you 
want,  Miss  Nancy?" 

"  I  have  tried  to  obey  my  elders  all  to-day,  Trimmer, 
and  I  don't  remember  telling  anything  but  the  truth,  and 
I  have  done  my  lessons,  and  minded  my  behavior  a  good 
dead,  but  still  I  want  to  understand  and  I  don't." 

'  Then  do  all  those  same  things  more  until  you  do,  ' 
concluded  Trimmer.   Which  was,  though  perhaps  evasive 
on  Trimmer's  part,  a  saying  deeper  than  she  knew. 

"  Yes.  Only  still  I  want  to  know,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
steadfastly.  "  But  never  mind,  Trimmer,  because  of 
course  it  does  not  matter." 

So^Miss  Nancy  was  led  to  bring  the  subject  forward  for 
the  consideration  of  Giles,  a  person  of  an  age  unknown — 
though,  as  Miss  Nancy  believed,  rather  great  —  and  of 
large  attributes,  in  right  of  his  self-arrogation. 

"  Giles,"  said  Miss  Nancy  accordingly,  upon  the  first 
opportunity,  looking  up  from  the  modest  level  of  the  She- 
tland pony  at  the  cross  old  face  on  the  height  of  the  squi- 
re's  tremendous  red  horse,  —  "  Giles,  what  kind  of 
thoughts  do  you  have  about  the  Thankful  Heart  ?  ' ' 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Giles,  with  an  eye  of  untold  wisdom,  ha- 
ving never  given  much  thought  to  the  subject, but  having 
a  mind  above  admitting  it.  "  Do  you  mean  my  thankful 
heart,  or  somebody  else's?  " 

"  I  mean  the  one  the  house  means,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
somewat  obscurely, — "the  old  house  near  the  church." 

"  Oh,  ay  ;  that  same  old  place.  And  what  about  it, 
Miss  Nancy  ?  ' ' 

"  I  want  to  know  what  about  it,  Giles," 

"  Ay,  well,  Miss  Nancy,  I  told  you  it  had  never  been 
aught  in  my  time  but  a  gashiy  old  place." 

"  Oh,  no,  Giles,  "  said  Miss  Nancy  seriously,  dimly 
perceiving  the  term,  whatever  it  might  mean,  to  be  a  low- 
ering one,  "  not  at  all  gashiy,  /think.  And  you  said  it 
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was  an  old  place  before.     But  I  want  to  understand  what 
a  thankful  heart  is,  exactly." 

"  Well,  I  reckon  it  is  being  thankfully  minded,"  said 
Giles  grudgingly,  not  being  himself  of  that  disposition. 
And  what  ought  one  to  be  thankful  for?" 

<(  For  one's  vittles,  Miss  Nancy." 

"  All  of  them?"  inquired  Miss  Nancy,  with  a  lingering 
hope  that  there  might  be  a  dispensation  in  favor  of  rice 
pudding,  when  partaken  of  for  the  fourth  time  in  one 
week. 

"  Ay.  I  reckon  so.     And  the  clothes  to  one's  back." 

1 '  Even  if  they  are  clothes  you  do  not  much  like, 
Giles?"  said  Miss  Nancy,  faint-heartedly,  with  the  new 
Leghorn  hat  stalking  gloomily  before  her  mind's  eye,  and 
the  bottle-green  coat  that  pinched  round  the  neck. 

"  Ay,  to  be  sure,  for  all  one's  clothes." 

"  And  anything  else,  Giles?" 

"  For  things  mostly,  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Giles,  though 
it  went  to  his  heart  to  confess  it. 

1 '  Then  a  thankful  heart  means,  that  you  ?.re  to  be 
thankful  for  everything  you  have,  even  for  the  things 
you  do  not  like  ?" 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  say  that,"  said  Giles,  inclined  to 
back  out  at  this  view  of  the  matter  ;  ' '  because  I  reckon  a 
man  couldn't  be  thankful  for  things  as  he  wasn't  thank- 
ful for." 

"  But  it  is  generally  rather  rude  to  pick  out  things, 
you  know.  I  think  it  does  not  seem  nice  only  to  be  thank- 
ful for  the  things  you  like  to  be  thankful  for,"  said  Miss 
Nancy,  deeply.  "  Don't  you  think  so?" 

But  Giles  did  not  think  it  by  any  means,  and  declined 
to  allow  that  he  did. 

"  It  isn't  having  a  thankful  heart,  after  all,  if  you  leave 
some  of  the  things  out,"  argued  Miss  Nancy. 

On  which  Giles  took  refuge  in  a  sudden  access  of  ma- 
jesty, and  the  discussion  fell  to  the  ground. 

"  I  cannot  quite  say  it,"  was  Miss  Nancy's  conclusion, 
"  but  I  think  that  it  is  really  and  truly  in  the  thankful 
heart.  If  you  have  that,  I  believe  you  do  feel  thankful, 
always  for  everything." 
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VI. 

"  Trimmer,"  remarked  Miss  Nancy,  with  studied  affa- 
bility, "  I  do  know  such  a  nice  walk  ;  you  cannot  think 
what  a  good  one  it  is." 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Nancy,"  responded  Trimmer,  with  but 
moderate  warmth. 

'•  You  would  like  it  very  much,  I  feel  sure  that  you 
would,"  pursued  Miss  Nancy.  "Trimmer,  when  you 
want  to  go  a  new  walk,  will  you  tell  me?" 

"Yes,  Miss  Nancy,  J  will." 

This  was  not  encouraging  ;  Miss  Nancy  was  reduced 
to  plain  speaking.  '  '  I  should  like  to  go  this  walk  very 
much.  Might  we  go  to-day?" 

If  poor  Trimmer  could  have  found  any  reasonable 
grounds  for  refusal,  she  would  gladly  have  availed  herself 
of  them,  for,  like  Aunt  Norreys,  she  hated  country  walks, 
but  Miss  Nancy  had  to  be  taken  somewyhere. 

"I  begin  to  grow  a  little  tired  of  the  road  to  St. 
Edmunds',"  said  Miss  Nancy.  "  I  know  it  rather  well, 
you  see.  And  the  road  through  the  village,  too." 

"Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer,  determinedly,  "my 
face  is  fixed  against  fields." 

"  The  new  walk  is  a  lane  !"  cried  Miss  Nancy,  trium- 
phantly. "  It  is  not  fields,  nor  ditches,  nor  horses,  nor 
cows.  Trimmer,  do  you  think  we  could  go  it  !" 

"I  shall  see  when  I  get  there,"  replied  Trimmo*, 
guardedly.  "Miss  Nrncy,  do  not  think  that  frock  is 
clean  enough  to  go  out  in,  for  it  is  not.  And  that  makes 
three  clean  print  frocks  this  week." 

"  I  don't  want  to  put  another  on,  Trimmer,"  said  Miss 
Nancy,  in  subdued  accents  ;  but,  to  propitiate  the  seat  of 
government,  made  no  further  protest,  and  stood  with  ex- 
emplary patience  to  be  dressed  in  that  plain  but  spotless 
garment  considered  by  Trimmer  the  only  proper  one  for  a 
young  lady  taking  her  walks  abroad  in  the  season  of  sum- 
mer. Cleanliness  came  before  godliness  in  Trimmer's  re- 
quirements. Miss  Nancy  might  accidentally  be  naughty 
now  and  then,  but  under  no  circumstances  might  she  be 
dirty. 
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"This  walk  will  begin  like  the  village,"  announced 
Miss  Nancy,  when  the  expedition  had  set  out  "You 
will  think  it  is  going  to  be  through  the  village  like  the 
old  one,  but  it  is  not.  Presently  you  will  see  it." 

Presently  came  just  the  outskirts  of  the  village,  when 
Miss  Nancy  opened  the  churchyard  gate. 

"  Miss  Nancy,  where  are  you  going  now?"  demanded 
Trimmer. 

"It  is  a  proper  walk,  quite  proper,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
stoutly,  leading  the  way  in  much  haste,  lest  Trimmer 
should  change  her  mind,  past  the  sunny  window  where 
the  white  roses  peeped  and  nodded  to  Master  Bartlemy, 
to  a  wicket  in  the  churchyard  wall,  and  a  flight  of  worn 
steps  into  a  little  lane,  very  narrow,  and  very  deep. 

"Trimmer,  this  is  it,"  announced  Miss  Nancy. 

Trimmer  did  not  respond  with  enthusiasm. 

"  It  looks  very  dirty,  Miss  Nancy,"  she  said. 

"  No,  ftois  only  a  very  little  dirty,  Trimmer,  and  I  do 
not  mindit,  I  do  not,  indeed.  And  you  do  not  know, 
Trimmer r^or  you  cannot  possibly  know,  how  beautiful  it 
is  down  there. ' ' 

Trimmer  turned  down  the  new  lane  with  the  eye  of  one 
who  has  doukts.  The  churchyard  wall  was  on  one  side, 
and  on  the  omer  an  overgrown  hedge,  so  that  the  church- 
yard trees  and  the  hawthorn  bushes  niet  overhead .  This 
made  the  lane  very  attractive  to  a  person  of  Miss  Nancy's 
age  ;  but  a  person  of  Trimmer's  could  not  be  blind  to  a 
mud  in  the  deep  ruts,  and  Trimmer  picked  her  way  with 
a  very  dissatisfied  face. 

''Isn't  it  beautiful?"  breathed  Miss  Nancy.  "But 
soon  it  will  be  more  ! 

"  I  hope  so,  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer  plainly,  "  for 
I  was  just  beginning  to  think  that  we  would  turn  back." 

"Oh,  Trimmer  !  When  it  is  just  here  —  at  least,  only 
such  a  little  further  !  ' ' 

"  Well,  Miss  Nancy,  I  really  do  not  see  what  you  have 
come  to  look  at  ,"  said  Trimmer,  but  being  by  no  means 
an  unkind  woman,  though  a  strict  one,  she  struggled  on 
to  Miss  Nancy's  goal.  The  lane  ended  in  old  iron  gates, 
hung  on  stones  pillars  with  great  stone  balls  on  their  tops. 

"  And,  oh,  Trimmer,  it  is  here  !  "  said  Miss  Nancy. 
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"There  is  not  much  to  see  here,  Miss  Nancy,"  replied 
Trimmer  ;  "  I  suppose  it  is  only  that  old  place  you  talked 
about." 

Miss  Nancy  looked  at  her  beseechingly.  "And  don't 
you  like  it  ?  But,  Trimmer,  mayn't  I  stay  a  few  minutes, 
and  look?" 

"Well,  you  may  stay  while  I  walk  to  the  corner  and 
back , ' '  said  Trim  m er . 

Miss  Nancy  thanked  her  thankfully  ;  and  Trimmer 
turned  away,  with  the  somewhat  old  reflection  that  there 
was  no  accounting  for  the  fancies  of  children.  What  Miss 
Nancy  could  find  to  look  at,  she  failed  to  see  ;  and  indeed 
exactly  where  the  attraction  did  lie  does  not  appear.  Could 
we  precisely  define  all  those  odd  fascinations  of  our  child- 
hood, to  which  we  still  look  back  pleasantly, — if  sometimes 
a  little  sadly  !  for  alas,  there  are  no  such  dreams  now- 
a-days  ! 

Miss  Nancy  stood  oblivious  to  all  else,  clasping  the  bars 
of  the  gates,  with  her  face  pressed  to  them,  gazing  in, 
with  her  very  heart  in  her  eyes,  upon  a  meadow  so  yellow 
with  buttercups  that  it  was  like  a  field  of  gold,  upon  a 
path  leading  through  it  to  a  low  stone  wall  and  another 
gateway,  of  which  the  gates  were  open,  as  if  they  had  not 
been  closed  for  a  long,  long  time.  Miss  Nancy  could  see 
within.  She  saw  a  wide  old  courtyard  paved  with  stone, 
filled  with  yellow  sunlight,  where  the  pigeons  came  down, 
and  fluttered  and  strutted  ;  she  saw  mellow  walls,  latticed 
-windows,  twisted  chimneys,  peaked  roofs,  overhanging 
gables,  and  apple  and  pear  trees  all  pink  and  white  with 
bloom.  Behind,  the  rolling  uplands  where  the  sheep  pas 
tured,  and  the  hanging  birch  wood  falling  down  to  the 
level  meadows,  and  before  the  field  of  the  cloth  of  gold, 
where  the  buttercups  grew,  and  in  the  midst,  the  house 
of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

(  To  be  continued^} 
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The  Holy  Sacrifice. 


Translated  by  E.  LUMMIS. 


R.  P.  EYMARD. 


Hoc  facile  in  meant  comme- 

morationem. 
This  do  in  commemoration 

of  me.    LUKE  xxii,  12. 


I. 


o  assist  at  Mass  in  the  morning  will  bring  happi- 
ness  and  success  to   your  da}*.     All  your  duties 
will  be  better  accomplished  and  your  soul  will  be 
strengthened  to  carry  the  daily  cross  which  is  the 
portion  of  the  Christian. 

Mass  is  the  holiest  act  of  religion  ;  we  can  do  nothing 
that  gives  greater  glory  to  God,  and  more  good  to  our 
souls  than  to  hear  Mass  frequently  with  devotion.  It  is 
the  chosen  devotion  of  the  saints. 

It  contains  all  the  value  of  the  sacrifice  of  Calvary, 
which  is  applied  to  us  personally.  It  is  the  same  Sacri- 
fice, the  same  Victim,  the  same  Priest, — Jesus  Christ, 
immolated  in  an  unbloody  manner,  but  as  really  and  as 
efficaciously.  Oh  !  if  you  were  to  see  in  Itself  the  Mys- 
tery of  the  Altar  at  the  moment  of  consecration,  you 
would  see  Jesus  Christ  upon  the  Cross,  offering  to  His 
Father  His  Wounds,  His  Blood,  His  Death,  for  the  salva- 
tion of  the  world  and  your  own  soul.  You  would  see  the 
angels  prostrating  themselves  around  the  altar,  marvelling 
at  love  so  great  for  creatures  so  indifferent  and  ungrate- 
ful. You  would  hear  the  Heavenly  Father  contemplating 
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His  Divine  Son,  say  as  upon  Thabor  :  "  Behold  My 
Beloved  Son,  in  Whom  I  am  well  pleased.  Adore  Him, 
love  Him,  serve  Him  with  all  your  hearts." 


II. 


To  comprehend  the  value  of  the  Mass  we  must  remem- 
ber that  this  act  has  in  itself  a  value  greater  than  that  of 
all  the  other  good  works,  virtues  and  merits  of  all  the 
saints  united,  from  the  beginning  until  the  end  of  the 
world,  even  including  those  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  herself, 
because  every  Mass  is  the  Sacrifice  of  the  God  Man,  dying 
as  Man,  elevating  this  action  to  a  divine  dignity  as  God, 
and  consequently  giving  to  it  an  infinite  price.  One  is  filled 
with  respect  at  the  definition  which  the  Council  of  Trent 
gives  to  this  Mystery.  What  majesty,  what  grandeur  in 
every  word  !  "  Because  in  the  Divine  Sacrifice  which  is 
comprised  in  the  Mass,  Jesus  Christ,  Who  was  immolated 
but  once  in  a  bloody  manner  on  the  Cross,  is  contained 
and  immolated  in  an  unbloody  manner,  the  Holy  Synod 
teaches  that  this  Sacrifice  is  truly  expiatory,  and  that  by 
Its  means,  if  we  approach  God  with  a  sincere  faith  we 
will  obtain  mercy,  grace  and  help  at  our  need.  The  Lord, 
indeed,  appeased  by  the  oblation  of  this  Sacrifice,  in  ac- 
cording to  us  the  grace  and  the  gift  of  repentance,  par- 
dons our  sins  and  crimes,  however  great,  because  It  is  the 
same  and  only  Victim  Who  was  offered  upon  the  Cross, 
Who  offers  Himself  to-day  by  the  ministry  of  the  priest. 
The  manner  of  the  oblation  only  is  different.  By  this 
Sacrifice  we  receive  abundantly  the  fruits  of  the  Bloody 
oblation — far  from  its  being,  as  Protestants  assert,  only  a 
commemoration.  This  is  the  reason  why,  according  to 
the  tradition  of  the  Apostles,  It  is  offered  not  only  for  our 
sins  and  other  necessities,  but  also  for  the  dead  who, 
though  in  the  grace  of  God,  are  not  yet  fully  justified." 

What  consoling  words  !  But  Jesus  Christ  dies  no  more, 
suffers  no  more.  In  what  then,  consists  the  Sacrifice  ?  If 
Faith  but  penetrate  the  veils  of  the  Mystery,  you  will  see 
Jesus  Christ  triumphant,  in  a  state  of  immolation,  Jesus 
full  of  Majesty,  in  a  state  of  humiliation,  Jesus  all  Power- 
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ful,  bound  in  chains,  Jesus  impassible,  in  a  state  of  disso- 
lution, Jesus  who  can  die  no  more,  taking  upon  Himself 
a  state  of  death  in  order  to  continue  the  Sacrifice  of  Cal- 
vary. 

III. 

But  to  what  end  ?  In  order  to  glorify  His  Father  per- 
petually by  His  office  of  Victim,  that  the  Father  may  love 
and  bless  the  world  for  which  the  Victim  is  offered  ;  to 
perpetuate  His  office  of  Redeemer  and  Saviour  and  to 
apply  to  us  directly  the  fruits  of  His  Passion  and  Death 
by  associating  us  with  His  offering,  and  teaching  us  to 
sacrifice  ourselves  with  Him.  Lastly,  oh  beautiful 
thought  !  that  we,  too,  as  Mary  and  John,  may  assist  at 
His  Sacrifice  and  death. 

IV. 

Since  Jesus  Christ  has  replaced  all  the  sacrifices  of  the 
Old  Law  by  the  single  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  He  has  com- 
prehended in  it  all  their  intentions  and  fruits 

In  obedience  to  God  the  Je\vs  offered  Sacrifices  to  four 
ends :  to  acknowledge  His  sovereign  dominion  over  all 
creatures  ;  to  thank  Him  for  His  gifts  ;  to  supplicate  Him 
to  continue  them,  and  to  appease  His  wrath,  enkindled 
against  their  sins.  Jesus  Christ  does  all  this  and  in  a 
most  perfect  manner,  when,  instead  of  the  offering  of 
sheep  and  bulls,  He  offers  Himself  to  God  as  a  holocaust, 
He,  the  Son  of  God,  and  God  Himself.  He  adores  His 
Father,  when  in  the  name  of  all  men,  of  whom  He  is  the 
First  born,  He  acknowledges  that  God  alone  is  the  source 
of  all  good,  and  that  all  creatures  live  but  through  Him, 
and  offers  His  own  life  to  acknowledge  that  having  re- 
ceived it  from  God,  God  alone  has  a  right  to  the  free 
and  absolute  disposition  of  it. 

A  hostage  of  praise,  Jesus  thanks  His  Father  for  all  the 
graces  accorded  to  Him  and  through  Him  to  all  men  ;  He 
makes  for  us  r.n  eternal  canticle  of  Thanksgiving.  He 
becomes  a  Victim  of  Propitiation,  imploring  pardon  con- 
tinually for  the  sins  of  men  that  are  being  continually 
renewed,  and  desires  to  associate  man  with  His  Reparation 
as  He  does  with  His  Sacrifice. 
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Lastly,  He  is  our  Advocate,  who  intercedes  with  tears 
and  piercing  cries  for  our  salvation,  Whose  Blood  cries  to 
Heaven  for  mercy. 

V. 

To  assist  at  Mass  in  union  with  Jesus  Christ  is  there- 
fore the  most  salutary  action  we  can  perform.  There  we 
receive  the  graces  of  repentance,  of  justification,  and 
strength  and  grace  to  fall  no  more. 

Here  do  we  find  the  sovereign  means  of  exercising 
charity  for  others,  in  applying  to  them  not  alone  our 
feeble  merits,  but  the  infinite  merits,  and  immense  riches 
of  Jesus  Christ  which  He  places  at  our  disposition.  We 
plead  efficaciously  the  cause  of  the  suffering  souls  in  Pur- 
gatory. We  obtain  the  conversion  of  sinners 

Heaven  is  by  it  inundated  with  joy,  and  the  saints  re- 
ceive an  increase  of  accidental  glory. 

VI. 

The  best  method  of  assisting  at  Mass  is  to  unite  our- 
selves to  the  Divine  Victim,  to  enter  into  His  intentions, 
and  offer  ourselves  with  Him.  Our  own  offering  will  be 
ennobled,  purified,  made  worthy  of  God's  acceptance,  if 
united  with  that  of  our  Lord.  Follow  Jesus  Christ  to 
Calvary,  meditating  upon  the  circumstances  of  His  Pas- 
sion and  Death.  But  above  all,  unite  yourself  with  the 
Divine  Sacrifice  by  participation,  by  consuming  your  part 
of  the  Victim  with  the  priest.  It  is  then  that  the  Mass 
has  its  full  efficacy,  and  responds  completely  to  the  design 
of  Our  Lord. 

Oh  !  if  the  souls  in  Purgatory  could  but  return  to  earth, 
what  would  they  not  give  to  assist  once  more  at  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  !  If  we  ourselves  could  truly  understand  its 
excellence,  its  advantages,  the  benefits  it  confers  and  the 
fruit  that  is  derived  from  it,  we  would  let  no  day  pass 
without  being  present  at  Masss. 
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Roman  Memories. 

JUNE  DAYS. 

E.    McAuLIFFE. 

v  few  strangers  remain  in  Rome  after  May,  but 
we  were  loth  to  leave  it,  so  took  the  risk  of  Roman 
fever  and  stayed  on,  tempted  by  the  beauty  of 
the  surrounding  hills  which  we  had  not  yet  ex- 
plored. During  winter  and  spring  there  is  so 
much  going  on  in  Rome,  between  the  religious  and  social 
functions,  that  it  is  impossible  to  steal  a  day  for  the 
environs. 

One  lovely  morning,  guide-book  in  hand,  we  took  the 
train  for  the  Alban  Mountains.  A  delightful  run  of  two 
hours  across  the  campagna  in  all  its  summer  glory, 
brought  us  to  Albano,  nestling  among  the  hills.  We  had 
made  a  little  plan  from  our  maps,  and  strictly  adhered  to 
it.  The  great  attractions  in  Albano  are  the  two  lakes, 
and  Castel  Gandolfo,  the  Summer  residence  of  the  Popes, 
when  the  Popes  were  free  to  choose  their  residence.  The 
Alban  lake  is  about  a  mile  to  the  left  of  the  town,  with 
Castel  Gandolfo  situated  at  its  farther  end.  The  other 
lake,  that  of  Nemi,  is  in  the  opposite  direction,  to  the 
right,  and  about  four  miles  distant  from  the  town. 

Our  plan  was  to  walk  to  Lago  Albano,  spend  the  morn- 
ing exploring  its  beauties,  then  return  to  the  hotel  for 
dinner,  after  which  we  should  take  a  carriage  for  the 
longer  excursion,  which  would  just  fill  the  afternoon. 

We  left  the  town  behind  us,  and  walked  along  the  road, 
dazzling  white  in  the  sunshine  ;  looking  for  the  long  grove 
of  Ilex  trees,  which  the  guide-book  said  led  to  Castel  Gan- 
dolfo. After  half  an  hour's  walking  there  were  no  trees 
in  sight,  no  human  being  in  sight,  no  houses,  no  shelter 
from  the  heat — we  began  to  feel  discouraged,  when  our 
hopes  revived  on  seeing  a  countryman  coming  along  the 
road  towards  us ;  we  asked  him  to  direct  us,  and  with  the 
unfailing  courtesy  of  the  Italian  peasant,  he  explained 
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that  at  a  little  distance  we  would  find  a  monastery,  and 
beyond  that  the  Ilex  grove.  Five  minutes  brought  us  to 
the  point  which  he  indicated,  and  we  had  a  vision  of  Para- 
dise !  We  found  ourselves  suddenly  on  the  banks  of  the 
lovely  lake,  lying  cool  and  still  under  its  shady  banks  ; 
the  Ilex  grove  stretching  along  its  near  side  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  and  the  picturesque  form  of  a  brown- 
robed  friar  plodding  along  under  the  pleasant  shade  with 
his  large  wallet  slung  over  his  shoulder. 

We  seated  ourselves  on  the  grassy  bank,  drinking  in  the 
loveliness  of  the  scene.  When  the  son  of  St.  Francis  passed 
out  of  sight,  we  were  alone  in  the  Summer  splendor  ; 
alone,  but  not  lonely — the  songs  of  birds,  the  chirping  of 
insects,  the  hum  of  bees,  mingled  with  the  sweet  fragrance 
of  flowers,  filled  us  with  a  kind  of  langorous*fextasy.  The 
only  note  of  sadness  was  the  chateau  at  Castcl  Gandolfo, 
no  more  the  home  of  the  Popes  !  Silent  and  deserted  it 
stood,  mirrored  in  the  green  waters  of  the  lake. 

When  the  noontide  Ave  Maria  rang  out  from  the  cam- 
panile of  the  monastery,  with  many  a  retrospective  glance 
we  turned  and  retraced  our  steps  to  the  town. 

One  hour  for  rest  and  refreshment,  then  commenced  our 
trip  to  Lago  di  Nemi.  The  drive  is  beautiful  beyond 
description,  along  the  loft}''  Via  Appia  Nuova,  cross- 
ing the  great  viaducts  erected  by  Pius  IX.  As  we  neared 
the  village  of  Ariccia  our  coachman  rose  in  his  seat  and 
pointing  to  the  right  with  his  whip,  exclaimed  :  ' '  il  marc' ' 
(the  sea).  With  a  thrill  of  joy  we  saw  the  line  of  silver 
bounding  the  horizon.  For  two  years  we  had  been  loiter- 
ing along  by  inland  lakes  and  rivers,  and  that  glimpse 
brought  the  sweet  memory  of  our  far  away  home,  by  the 
Western  ocean,  so  vividly  to  mind,  that  in  imagination 
we  inhaled 

"  the  odor  of  brine  from  the  ocean." 

Another  minute  and  the  stony  pavement  of  Ariccia  rang 
beneath  our  horses  feet  ;  we  had  soon  left  it  behind,  and 
were  again  coursing  along  the  Appian  Way  ;  this  time 
under  the  shade  of  fine  over-arching  trees,  and  quite  out 
of  sight  of  the  distant  sea. 
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The  lake  of  Xemi  is  near  the  little  town  of  Geuzano  ; 
to  see  it  to  advantage  one  must  see  it  from  the  garden  of 
the  Ccsan'ni  Pala:r.o  ;  the  permission  to  enter  has  only  to 
be  asked  to  be  courteously  granted  These  exquisite 
gardens  run  all  along  one  side  of  the  lake,  which  is  three 
miles  in  circumference,  the  tower  of  Nemi  is  perched  high 
up  on  the  green  slope  at  the  further  side  ;  the  drive  in  the 
cool  shady  garden  paths  extends  quite  around  the  lake. 
It  is  a  veritable  fairy-land.  This  lake,  like  that  of  Albano, 
is  the  crater  of  an  extinct  volcano,  and  fed  by  innumer- 
able subterranean  springs.  Each  lake  is  encircled  by  high 
wooded  hills,  which  reflected  in  the  water,  give  a  beautiful 
emerald  tinge,  which  is  refreshing  to  the  eye  after  leaving 
the  sunlit  road. 

We  hingered  in  these  flowery  regions  until  the  slanting 
rays  of  the  sun  warned  us  that  even  in  June  the  days  are 
all  too  short.  Our  return  drive  in  the  shades  of  evening 
was  cool  and  pleasant. 

Tivoli  was  the  next  on  the  programme.  We  leave  Rome 
by  the  Porta  San  Lorenzo,  and  direct  our  course  to  the 
Sabine  mountains.  The  pleasantest  wray  is  to  go  all  by 
carriage,  as  every  road  of  the  journey  is  so  beautiful  one 
hates  to  hurry  it  over  by  trains  or  tramways.  No  words 
in  any  language  would  describe  the  exquisite  beauty  of 
Tivoli.  There  are  many  ruins  of  ancient  villas,  the  villa 
of  Horace,  the  villa  of  Maecenas,  and  others  ;  the  villa  of 
Adrien,  however,  was  the  most  beautiful,  exceeding  that 
of  the  Emperor  Augustus  himself.  Even  in  ruins  it  is  an 
cmbarras  de  richcsse  with  its  temples,  baths,  grottoes  and 
cascades.  The  grounds  cover  several  square  miles,  and  a 
whole  Summer  would  scarcely  suffice  for  seeing  all  that  is 
worth  looking  at.  We  gave  it  a  few  days,  and  every  da)' 
discovered  new  marvels  :  columns,  statues,  cool  colonnades 
and  flights  of  steps  leading  to  spots  of  enchantment,  and 
everywhere  the  soft  music  of  falling  water  mingled  with 
the  notes  of  nightingales  singing  all  day  in  the  deep  re- 
cesses of  the  wood  !  The  imagination  of  my  readers  must 
complete  the  picture. 

From  Tivoli  to  Subiaco  is  but  a  short  distance,  and  we 
were  eager  to  visit  the  places  sanctified  by  the  presence  of 
the  great  St.  Benedict,  so  did  not  give  as  much  time  as 
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we  otherwise  might  to  the  artistic  but  material  beauties 
of  Tivoli. 

St.  Benedict,  and  his  sister,  St.  Scholastica,  were  born 
at  Norcia,  a  small  town  in  the  Sabine  mountains  ;  small, 
by  geometrical  measurement,  but  great  if  we  consider  that 
it  was  the  birth-place  of  two  of  the  saintly  founders  of 
Monasticism  !  The  parents  of  Benedict  and  Scholastica 
were  wealthy  and  noble,  but  more  distinguished  for  their 
virtues,  than  for  their  lofty  position.  They  encouraged 
the  growth  of  sanctity  in  the  infant  minds  of  their  chil- 
dren, and  saw  them,  with  secret  joy,  indifferent  to  all  the 
allurements  of  life,  and  seeking  only  the  things  of  God. 

The  monasteries  which  the  brother  and  sister  governed 
with  such  wisdom  are  aureoled  with  an  unfading  lustre. 
There  are  three  monasteries  of  St.  Scholastica,  where 
ladies  of  the  highest  rank  sought  instruction  in  the  way 
of  perfection  ;  higher  up  in  the  mountains  we  find  the 
monastery  of  St.  Benedict.  Here  he  received  a  visit  from 
the  "  scourge  of  God,"  Attila.  The  latter  having  heard 
the  fame  of  his  miracles,  desired  to  see  and  speak  with 
him,  and  sent  him  a  message  to  that  effect.  Wishing  to 
test  his  power,  he  sent  one  of  his  esquires,  clothed  in  royal 
state,  and  followed  by  a  royal  retinue,  to  personate  him. 
When  the  esquire  came  before  the  sa  nt,  he,  who 

"  with  Amyclas 

Was  found  unmoved  at  rutnor  of  his  voice, 
Who  shook  the  world." 

said  to  him  :  ' '  My  son  quit  these  royal  ornaments,  they 
do  not  belong  to  you."  The  esquire  and  all  his  suite 
prostrated  themselves  before  the  man  of  God,  and  hast- 
ened back  to  their  master  to  relate  what  had  happened. 
Then  the  barbarian,  at  the  head  of  his  mail-clad  warriors 
came  himself,  but  at  sight  of  the  saint  he  was  overcome 
with  fear,  and  fell  face  downwards  on  the  earth  before 
him.  The  saint  bade  him  rise,  but  after  waiting  some 
time,  and  seeing  him  still  motionless,  he  lifted  him  up. 
Then  fearlessly  upbraiding  him  for  his  crimes,  he  pre- 
dicted the  time  of  his  death.  Filled  wih  a  new  fear  the 
tyrant  besought  the  prayers  of  the  saint,  and  departed. 

Tivoli  and  Subiaco  are  so  full  of  memories  of  these  great 
saints,  that  their  wonderful  lives  are  the  constant  subject 
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of  conversation  at  the  hotel  tables,  and  many  are  the  con- 
versions consequent  on  visits  to  the  monasteries,  and  read- 
ing and  discussing  the  virtues  of  the  holy  Founders. 

On  Ascension  Day  we  went  to  Frascati,  a  small  town  in 
the  Alban  Hills,  and  as  the  Roman  populace  love  to  take 
their  holidays  in  the  country,  we  joined  the  crowd.  It  is 
always  delightful  to  mix  among  the  people  on  days  of 
r't's/a,  and  see  how  different  they  are  to  the  votaries  of 
fashion  ;  the  poorest  throw  off  their  cares,  and  enjoy  the 
day  because  it  is  a  festa.  The  gate  by  which  we  left  the 
city  is  near  the  great  Basilica  of  Santa  Maria  Maggiore  ; 
we  stopped  there  on  our  way,  to  hear  Mass,  and  found 
the  immense  church  crowded  at  that  early  hour  (8  a.  m.) 
with  ardent  pleasure  seekers. 

While  waiting  at  the  railway  station  for  our  train  a 
little  incident  occurred  characteristic  of  the  people  :  the 
waiting-room  was  packed  with  excursionists,  and  one 
party  consisting  of  three  or  four  grown  persons  and  a 
child  of  about  five  years,  came  to  an  anchor  near  where 
we  were  standing.  As  soon  as  they  set  down  their  hand 
baggage  and  settled  to  wait,  the  little  boy  went  down  on 
his  knees,  folded  his  hands,  and,  having  made  the  sign  of 
the  cross,  commenced  to  say  his  prayers  in  a  low  and  re- 
verential voice  ;  evidently  thinking,  on  account  of  the 
crowd,  that  he  was  in  church.  A  laugh  ran  around  the 
circle  of  bystanders,  in  the  midst  of  which  his  mother 
caught  him  up  and  kissed  him. 

As  the  train  approaches  Frascati/it  presents  a  most  at- 
tractive appearance,  the  slope  of  the  hill  being  all  cut  in 
terraces,  where  Summer  reigned  in  flowers  of  every  hue, 
and  beautiful  shade  trees  overhung  the  paths.  Italian 
gardens  are  a  blaze  of  color,  in  earl}'  June  the  Acacia  is 
still  in  blossom,  the  pink  of  the  chestnut,  the  yellow 
laboriuums,  and,  on  every  corner  of  vantage  the  purple 
clusters  of  the  wisteria  \'ine,  make  altogether  a  dazzling 
coup  d*  li'il. 

When  we  reached  Frascati  we  were  just  in  time  for 
High  Mass  at  the  cathedral,  and  following  the  pious 
crowd,  entered.  After  Mass  we  admired  the  work  of  art 
with  which  the  church  is  embellished,  and  said  a  prayer 
at  the  tomb  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  ( ' '  bonnie  Prince 
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Charlie' ' ) ,  who  ended  here  in  Frascati  his  sad  and  blighted 
life  ;  deserted  by  all  the  friends  of  better  days,  even  by  the 
frivolous  wife,  who  never  gave  up  the  style  and  title  of 
Queen  of  England. 

The  afternoon  we  spent  exploring  the  villas  that  cover 
those  lovely  hills.  From  the  earliest  times  wealthy 
Romans  have  had  their  Summer  residence  here,  and  their 
ruins  remain  side  by  side  with  the  medieval  and  modern 
villa.  It  is  all  a  land  of  enchantment,  the  views  from  the 
heights  are  surprisingly  lovely.  We  go  up  to  the  villa  of 
Cicero,  on  the  site  of  the  ancient  Tusculum^  mounted  on 
donkeys,  with  such  comfortable  saddles  that  there  is  no 
fatigue.  The  donkey  with  his  tranquil  pace  is  the  best  friend 
of  the  mountain  traveller. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention  the  beauty  of  the  peasant 
women,  whom  we  met  in  great  numbers,  in  all  the  bravery 
of  their  native  costumes.  Miss  Julia  Kavanagh  who,  al- 
though a  Protestant,  has  written  many  beautiful  things 
about  Catholic  countries,  was  deeply  impressed  by  the 
modesty  and  unconscious  loveliness  of  the  contadine 
(country- girls).  I  quote  the  following  passage  from  her 
"  A  Summer  and  Winter  in  the  Two  Sicilies  :" 

' '  She  came  down  the  mountain  with  the  step  and  mien 
of  a  mountain  nymph.  Her  dark  hair  was  drawn  back 
from  her  white  brow  ;  her  eyes  had  the  clear  light  of  stars  ; 
her  features  were  open  and  radiant  with  smiles  and  beauty  ; 
her  complexion  of  pure  red  and  white  had  never  felt  the 
burning  sun  ;  all  her  life  she  had  lived  in  cool  orange 
gardens.  She  wore  a  violet  silk  jacket,  long  gold  ear- 
rings, and  numberless  rows  of  chains  passed  around  her 
white  neck  and  falling  down  to  her  waist.  As  I  looked 
at  her,  mute  and  breathless,  her  rosy  lips  parted  in  a  smile 
that  disclosed  two  rows  of  pearl,  and  bending  her  head, 
saying  sweetly  :  '  buon  giorno  '  she  passed  on. 

'  This  beautiful  creature  left  me  a  sense  of  joy  which 
brought  to  my  mind  a  little  speech  which  an  old  Francis- 
can made  to  us  :  '  Signora,  there  was  a  time,  before  we 
had  railroads  and  tourists,  when,  if  you  went  up  to  Santa 
Agata,  or  any  of  these  mountains,  and  met  a  young  girl 
on  your  way,  you  saw  her  so  lovely  and  so  pure,  that  you 
could  not  help  saying  :  blessed  be  the  hand  of  God  that 
has  created  thee  so  beautiful  !'  " 
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Passion   Flowers. 


GETHSEMANE 

kneels  there.  Why  will  not  the  Precious  Blood 
keep  back  until  its  time  ?  Can  it  not  wait  some 
twelve  or  fifteen  hours  more  for  Calvary  ?  It  is  His 
blood,  it  is  burning  to  be  shed.  It  is  the  way  of 
human  desire  to  grow  more  impatient  as  it  draws 
nearer  to  its  object.  See  what  a  true  human  heart  this 
Heart  of  Jesus  is  !  We  dare  to  love  it  more  when  it  looks 
so  very  human. 

To-morrow  men  will  crucify  his  blessed  body  and  pour 
out  his  blood  like  water ;  but  to-morrow  is  not  soon 
enough  ;  to-night  his  adorable  soul  will  itself  crucify  his 
body.  To-night  he  will  suffer  a  martyrdom  on  Calvary. 

Never  on  earth  was  there  such  mortal  heaviness,  such 
acting  sadness,  such  an  exceeding  sickening  of  soul.  The 
Sacred  Heart  can  bear  no  more  ;  it  gives  out  its  red  life 
as  in  a  wine-press.  Drop  by  drop  unnaturally  through  the 
burning  pores  of  the  skin  the  beads  of  blood  ooze  out  ; 
they  stand  upon  His  brow,  and  then  roll  down  upon  His 
face  ;  they  clog  His  hair  ;  they  blind  His  eyes  ;  they  fill  his 
mouth  ;  they  mat  his  beard  ;  they  wet  His  hands  ;  they 
suffuse  every  limbs  as  in  a  universal  sweat  of  blood  ;  they 
stain  His  garments  ;  they  ruddy  the  olive  roots  ;  they  spot 
the  white  dust  with  black.  Truly,  if  ever  suffering  was 
beautiful,  it  \vas  the  woe  which  the  paschal  moon  beheld 
beneath  the  olive-trees  that  night. 

THE  SCOURGING 

The  sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  the  shadows  in  the 
streets  mark  it  to  be  about  nine  in  the  morning  in  Jeru- 
salem. It  is  the  hour  of  the  Scourging.  This  is  the  most 
intolerable  of  all  the  mysteries  of  our  Blessed  Savior's 
Passion.  It  is  the  one  which  is  the  hardest  to  contemplate 
in  the  quietness  of  prayer.  The  shame  of  it  seems  to  gather 
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round  ourselves,  and  we  are  hardly  able  to  hold  up  our 
heads.  We  pray  about  it  with  our  eyes  shut  as  if  by  ins- 
tinct. The  shape,  the  gaze,  the  variety  of  the  instruments 
of  torture  are  alike  horrible.  Then  the  sounds  of  the 
scourges  as  they  fall  upon  the  living  Holy  of  Holies,  mo- 
notonous yet  various,  changing  as  the  whips  are  changed  ; 
and  then  the  wet  sound  as  the  thongs  become  soaked  with 
blood  mingles  with  that  fainter  sound  as  of  the  almost 
inaudible  bleating  of  a  dying  lamb,  which  we  know  to  be 
the  voice  of  God  complaining  with  that  inextinguishable 
human  tenderness. 

Though  our  eyes  are  closed  we  see  the  staring  looks,  the 
ferocious  contenauces,  the  swarthy  chests  of  the  myrmi- 
dons of  cruelty  denaturalised  by  the  brutality  of  their  task. 
We  see  them  sprinkled  with  Precious  Blood  which  mixes 
with  their  sweat  and  rolls  down  their  limbs  with  disco- 
lored stains.  Him  we  do  not  see,  even  with  the  eyes  of 
our  souls,  for  we  have  thrown  ourselves  on  the  pavement 
in  His  blood,  and  are  holding  His  feet  and  devouringthem 
with  kisses. 

THE  CROWN  OF  THORNS. 

If  there  be  no  other  use  of  the  Eternal  God  for  Roman 
soldiers,  at  least  He  shall  relieve  the  tedium  of  a  Syrian 
guard-room. 

Protecting  their  hard  skinned  hands  with  their  leather 
gauntless  the  soldiers  weave  a  Crown  of  Thorns. 

With  jest  and  gibe  and  heathen  oath  the  rough  work 
is  speedily  accomplished.  Then  they  rise  and  come  near 
their  king.  Jesus  is  sitting  on  a  bench.  We  hardly  dare 
to  look  at  him,  he  is  so  God-like  in  his  abjection.  How 
patiently  he  sits,  blood-stained,  wan  and  pale  yet  stran- 
gely pleasant  to  look  on  and  exceeding  gracious  !  Fearless 
and  peremptory  and  loud,  they  lay  hands  on  his  long  hair. 
If  they  only  waited  a  moment  they  might  feel  the  pulses 
of  that  blessed  life  beating  in  his  head.  They  thrust  the 
Crown  upon  with  rude  vehemence.  It  is  not  round.  It 
will  not  fit.  They  force  the  spikes  into  his  skin  ;  the  blood 
comes  backly  and  slowly,  and  with  excruciating  pain. 
Long  spikes  go  under  the  skin  of  the  forehead,  and  come 
out  above  the  eyes ;  others  pierce  his  ears,  others  fret 
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against  the  nerves  of  the  neck  ;  others  penetrate  the  skull 
and  burn  like  prickles  of  fire.  He  trembles  from  head  to 
foot  with  intolerable  agony  ;  his  beautiful  eyes  are  clouded 
with  pain  ;  his  lips  are  bloodless  with  the  extremity  of 
endurance.  O  Lover  of  God's  Dominion  !  Thou  hast 
thirsted  for  thy  kingdom  long,  but  with  what  strange  and 
starling  ritual  hast  thou  ordained  thy  Coronation  ! 

WAY  OF  THE  CROSS 

This  is  a  veritable  procession  of  the  Precious  Blood. 
Slowly  winding  and  unwinding  itself  out  of  the  streets  of 
Salem  up  the  ascent  of  Calvary,  it  had  not  far  to  go,  but 
it  was  long  in  slowness,  long  in  suffering.  Every  wound 
was  bleeding.  The  drops  from  the  Crown  trickled  slowly 
down,  or  gathered  and  curdled  upon  the  face  of  Jesus. 
The  hundred  fontinels  of  the  scourging  oozed  out  into  his 
garments.  The  weight  of  the  cross  opens  the  wounds  wi- 
der still  and  increases  the  blood-shedding.  It  also  disturbs 
the  crown  and  keeps  the  head  freshly  bleeding,  'while  it 
makes  another  wound  of  its  own  upon  the  shoulder  and 
is  the  cause  of  new  wounds  on  the  knees  through  the  cruel 
falls  which  it  occasions.  The  sight  of  Mary's  face  quickens 
the  beating  of  his  heart,  and  makes  the  blood  flow  more 
freely.  He  leaves  his  foot  prints  on  the  wray  and  they  are 
of  blood-  He  imprints  the  likeness  of  his  features  on  the 
napkin  of  Veronica,  and  the  impression  is  in  blood  ;  they 
that  brush  against  him  are  stained  with  blood  ;  they  that 
walk  after  him  dye  their  sandals  in  his  blood.  It  covers 
everything  ;  it  clings  to  the  meanest  object  ;  it  seems  to 
multiply  itself  .  It  floxvs  to  save  souls ;  anywhere,  every- 
where, always  it  must  flow.  Sweet  blood  of  Jesus  !  long- 
ing to  be  shed,  and  loving  to  be  shed,  impatient  yet  so 
patient  too  ! 

THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

The  Precious  Blood  has  found  at  last  a  home  ;  it  is  the 
wood  of  the  Cross.  It  has  been  so  impetuous  that  it  has 
shed  most  of  itself,  but  the  discomfort  of  the  Cross  makes 
the  Sacred  Body  hang  downward  and  outward,  and  so  re- 
opens the  almost  exhausted  wounds.  The  blood  flows 
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very  slowly  ;  in  some  places  it  still  trickles  on  the  pale 
limbs,  in  others  it  only  blackens  round  the  wounds.  Yet 
the  scarcely  moving  streams  blend  with  each  other  in 
many  places  and  steal  down  to  the  feet.  The  Cross  is 
wetted  by  blood  and  the  wood  is  darkened.  Mary's  hands 
are  red  ;  the  dear  Magdalen  has  a  consciousness  that  the 
blood  of  her  Love  is  upon  her  hair  ;  and  the  wells  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  drop  as  with  pulses  upon  the  disciple  who 
pillowed  himself  upon  that  Heart  the  night  before.  Here 
and  there  a  blade  of  grass  is  ruddy  ;  there  are  spots  on  the 
skulls  of  the  dead  ;  the  torturers  and  soldiers  have  gone 
down  the  hill  with  their  garments  and  accoutrements  disco- 
lored. Blood  is  life  ;  it  was  within  him,  now  it  is  almost 
all  outside  him.  How  beautiful  are  his  thoughts  upon  the 
Cross  !  How  beautiful  are  the  seven  words  !  Now  the 
Precious  Blood  has  come  within  reach  of  its  end  ;  it 
abandons  the  slowness  of  its  oozing  ;  it  will  be  precipi- 
tate once  more  ;  it  bids  one  cell  of  the  heart  to  keep  what 
it  contains,  dislodges  all  the  rest  of  itself  with  a  loud  cry 
and  leaps  forth  at  once  from  every  cavern  of  the  body, 
and  death  accomplishes  itself,  so  far  as  it  was  a  natural 
death,  by  the  shedding  of  the  Blood. 

THE  WOUND  OF  THE  HEART. 

We  often  know  men  best  by  what  they  do  when  they 
come  to  die  ;  so  it  is  with  the  Precious  Blood  ;  or  rather 
we  know  it  best  by  what  it  did  when  it  was  dead.  Death 
contents  men  ;  hearts  ask  no  further  proof  of  love,  but 
death  does  not  content  the  Precious  Blood.  Once  more 
it  reveals  its  character  in  that  wastefulness  which  is  a 
secret  of  divine  economy.  As  the  head  in  the  evening 
had  been  jealous  of  the  body  in  the  scourging,  so  now  the 
heart  was  jealous  of  the  hands  and  feet.  It  envies  them 
their  dripping  wells  of  life  ;  it  grudged  them  the  beauty 
of  their  eternal  stigmata.  Even  when  dead  the  Sacred 
Heart  has  irresistable  attractions  ;  the  soul  of  Jesus 
beneath  the  earth  felt  the  dear  constraints  of  that  grand 
heart,  and  so  the  heart  wooed  the  lance  of  the  centurion, 
and  hidden  blood  sprang  forth,  baptised  as  if  in  gratitude 
its  heathen  liberator  with  all  the  cleansing  graces  of  con- 
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version,  and  stole  gently  down  the  side  of  Jesus,   kissing 
the  flesh  which  it  had  animated  so  long. 


COMMUNION. 

When  the  beams  of  the  morning  sun  come  in  at  the 
window  of  the  church  and  fall  for  a  moment  into  the  un- 
covered chalice,  and  glance  there  as  if  among  precious 
stones  with  a  restless,  timid  gleaming,  and  the  priest  sees 
it,  and  the  light  seems  to  vibrate  into  his  own  heart, 
quickening  his  faith  and  love,  it  is  the  Blood  of  God  which 
is  there,  the  very  living  blood  whose  first  fountains  were 
in  the  immaculate  heart  of  Mary.  When  the  Blessed  Sa- 
crement  is  laid  upon  your  tongue,  that  moment  the  blood 
of  Jesus  is  throbbing  there  in  all  its  abounding  life  of  glory. 
You  do  not  feel  the  strong  pulses  of  his  immortal  life ;  if 
you  did  you  could  hardl}'  live  yourself.  Sacred  terror 
would  undo  your  life.  But  in  that  adorable  Host  is  the 
whole  of  the  Precious  Blood,  the  blood  of  Gethsemane, 
Jerusalem,  Calvary,  the  blood  of  the  Passion,  of  the  Resur- 
rection, and  of  the  Ascension,  the  blood  shed  and  re- as- 
sumed. As  Mary  bore  that  precious  blood  within  herself 
of  old,  so  do  you  bear  it  now.  We  believe  all  this  and 
yet  our  love  is  so  faint  and  fitful.  We  may  well  tremble 
to  think  what  sanctuaries  we  are  when  the  Blessed  Sacre- 
ment  is  within  us.  Our  very  fires  are  frost  in  comparai- 
son  with  such  a  faith  as  this. 

THE  TABERNACLE. 

The  Blessed  Sacrament  is  God.  In  the  hands  of  the 
priest,  behind  the  crystal  of  the  monstrance,  on  the  ton- 
gue of  the  communicant,  now,  and  for  a  thousand  times, 
there  are  the  hands  and  feet,  the  eyes  and  mouth,  the 
swift  blood  and  living  heart  of  Him  whom  Thomas  tou- 
ched, and  Magdalen  was  fain  to  touch  There  behind 
those  veils  are  the  five  glorious  wounds  whose  bright  scars 
are  the  unspoken  eloquence  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  There 
is  One  who  knew  me  from  all  eternity,  and  loved  me,  and 
made  me,  and  will  one  day  judge  me  more  indulgently, 
I  believe,  than  even  my  good  mother  could  do,  who  saw 
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no  evil  in  the  child  of  her  foolish  love.  Just  as  Jesus  stood 
quietly  among  his  apostles  in  the  amazing  beauty  of  his 
Resurrection  and  said :  Handle  me  and  see,  so  does  he  abide 
with1  us  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  that  we  may  get  to  know 
him,  to  outlive  our  tremulous  agitation,  and  to  grow  fa- 
miliar with  him  as  our  life-long  guest. 
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Eucharistic  Notes. 


DESPATCH  to  the  Evening  Telegram  from  Chili- 
wack,  B.C.,  gives  some  interesting  items  of  work 
among  the  Catholic  Indians.  They  are  preparing, 
under  the  direction  of  the  missionaries,  to  give  a 
representation  of  the  Passion  Play.  But  what  is 
of  special  interest  to  THE  SENTINEL  is  the  fact  that  up- 
wards of  a  thousand  of  these  poor  Indians  were  brought 
together  to  celebrate  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi  by  a 
solemn  High  Mass.  It  was  followed  by  exposition  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  which  continued  all  day,  each  tribe 
coming  in  turn  to  make  an  hour's  adoration  in  union. 
How  beautiful  are  the  truths  of  the  Catholic  faith,  in 
which  all  tribes  and  nations  are  one  indeed  ! 

THE  EUCHARISTIC  LEAGUE  CELEBRATIONS- 

No  one  who  had  attended  our  celebrations  this  year 
could  have  any  fear  that  the  work  of  the  League  was 
languishing,  as  we  have  heard  remarked  by  those  who 
knew  in  fact  little  about  it.  Our  Council  in  May  proved 
beyond  a  doubt  that  though  less  has  been  said  about  it 
this  year,  the  work  has  been  steadily  and  solidly  growing 
everywhere.  Our  Local  Centres  have  been  revising  their 
lists  and  putting  the  work  on  a  true  and  systematic  foot- 
ing, and  it  is  more  vigorous  than  ever.  Every  one  of  the 
4,000  tickets  for  the  women's  reunion  was  distributed 
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long  before  hand.  Several  Centres  which  had  miscalculated 
the  number  required  could  not  be  accommodated.  The 
ceremony  was,  as  usual,  beautiful  and  impressive.  The 
Prior  of  the  Dominicans  at  St.  Vincent  Ferrer's  Church, 
Rev.  Father  Logan,  preached  the  sermon,  and  the  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  was  present.  The  day  was  fine  and  our 
Centres  were  well  represented. 

THE  MEN'S  REUNION. 

What  shall  we  say  of  our  men,  and  what  can  we  say? 
Only  this,  that  the  call  to  honor  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
has  won  from  them  from  the  very  first  a  response  so  spon- 
taneous, so  heart}7,  so  reverent  and  so  universal  that  one 
cannot  understand  how  it  is  that  heretofore  there  have 
been  so  few  churches  to  institute  among  their  numerous 
associations  and  sodalities  some  one  directly  in  honor  of 
our  Kucharistic  Lord.  There  is  nothing  so  winning,  so 
wonderfully  attractive  to  the  human  heart  as  the  recog- 
nition of  the  Personal  Presence  and  personal  love  of  Our 
Lord.  It  goes  beyond  all  forms  and  figures,  in  its  attrac- 
tion, and  is  all  important  in  its  spiritual  effect,  and  were 
a  congregation  adequately  to  live  up  to  the  requirements  of 
this  devotion,  the  question  of  numerous  sodalities  and 
meetings  would  be  vastly  simplified.  Indeed,  in  the 
quarterly  meetings  at  least  of  one  Kucharistic  Association 
might  be  included  reunions  of  all  the  societies  in  the 
church  as  branches  and  departments  of  the  single  one  that 
was  the  life  of  all. 

The  sight  of  our  Men's  Reunion  was,  as  a  spectator  re- 
marked, "  an  inspiration,"  a  proof  of  the  practical  faith 
that  no  Church  but  one  could  reproduce.  The  Cathedral 
was  crowded  to  the  very  doors  with  m«jn,  men  from  nearly 
every  important  church  in  the  city,  and  one  had  rather  to- 
retrench  the  number  offered  by  our  Centres  than  to  urge 
attendance.  The  Paulist  Church  won  the  palm  by  bring- 
ing one  thousand  men.  St.  Francis  Xavier  was  not  far 
behind  with  at  least  700;  St.  Gabriel's  sent  400;  St. 
Vincent  Ferrer's  300  ;  St.  Stephen's  about  200  ;  the 
others,  the  Sacred  Heart,  St.  Catharine  of  Sienna,  St. 
Vincent  de  Paul,  the  Epiphany,  St.  Ignatius,  Holy 
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Rosary,  Ascension,  St.  Teresa's,  St.  Bernard's,  the 
Cathedral  St.  Jean  Baptist,  Holy  Trinity,  Mamaroneck, 
and  St.  Gabriel's,  New  Rochelle,  being  finely  repre- 
sented by  hundreds  of  men.  Some  Centres  made  a  very 
impressive  appearance,  St.  Gabriel's  especially,  the  men 
all  wearing  white  gloves  and  carrying  banners.  The 
Men's  Advisory  Board  led  the  procession,  the  official 
members  being  Mr.  G.  S.  Floyd  Jones,  Mr.  Martin  R. 
McDonald,  Mr.  Richard  H.  Clarke,  Mr.  Chas.  P.  Davis, 
Mr.  R.  J.  Doherty.  The  Blessed  Sacrament  was  directly 
preceded  by  a  Guard  of  Honor,  wearing  dress  suits  and 
carrying  lighted  candles.  Among  them  were  Dr.  James 
N.  Butler,  Mr.  R.  J.  Hoguet,  Mr.  Emile  Vatable,  Mr. 
Edward  Peugnet,  Mr.  Robert  McGinnis,  Mr.  Lorenzo 
Picabia,  Mr.  Henri  Hoguet.  The  preacher  was  the  Rev- 
Father  Henry,  of  Castle  Garden  Mission.  The  Most  Rev. 
Archbishop  of  New  York  carried  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
and  officiated  at  the  Benedictions  given  at  the  various 
altars.  Among  the  priests  present  were  the  Rev.  M.  J. 
Lavelle,  Director  General  ;  Rev.  L.  Estevenon  and  Rev. 
A.  Letellier,  of  the  Society  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  ; 
Very  Rev.  Vicar  General  Kenney,  of  Jacksonville,  N.C.  ; 
Rev.  J.  H.  Wynne,  S.  J.  ;  Rev.  Chas.  W.  Colton,  Rev. 
D.  Delaney,  Rev.  D.  J.  McMahon,  Rev.  Fr.  Healy,  Rev. 
Jos.  H.  McMahon,  Rev.  Fathers  Myhan,  Daly  and  Mur- 
phy, of  the  Cathedral,  Rev.  Th.  Wucher,  Rev.  T. 
O'Connor. 

The  procession  was  so  long  that  it  was  necessary  to 
march  through  the  vestibule  of  the  Cathedral,  and  to 
provide  in  other  ways  for  its  progress,  and  yet  at  times 
the  men  were  shoulder  to  shoulder,  with  not  an  inch  to 
spare.  It  was  a  magnificent  sight,  and  all  joined  heartily 
in  the  "  Te  Deum,"  which  concluded  the  services,  and 
which,  sung  by  so  many  thousand  voices,  was  a  true 
hymn  of  thanksgiving. 
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Communion,  the  Manna  of  the  Elect 


R.  P.  EYMARD. 

Pauem  de  coelis  praestitisti  eis. 

Thou  hast  given  them  bread  from 
Heaven,  replenished  with  heaven- 
ly sweetness.  SAP.  xxi,  20. 


Manna  of  old,  which  fell  afresh  each  morn- 
ing in  the  camp  of  the  Israelites  contained  a 
savor  of  various  meats  and  was  suited  to  every 
palate  :  it  was  a  food  adapted  to  all  needs,  it 
repaired  failing  strength,  gave  vigor  to  the 
body,  and  was  a  bread  of  wholesome  sweetness. 

The  Eucharist,  which  it  prefigured,  contains  also  in 
Itself  all  virtues,  it  is  a  remedy  for  all  spiritual  ills,  a 
preventative  of  our  daily  falls,  a  source  of  peace,  happi- 
ness and  delight. 

I. 

The  Eucharist,  according  to  the  Council  of  Trent,  is  a 
divine  antidote  for  our  daily  falls,  and  preserves  from 
more  grievous  ones  ;  It  is  a  fire  that  consumes  in  a  mo- 
ment the  straw  of  our  spiritual  imperfection.  Holy  Com- 
munion is  the  struggle,  the  combat  between  God  within 
and  our  concupiscence ;  between  God  and  the  devil,  who 
is  personified  by  our  evil  passions  and  who  is  in  league 
with  our  inordinate  affections.  Has  not  Jesus  Christ  said  : 
"  You  who  are  heavy  burdened,  who  groan  under  the 
slavery  of  past  sins,  come  to  Me  :  I  will  refresh  you." 

The  Sacrament  of  Penance  washes  us  indeed  from  the 
stain  of  our  sins,  but  we  bear  still  the  mark  of  the  chain 
we  have  born  and  are  in  constant  danger  of  falling  again 
into  the  slavery  of  the  devil,  who  though  he  has  been  cast 
out  of  our  house,  remembers  well  all  its  entrances.  Jesus 
comes  to  us  to  destrov  the  remnants  of  our  sins,  to  coun- 
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terbalauce  our  sinful  tendencies  by  the  attraction  to  vir- 
tue, to  free  us  from  bondage  and  overthrow  the  power  of 
the  evil  one. 


II. 


Holy  Communion  is  more  than  a  remedy.  It  is  a  force 
that  aids  us  powerfully  to  become  virtuous  and  holy. 

It  is  by  no  means  an  easy  matter  to  acquire  virtue. 
Virtue  is  a  divine  education,  it  is  to  copy  the  manners  of 
Jesus,  to  imitate  the  qualities  that  He  possesses.  In  Holy 
Communion,  therefore,  the  Divine  Master  is  our  Teacher. 
He  forms  our  manners  in  His  divine  school,  forming  Him- 
self in  us.  He  awakes  by  the  inspirations  of  His  love  the 
gratitude  we  owe  Him  as  our  Benefactor,  the  desire  to 
resemble  Him,  the  presentiment  of  the  happiness  that  is 
found  in  imitating  and  living  in  Him.  How7  sweet  and 
attractive  is  virtue  when  learned  in  the  School  of  Commu- 
nion !  How  easy  it  is  to  be  humble  when  we  have  been 
to  Communion  and  have  seen  the  God  of  glory  so  humi- 
liate Himself  as  to  come  into  a  heart  so  poor,  a  mind  so 
ignorant,  a  body  so  miserable  !  How  easy  it  is  to  be 
meek,  unter  the  influence  of  the  gentle  meekness  of  Jesus 
and  His  tender  goodness  in  giving  Himself  to  us  ! 

How  dear  is  the  neighbor  when  \ve  see  him  fed  by  the 
same  Hand,  sitting  at  the  same  table,  loved  with  effusion 
by  the  same  Jesus  Christ  ! 

How  quickly  penance  and  mortification  lose  their  bit- 
terness when  one  has  received  the  crucified  Jesus  !  How 
imperious  becomes  the  craving  that  fills  the  heart  of  the 
communicant  to  share  the  life  of  Him  who  has  redeemed 
and  has  given  him  the  Eucharist  !  The  Christian  is 
more  quickly  formed  in  the  Cenacle  than  in  any  other 
school.  It  is  because  in  Communion,  all  graces  act  at 
once,  all  the  virtues  are  reflected  in  our  soul  through  this 
divine  sun  which  shines  upon  us.  Holy  Communion  is 
the  mould  in  which  our  souls  and  bodies  are  cast  in  the 
resemblance  of  Jesus.  Listen  to  this  His  word  :  "  He 
who  eateth  my  Flesh  and  drinketh  my  Blood,  abideth  in 
Me  and  I  in  Him."  It  is  a  co-habitation  of  Jesus  in  the 
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Soul  and  the  Soul  in  Jesus  ;  a  union   of   two  lives  in  one 
ineffable  communication. 

III. 

Holy  Communion  is,  moreover,  happiness. 

What  is  happiness  but  the  possession  of  an  infinite 
good,  the  real  and  permanent  possession  of  God  !  Such 
is  the  divine  fruit  of  Communion 

It  is  peace  also.  Jesus  is  the  God  of  peace.  He  says 
to  His  Apostles,  after  having  given  them  Holy  Commu- 
nion :  "  My  peace  I  leave  you,  my  peace  I  give  you  ;  not 
as  the  world  giveth,"  full  of  trouble  and  storms,  "  but 
the  peace  of  God  that  surpasseth  understanding."  One 
word  from  Jesus  calms  the  tempest  and  one  look  from  Him 
dispels  and  terrifies  our  enemies.  It  is  the  Bread  of 
heavenly  sweetness.  It  is  the  true  Manna  which  satisfies 
all  our  desires  because  it  contains  all  delight.  It  is  the 
heavenly  perfume  of  the  lily  of  the  valley  that  ravishes 
the  heart. 

The  humble  and  recollected  soul  feels  in  Communion  a 
certain  augmentation  of  joy  caused  by  the  Presence  of 
Jesus.  She  seems  to  bloom  under  the  action  of  this 
divine  sun.  She  feels  a  sense  of  well  being,  an  agility,  a 
greater  union  with  God  that  does  not  come  from  herself. 
She  sees  her  soul  as  it  were  become  an  earthly  Paradise 
where  the  Lord  dwells.  He  is  the  king  and  she  wishes  to 
be  His  court,  repeating  all  the  praise,  the  thanksgiving, 
the  benedictions  which  the  Angels  and  Saints  sing  in  the 
world  of  glory.  Happy  moment  of  Communion,  which 
makes  us  forget  our  exile  and  its  miseries  ! 

O  sweet  repose  of  the  Soul  upon  the  bosom  of  Jesus  ! 
How  well  He  knew,  the  Divine  Master,  that  we  needed 
from  time  to  time  to  taste  the  consolations  and  the  sweet- 
ness of  divine  love  ! 

We  cannot  always  dwell  upon  our  Calvary  of  sorrow 
nor  struggle  without  respite  in  the  dust  of  the  arena.  The 
child  needs  to  rest  in  the  mother's  bosom,  and  the  Chris- 
tian in  that  of  Jesus. 

Virtue  without  Communion  is  like  the  strength  of  the 
lion,  it  is  the  result  of  combats,  of  violence.  It  is  too 
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fierce  and  rugged.  That  it  may  have  the  mildness  of  the 
lamb  we  need  to  drink  of  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb  without 
spot  and  eat  the  honey  of  the  desert. 

Happiness  promotes  love  ;  we  love  that  which  makes 
us  happy.  The  Lord  has  not  placed  this  happiness  in 
virtue  or  in  the  other  mysteries,  but  has  placed  it  only  in 
Himself.  We  must  eat  Him  to  taste  of  complete  happi- 
ness. "  Taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good,"  said  the 
Prophet,  and  our  Lord  has  said  :  "  He  who  eateth  my 
Flesh  and  drinketh  my  Blood  hath  eternal  life."  Eternal 
life  is  the  heavenly  life,  Holiness  beatified  in  Jesus  Christ. 
The  virtues  of  the  Lord  are  only  the  road  ;  the  different 
mysteries  of  His  life,  His  Passion  even,  are  but  the 
various  paths  which  all  end  in  the  Kucharistic  Cenacle. 
It  is  there  only  that  Jesus  has  placed  His  permanent 
dwelling  here  below,  and  there  it  is  that  we,  too,  must 
dwell,  must  live  and  die. 


Letters  from  a  Debutante. 


ii. 

Washington  Square. 

MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 

Your  letter  from  Havre  arrived  yesterday.  So  your 
ocean  trip  was  marred  by  stormy  weather.  Evidently 
you  were  rocked  too  much  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep.  Too 
bad  ! — but  I  hope  that  once  in  gay  fascinating  Paris,  you 
will  forget  forever  the  unpleasantness  of  sea-sickness. 

Is  not  Havre  a  charming  sea  port?  I,  too,  stopped  there 
one  time,  and  visited  all  the  shops  and  places  of  interest. 

Incidentally,  a  tradesman  cheated  me  out  of  quite  a 
number  of  francs.  I  remember  him  very  well,  poor  fellow, 
and  shall  remind  him  of  it,  when  I  again  pass  through 
his  native  city. 

It  is  very  gay  here,  at  my  cousin's.     Each  one  tries  to 
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outstrip  his  neighbor  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure.  My 
cousin,  herself  however,  has  a  tender,  motherly  nature 
beneath  her  appearance  of  worldliness.  Charlotte  and  I 
are  with  her  a  great  deal,  for  she  likes  young  girls,  al- 
though she  says  they  often  sadden  her, — their  ideals  are 
invariably  so  lofty  and  so  impossible.  She  declares  her 
own  ideals  have  long  since  flown  ;  that  she  sees  life 
through  no  rose-colored  glasses  (even  though  pink  is  her 
favorite  shade),  poor  cousin  ! 

Charlotte,  whose  parents  are  dead,  and  who  lives  with 
her  grandfather,  will  soon  return  to  town,  in  order  to  re- 
sume her  studies  with  a  governess.  This  lady  (a  Madame 
Biblot),  though  a  well-read  woman,  is  the  possessor  of 
some  extraordinary  ideas  concerning  Catholics.  However, 
her  bigotry  seems  not  to  have  had  much  effect  on  Char- 
lotte. 

"You  know,  Jeanne  dear,"  she  said  in  her  sweet,  affec- 
tionate way,  "I  never  quite  believe  all  I  hear  against 
your  religion  ;  I  understand  that  such  accusation  are  usu- 
ally excited  by  prejudice  and  ill-feeling." 

"  But  I  can  not  comprehend  your  indifference,"  I  ex- 
claimed, "  you  are  acquainted  with  the  doctrines  of  both 
Catholics  and  Protestants,  yet  you  have  apparently  no 
choice  between  them  ;  perhaps  you  do  not  believe  in  the 
necessity  of  any  religion." 

"  I  believe  in  Christ  and  love  Him,  Jeanne  ;  what  more 
religion  do  I  need?" 

' '  Do  you  not  also  believe  and  revere  His  words  and 
teachings,  Charlotte?"  I  asked  gently. 

She  did  not  answer  at  once,  but  rose  abruptly  and 
walked  to  the  window.  We  were  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  the  weather  was  inclement  that  afternoon,  and  the 
rain  tapped  fretfully  on  the  window-panes.  She  stood 
gazing  out  at  the  dreary  landscape,  and  without  turning 
towards  me,  presently  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  I  fear  that  you  think  me  inconsistent,  Jeanne,  I  know 
that  my  knowledge  of  Christ  is  vague,  though  often  I 
ardently  desire  the  spiritual  ;  as  for  instance  the  other 
day,  when  you  spoke  of  the  Holy  Eucharist,  but  grand- 
father is  an  atheist,  and  I  have  become  accustomed  to 
thinking  with  him  that  religion  is  mere  sentiment,  and 
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that  it  would  be  better  if  all  sentiment  could  be  eliminated 
from  the  world  ;  if  we  could  simply  lead  good  lives,  satis- 
fying our  natural  desires,  and  seeking  only  what  this  life 
can  give  us." 

"To  eliminate  sentiment  would  be  impossible.  Char- 
lotte," I  answered,  for  it  is  natural  to  us — such  a  con- 
dition of  things  would  be  too  horrible  to  contemplate. 
Reason  without  sensibility  would  make  of  us  hateful 
creatures — why  even  the  lower  animals  are  capable  of  a 
certain  amount  of  sentiment — witness  the  sympathy 
between  birds,  and  the  faithful  devotion  of  the  dog,  etc.  ; 
however,  only  man's  nature  is  perfectly  attuned  to  it ; — 
it  is  his  highest  dignity  ;  it  is  a  proof  of  the  soul's  exist- 
ence in  him,  for  sentiment,  a  spiritual  quality,  has  power 
over  our  material  natures  ;  how  often  does  it  excite  our 
minds  to  activity,  producing  thought,  insight  and  imagin- 
ation, while  it  appears  to  control  even  the  circulation  of 
the  blood,  and  to  regulate  the  pulsations  of  the  heart  ? 
Think  for  a  moment  what  slaves  men  are  naturally  to 
their  passions  ;  of  the  pleasure  and  pain  they  experience 
from  them  ;  and  what  is  passion  but  distorted  sentiment  ? 
There  is  hardly  an  important  action  of  our  lives  which  is 
not  prompted  by  some  emotion,  but  the  religious  senti- 
ment surpasses  all  others  in  purity  and  elevation  ;  when 
its  ennobling  influence  is  thrown  aside,  man  still  continues 
to  be  a  creature  of  sentiment,  but  alas  !  of  the  lower  kind. 
It  is  in  the  novels  written  by  materialists  that  the  grossest 
sentimentality  is  found." 

"  This  is  a  different  way  of  looking  at  it,  Jeanne,"  she 
said,  "  how7  stupid  you  must  think  me  !" 

"Oh,  no,"  I  replied,  "  only  consider  these  things  for 
yourself ;  study  human  nature  and  you  will  find  that  the 
atheist  is  not  the  subtle  reasoner  he  seems,  but  a  mater- 
ialist who  accepts  only  that  wrhich  can  be  tested  by  the 
bodily  senses. ' ' 

You  write,  Eugenie,  that  Charlotte  interests  you.  I 
am  so  glad  of  this,  for  I  want  you  to  be  friends. 

Last  evening  wre  gave  a  concert.  Among  other  pieces, 
I  played  that  barcarole  by  Tschaikowsky  which  you  ad- 
mire so  much.  Charlotte  had  never  heard  it  before,  and 
was  quite  captivated  with  its  lovely  melody. 
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' '  What  lofty  souls  great  composers  must  possess, 
Jeanne,"  she  said  standing  by  the  piano,  "  such  exquisite 
sounds  can  only  be  awakened  by  beautiful  thoughts." 

'•Yes,"  I  answered  mischievously,  "  you  know  they 
have  always  been  creatures  of  sentiment,"  at  which  we 
both  laughed. 

But  enough  for  the  present,  Eugenie. 

I  suppose  you  will  have  a  glorious  time  in  Paris,  and 
that  you  will  probably  secure  a  titled  specimen  to  show 
us  on  your  return.  Do  beware  of  the  imitation  article, 
and  if  he  is  noble  let  him  be  so  in  nature,  as  well  as  in. 
name. 

Affectionately, 

JEANNE. 


The  Children's  Hour. 


Spiritual  Communion. 


FOR  A  CHILD. 


:N  this  Sacrament,  sweet  Jesus,  thou  dost  give  thy  flesh 

and  blood, 
||    With  thy  soul  and   Godhead,  also,  as  our  own  most 

precious  food. 
Yes,   dear  Jesus,  I  believe  it,    and   thy  Presence  I 

adore. 

And  with  all  my  heart  I  love  thee — may  I  love  thee  more 
and  more. 

Come,  sweet  Jesus,  in  thy  mercy  give  thy  flesh  and  Blood 

to  me  ; 
Come  to  me,   O  dearest  Jesus,  come,  my  soul's  true   life 

to  be. 

Come  that  I  may  live  forever,  thou  in   me  and  I  in  thee. 
Living  thus  I  shall  not  perish,  but  shall  live  eternally. 

' '  O  sweet  Communion  !  Feast  of  bliss  ! 

What  happiness  is  like  to  this  ? 
Oh,  heaven,  I  think  must  be  alway, 
Quite  like  a  First  Communion  Day." 
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How  Annette  kept  her  Promise. 


JHE  little  Annette  lived  with  her  grand- 
mother, the  countess,  in  a  splendid  cha- 
teau in  La  Vendee.  Although  only 
eight  years  old  she  had  seen  much  sor- 
row, her  sweet  blue  eyes  had  shed  many 
tears,  and  the  black  ribbon  that  confined 
her  golden  curls  exercised  a  depressing 
influence  on  her  young  mind.  At  the 
time  of  which  I  am  writing  there  was 
war  in  France,  a  dreadful  war  ;  wicked  men  had  stirred 
up  the  people  against  the  King  and  the  Church,  even 
against  God  himself. 

In  that  part  of  France  called  La  Vendee  the  people  re- 
mained faithful,  and  freely  gave  their  lives  in  defence  of 
their  Church  and  their  King  !  So  it  happened  that  in 
the  family  of  Annette,  as  in  many  other  families  all  the 
men  were  dead,  killed  in  battle  !  Her  father,  her  uncles 
all,  all  were  dead,  and  in  the  chateau  there  remained  only 
the  aged  countess  and  Annette,  the  last  of  a  noble  race  ; 
with  them  were  some  ladies  who  had  suffered  like  them- 
selves, and  a  few  old  servants. 

One  day  news  was  brought  to  the  countess  that  large 
bauds  of  the  enemy  were  going  through  the  country  near 
by,  burning  and  destroying  all  before  them  ;  and  when 
night  came,  they  could  see  the  sky  all  reddened  with  the 
light  of  blazing  forests.  The  countess  and  her  friends 
after  praying  to  God  to  enlighten  and  defend  them,  de- 
cided that  they  should  conceal  themselves  in  a  place  of 
safety,  before  these  savage  men  reached  them. 

Now  in  the  grounds  of  the  chateau  and  at  some  little 
distance  from  it,  were  the  ruins  of  an  old  fortress,  which 
had  not  been  used  for  hundreds  of  years,  it  looked  very 
beautiful,  all  covered  with  ivy,  but  all  the  windows  were 
gone,  and  the  walls  and  stairs  crumbling  to  dust.  Under 
the  old  building,  d^epdown  in  the  earth,  was  a  fine  apart- 
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ment  of  several  well  ventilated  rooms,  which  communi- 
cated with  the  chateau  by  a  subterranean  passage,  and 
with  the  grounds  by  another ;  these  secret  passages  were 
known  only  to  the  family,  and  of  course  to  the  old  ser- 
vants. It  was  here  that  the  countess  prepared  to  bring 
her  household. 

For  several  days  all  busied  themselves  bringing  furni- 
ture and  provisions  through  the  subterranean  passage- 
way, and  when  all  was  ready,  Annette  begged  to  be 
allowed  to  bring  her  pet  goat.  Every  one  joined  in  the  re- 
quest of  their  little  pet,  so  the  countess,  although  not 
without  fear  that  her  bleating  might  betray  them,  con- 
sented. 

In  this  gloomy  abode  where  the  sun's  rays  never  en- 
tered, Annette  and  her  goat  with  their  romps  and  tricks 
enlivened  the  long  days  of  weary  waiting.  But  after 
about  a  week  Annette  noticed  that  her  playmate  was 
losing  the  brightness  of  her  eye,  and  showed  no  more 
interest  in  play.  She  came  to  the  countess,  and  with  eyes 
full  of  tears,  said  :  "  O,  grandma,  Blanchette  is  pining  for 
green  herbs,  if  she  does  not  get  them  she  will  die  ;  may 
I  go  to  the  court  of  the  chateau  after  sunset,  and  gather 
some  ;  there  are  heaps  there?"  The  countess  shook  her 
head,  but  Annette  wept  and  pleaded,  and  all  the  ladies 
joined  her,  for  they  knew  that  the  loss  of  her  goat  would 
be  a  severe  trial  for  the  little  lonely  child. 

Then  the  countess  with  a  very  serious  countenance 
spoke  to  Annette  as  though  she  were  a  grown  up  persor , 
and  told  her  that  if  she  allowed  her  to  go,  she  must  pro- 
mise the  greatest  caution,  and  if  she  was  seen  and  fol- 
fowed,  must  on  no  account  come  by  the  secret  passage, 
for  if  she  did  her  tnemies  could  come  after  her  and  the 
lives  of  all  their  friends  who  were  in  hiding  would  be  en- 
dangered. The  child  lifting  her  large  eyes,  answered 
solemnly  :  "Grandma,  I  promise  that  I  will  rather  sacri- 
fice my  own  life  than  let  your  secret  be  discovered."  As 
soon  as  it  was  evening,  with  many  parting  injunctions, 
the  brave  little  girl  is  led  to  the  steps,  and  all  the  intrica- 
cacies  of  her  expedition  explained  to  her.  She  reaches 
the  court  of  the  chateau,  and  gathers  the  lovely  green 
herbs,  filling  the  skirt  of  her  little  frock  with  them,  and 
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returns  in  perfect  safety.  The  minute  she  arrived  Blan- 
chette  smelled  the  sweet  clover,  and  before  her  little 
mistress  had  time  to  give  it  to  her,  put  her  white  nose 
into  the  lapful  of  verdure,  helping  herself  to  such  big 
mouthfuls  that  Annette  screamed  with  laughter. 

From  this  out  Blanchette  recovers  her  gaiety,  and  be- 
comes  as  frolicsome  as  ever.  Annette  goes  every  evening 
to  the  chateau,  and  enjoys  immensely  her  little  excur- 
sions in  the  light  of  the  moon  and  stars.  It  happened  one 
night  as  she  was  kneeling  on  the  ground,  gathering  the 
goat's  supper,  she  heard  a  movement  at  some  distance 
from  her,  and  looking  very  keenly  in  the  direction  from 
which  it  came,  saw  in  the  indistinct  light,  two  forms, 
which  she  soon  discovered  were  soldiers.  They  were 
hiding  behind  a  tree,  and  watching  her. 

Now,  Annette  was  a  child  who  had  been  very  carefully 
brought  up,  and  among  the  lessons  deeply  impressed  on 
her  young  mind  was  the  advantage  of  self  control  ;  so  in 
this  danger,  she  did  not  start,  nor  scream,  nor  in  anyway 
betray  herself.  Although  her  little  heart  was  beating 
painfully,  almost  enough  to  take  the  sight  from  her  eyes; 
she  gave  no  outward  sign  of  fear,  but  continued  gather- 
ing the  herbs,  all  the  time  moving  farther  away  from  the 
path  in  which  lay  her  only  safety,  she  remembered  her 
promise,  and  never  for  a  moment  thought  of  breaking  it. 
She  only  thought  of  leading  the  enemy  in  the  wrong 
direction,  and  praying  all  the  prayers  she  knew  ;  when 
she  got  to  a  good  distance  from  the  soldiers,  she  ran  boldly 
for  the  open  morass  which  surrounded  the  fortress  on  all 
sides,  and  plunged  into  the  mud  and  slime,  holding  on 
to  the  rushes  and  willows  which  hired  the  banks  to  keep 
herself  from  sinking. 

As  soon  as  she  commenced  to  run,  the  soldiers  shout- 
ing loudly,  ran  after  her,  but  being  much  heavier  with 
cheir  long  boots  and  their  arms,  on  jumping  into  the 
morass,  sunk  at  once. 

This  morass  was  a  very  dangerous  place,  and  so  many 
had  been  lost  in  it,  that  the  countess  had,  some  years 
before,  erected  a  large  stone  cross  on  a  high  rock  over- 
looking the  morass,  as  a  monument  to  the  dead  and  a 
warning  to  the  living. 


222  THE   SENTINEL 

On  hearing  the  soldiers  plunging  in,  Annette  was  so 
overcome  with  terror  that  she  fancied  they  had  seized 
her  long  hair.  But  that  was  only  imagination,  her  hair 
was  entangled  in  the  water  plants,  which  kept  her  from 
sinking. 

All  night  the  ladies  in  the  fortress  wept  and  prayed  for 
the  beloved  child  who  did  not  return.  As  soon  as  it  was 
day  they  went  out  to  look  for  her.  At  the  foot  of  the 
cross  on  the  high  rock,  they  saw  a  little  white  bundle, 
and  climbing  up  to  it,  discovered  Annette  fast  asleep  with 
her  two  arms  clasped  about  the  foot  of  the  cross !  She 
told  her  story  just  as  I  have  told  it  to  you,  as  far  as  when 
the  soldiers  jumped  in  the  morass  ;  after  that  she  remem= 
bered  no  more,  she  never  knew  how  she  got  to  the  cross, 
simply  saying  "  Mais,  le  bon  Dieu  est  bon  ! 

Soon  after  this  the  war  came  to  an  end,  peace  was  re- 
stored, and  all  the  good  people  who  were  in  hiding  were 
able  to  come  back  to  their  homes.  The  countess  offered 
up  thanks  for  the  great  mercy  bestowed  on  her,  and  sent 
large  sums  to  the  churches  for  Masses,  Annette  insisting 
that  some  Masses  must  be  offered  for  the  two  poor  sold- 
iers, for,  she  would  say  :  ' '  They  were  ignorant,  and  knew 
not  what  they  did  !" 
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Full  of  Grace. 


'HE  road  is  rough  and  dusty  ;  the  delicate  form  of 
the  Virgin-Mother  is  jaded  by  fatigue  as  .she  goes 
"with  haste"  over  the  mountains  of  Judea  to 
abide  with  her  kinswoman  Elizabeth.  It  is  with 
much  effort  that  she  mounts  on  foot  the  steep 
hills,  but  the  charity  of  her  unborn  Babe  presses  her  on- 
ward, urging  her  to  become  the  instrument  through  which 
He  may  already  begin  to  redeem.  His  future  Precursor, 
even  before  visible  birth,  in  th-e  roba  of  sinlessness  and 
Mary's  gentle  voice  must  be  its  harbinger. 
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Blessed,  indeed,  would  it  be  for  the  Virgin-Mother  to 
steal  away  from  the  turmoil  of  the  world,  and  in  the 
quietness  of  uninterrupted  contemplation  await  in  calm 
extasy  the  first  vision  of  her  Babe.  But  He  does  not  wish 
that  it  should  be  so,  and  the  will  of  her  unborn  child 
being  the  inspiration  of  her  pure  young  heart  is  sweet  to 
her  whithersoever  it  may  lead  her.  Her  union  with  her 
Babe  can  be  as  unbroken  amid  the  jar  and  fret  of  travel 
over  hill  and  dale  through  town  and  village  as  though  she 
knelt  alone  in  the  peaceful  surroundings  of  her  own  quiet 
garden.  Gladly,  therefore,  she  hastens  and  abides  for 
"  about  the  space  of  three  months"  in  Zachary's  home. 
The  field  around  it  are  covered  with  wild  flowers  which 
breathe  forth  their  fragrance  as  if  in  homage  to  her  whose 
gentle  footsteps  scarcely  shake  the  dew  off  their  fragile 
petals.  Elizabeth  marvels  as  the  "  Mother  of  her  Lord," 
becomes  her  nurse  ;  no  care  too  \vearisome,  no  service  too 
menial  for  her  immaculate  hands.  She  gazes  with  awe 
upon  that  Virginal  face  with  its  look  ineffable.  The  awful 
purity  of  Him  she  bears  touches  with  unspeakable  grace 
each  feature.  Zachary  "  dumb."  for  having  doubted  the 
glad  tidings  that  his  wife  should,  in  her  old  age,  bring 
forth  a  son  who  would  convert  "  many  of  the  children  of 
Israel,"  looks  with  mute  wonder  upon  the  loveliness  of 
her  whom  an  archangel  greeted  as  "  full  of  grace." 

Lovingly  Mary  abides  with  her  aged  kinswoman  and 
when  the  appointed  time  has  come,  her  embrace  is  the 
Baptist's  welcome  in  the  world — as  though  her  tender- 
ness at  that  moment  were  to  compensate  him  for  the  years 
of  future  loneliness  in  the  desert.  Jesus'  Precursor  in  his 
Virgin- Mother's  arms  !  Not  even  the  inspired  genius  of 
an  angel  could  depict  the  loveliness  of  that  picture.  The 
dignity  of  the  divine  maternity  touches  with  mature 
beauty  her  youthful  grace.  John  smiles  as  her  loveliness 
overshadows  him.  He  recognizes  the  music  of  the  voice 
at  which  the  fetters  of  sin  fell  from  his  soul,  clothing  it 
in  an  innocence  that  almost  rivals  her  own.  Our  privi- 
leges are  similar  to  his.  We  do  not,  indeed,  enjoy  Mary's 
visible  embrace,  but  that  her  love  shelters  each  of  the  re- 
deemed we  cannot  doubt.  Her  voice,  as  it  pleads  in 
prayer,  is  still  the  instrument  through  which  grace  flows 
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into  human  hearts  to  purify  and  fill  them  with  a  charity 
like  unto  that  which  promptied  her  to  share  her.  joy  with 
others.  "Each  grace  is  a  visit  from  Mary,  bringing 
Jesus  with  her."  He  is  still  the  "  gate,"  through  which 
He  chooses  to  come  to  His  own  creatures.  Let  us  then, 
though  we  feel  with  Elizabeth  that  we  are  unworthy  to 
hail  the  "  Mother  of  Our  Lord,"  go  with  confidence  to 
her  each  day.  Full  of  grace  herself,  she  is  eager  to  share 
it  with  the  lowliest  of  her  children.  She  will  so  pray  for 
us  now  that  at  the  hour  when  the  shadows  of  earth  are 
lifted,  we  will  see  her  gentle  face  with  its  look  ineffable 
greet  us  in  a  welcome  that  shall  be  our  joy  forever. 


Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

§  MISSIONARY  was  preaching  in  an  Eastern  country 
church.  In  the  course  of  his  sermons,  he  gave  this 
illustration  of  faith  and  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment : 

"  As  I  was  walking  along  the  street  of  a  big  city,  not  long 
ago,  I  noticed  a  letter-carrier  on  bicycle.  He  was  coming 
along  at  a  rapid  rate  and  had  about  as  much  as  he  could  do 
to  hold  to  his  bundles  of  letters  and  papers  with  one  hand 
and  to  guide  his  wheel  with  the  other.  Presently,  he  ap- 
proached the  church.  Then  he  slackened  his  speed,  and  as 
he  passed  in  front  of  the  building  he  slowed  down  until  he 
just  kept  the  machine  in  motion.  As  he  went  by  the  main 
door,  he  let  go  his  hold  of  the  handle  bar,  raised  his  hat  and 
bowed  his  head  for  an  instant.  Then  he  was  off  again  with 
the  speed  of  the  wind,  and  sped  on  his  work  out  of  sight 
around  the  corner.  As  I  saw  his  public  act  of  faith  and 
homage,  I  said  to  myself,  '  if  that  man  never  does  anything 
else,  outside  of  Christian  life,  for  the  honor  of  God,  but  keeps 
up  that  practice  of  love  for  Jesus  Christ  in  the  Eucharist,  I 
have  no  doubt  he'll  be  saved,  for  God  could  not  forget  him  or 
fail  to  reward  him  publicly  for  his  open  reverence  for  his  hid- 
den Lord.'  " 


ST  ANN  AND  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN 

painting  by  C,  Muller. 
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Wherefore  the  Eucharist  ? 

By  R.  P.  TESNIERE. 

To  preserve  to  the  world  the  memory  of  the  Passion  and 
Death  of  the  Saviour. 

» 
I. — ADORATION. 

T  is  a  truth  of  faith  that  the  Eucharist  was  instituted 
by  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  perpetuate  the  memory 
of  His  Passion  and  death,  and  in  consequence  the 
memory  of  the  love  which  induced  Him  to  accept 
both  for  our  salvation. — "  Do  this  in  commemoration 
of  Me?*  said  the  Saviour,  whilst  annihilating  His  Body  and 
His  Blood  under  the  appearances  of  bread  and  wine,  and 
burying  Himself  in  His  entirety  under  the  shroud  of  the 
holy  species.  St.  Paul  also  said,  according  to  the  reve- 
lation that  had  been  made  to  him  personally  by  the  Lord  : 
' '  As  often  as  you  shall  eat  this  bread  and  drink  this  cha- 
lice, you  shall  shew  forth  the  death  of  the  Lord." 

It  is  therefore  of  the  greatest  importance  that  the  me- 
mory of  the  death  of  Jesus  should  always  live  amongst 
men.  It  is  only  by  the  invocation  of  the  suffering  Christ 
and  the  application  of  the  merits  of  His  death  that  we 
can  be  saved. — And,  besides,  death  accepted  for  those  we 
love  being  the  greatest  proof  of  love,  Jesus  who  knows 
that  our  hearts  can  entirely  be  won  only  by  His  love, 
requires  that  the  proof  and  manifestation  He  has  given  of 
jt  in  His  Passion  be  always  present  to  our  eyes. 

15 
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The  Eucharist  must  then  repeat  to  all  men  in  every  age 
the  sweet  story  of  old  that  Jesus  has  suffered  and  died  for 
them.  How  does  it  accomplish  that  mission?  By  rene- 
wing daily  the  death  of  Jesus,  at  holy  Mass,  when  the 
priest,  by  virtue  of  the  powerful  words  of  the  consecration, 
calls  from  the  heights  of  heaven,  the  living  and  trium- 
phant Christ,  and  encloses  Him  motionless  and  mute  in 
the  bonds  of  the  Eucharistic  species.  Is  He  not  then  in 
a  state  of  death,  the  divine  Saviour  ?  He  is  there  beneath 
the  Eucharistic  veils,  in  the  perfect  possession  of  His  life 
as  Man-God  ;  faith  teaches  indeed  that  since  His  resur- 
rection, Christ  cannot  die.  But  what  is  it  then  to  possess 
life  and  not  to  be  able  to  manifest  it  by  any  exterior  act 
nor  show  it  by  any  perceptible  proof  !  It  is  to  be  in  a  state 
of  death,  in  the  condition  of  a  corpse.  Such  is  Jesus  in 
the  Sacrament ;  and  such  He  appears  and  shows  Himself. 
It  is  only  necessary  to  believe  and  see  in  order  to  under- 
stand it :  to  believe  that  beneath  the  veils  of  the  Sacrament 
resides  the  Son  of  God  made  man  ;  and  to  see  that  nothing 
is  evident  of  what  we  call  life.  Neither  liberty  of  motion 
to  go  from  one  place  to  another  or  to  avoid  His  enemies  ; 
nor  speech  to  converse  with  his  friends  nor  to  cry  for 
help  when  profane  hands  would  desecrate  His  sanctuary  ; 
nor  power  to  perform  any  exterior  action  ;  not  even  to 
assume  that  form,  that  human  appearance  through  which 
the  human  person  can  be  distinguished  :  nothing.  Just  as 
during  His  Passion,  He  was  delivered  up  to  those  who 
constrained  Him,  so  now,  chained  in  powerlessness, 
nailed,  as  it  were  to  the  altar,  unrecognizable,  to  such 
extent  that  His  friends  themselves  must  say  like  the  pro- 
phet ?  "I  have  seen  Him,  I  have  seen  the  consecrated 
Host,  and  nothing,  nothing  could  show  me  how  to  dis- 
tinguish it  from  another,  and  to  recognize  Jesus  in  His 
obscurity."  Could  the  Saviour  perpetuate  the  memory  of 
His  Passion  and  His  death  on  Calvary  any  better  than 
through  that  state  of  death  ? 

Adore  therefore  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  the  divine 
Sufferer,  the  gentle  Victim  of  Crucifixion  ;  never  let  the 
Holy  Host  appear  to  you  without  remembering  Jesus 
Drowned  with  thorns,  nailed  to  the  cross  and  dying  for 
our  love. 
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II . — THANKSGIVING. 

In  recalling  to  mind  the  Passion  of  the  Saviour,  the 
Eucharist  thereby  recalls  the  infinite  love  that  induced 
Him  to  accept  it,  the  gentle  patience  with  which  He 
suffered  and  the  merciful  forgiveness  he  bestowed  on  His 
executioners  and  on  all  sinners  in  general. 

The  love  that  led  Him  to  accept  the  frightful  torments 
of  His  Passion,  the  ignominious  death  of  the  cross,  when 
He  had  in  His  power  thousands  of  other  means  of  sati- 
fying  the  justice  of  His  Father  or  of  saving  the  world  — 
this  love,  do  you  not  see  it  shine  with  new  splendor  in  the 
Eucharist,  where  Jesus,  without  being  forced,  but  spon- 
taneously and  solely  for  our  good,  gives  Himself  up 
entirely  to  us  for  ever,  without -reserve  or  condition  ?  - 
Do  you  not  feel  His  loving  tenderness  breaking  through 
the  frail  elements  like  the  rays  of  the  sun  through  the 
clouds,  making  the  Blessed  Sacrament  condescend  to 
the  wanderings  of  your  mind,  the  coldness  of  your  heart, 
the  apathy  of  your  will,  the  irreverence  of  your  dissipated 
senses,  the  lukewarmness  of  your  life  ?  Is  He  not  good, 
tolerant  and  patient  as  in  His  Passion  ? — And  does  He  not 
there  forgive  those  who  betray  Him,  treat  him  harshly 
and  profane  Him,  as  He  did  in  the  garden  with  Judas,  in 
the  court  of  the  high  priest  with  Peter,  in  the  governor's 
hall,  and  at  Calvary  with  his  tormentors  ?  The  gentle  and 
humble  silence  of  the  Host  is  a  prayer  that  extends  from 
age  to  age  the  sublime  words  of  pardon  that  went  up 
from  Calvary  :  ' '  Father,  forgive  them  ;  for  they  know 
not  what  they  do." 

Taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good  and  relish  His 
goodness  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  order  to  understand 
and  enjoy  the  goodness  of  Jesus  in  His  Passion. 

PROPITIATION. 

To  bs  convinced  that  the  Eucharist  perpetuates  the 
Passion  and  death  of  Our  Lord  let  us  see  if  He  is  not 
here  too,  a  Victim  of  like  treason,  of  similar  outrages 
and  humiliations.  Is  it  not  to  betray  Our  Lord  like  Judas, 
to  receive  the  Eucharist  in  a  soul  soiled  by  the  presence 
of  mortal  sin  ?  Is  it  not  to  deny  Him  like  Peter,  when  in 
our  daily  lives,  we  ignore  the  Eucharistic  Presence,  and 
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have  not  the  moral  courage  to  assert  our  belief  before  a 
jeering  look  or  at  the  cost  of  some  sacrifice  of  human  res- 
pect? Outrage  and  violence  !  Alas  !  see  these  tabernacles 
profaned,  these  Hosts  trodden  under  foot,  given  up  to 
sacrilegious  malefactors  !  Humiliations,  how  multiplied  ! 
The  sneer  of  unbelief  ;  the  blasphemies  of  impiety  ;  the 
ignorance  of  so  many  Christians  ;  the  ingratitude  of  others, 
the  scandalous  falls  of  those  whom  Jesus  loves  ;  the  igno- 
minies of  dire  poverty  ;  the  culpable  negligence,  the 
habitual  irreverence,  the  want  of  ceremony  that  greets 
the  Eucharistic  Jesus  and  recalls  but  too  vividly  the 
treatment  of  Caiphas,  Pilate  and  Herod,  the  insulting 
genuflections  of  the  governor's  hall,  the  crown  of  thorns, 
the  purple  garment  and  the  sceptre  of  reed  :  —  Is  not 
this  the  Passion  as  of  old  ?  Let  then  pious  women 
approach  and  weep  over  the  patient  Victim  of  the  Blessed 
Sacremant  ;  let  Veronica  wipe  His  Face  and  relieve  Him 
from  this  ignominy  ;  let  Simon  take  up  His  Cross,  and 
let  John  stand  with  Him  on  Calvary  ;  let  Mary,  above 
all,  be  there  to  sympathize  and  to  suffer  in  her  heart 
what  He  suffers  on  the  Cross.  The  same  Saviour,  suffer- 
ing the  same  torments,  needs  the  same  compassion. 

IV. — PRAYER. 

The  memory  of  the  Passion  and  death  of  the  Savionr 
is  equivalent  to  conversion,  holiness,  consolation  and 
strength,  in  a  word,  to  Salvation,  but  to  that  end  this 
memory  must  be  deeply  impressed  on  the  soul,  deeply 
present  in  the  mind,  powerful  enough  to  bind  us  to  Jesus, 
and  cause  us  to  hate  sin  and  shun  its  occasions. 

In  order  that  the  memory  of  His  Passion  may  have  all 
the  efficacy  that  the  Saviour  stores  up  for  us  in  the 
Eucharist,  let  us  ask  of  Him  to  produce  in  our  soul  these 
effects,  for  which  it  was  instituted,  let  us  ask  them  in  the 
Communions  we  receive,  in  the  Masses  we  hear,  the  hours 
of  Adoration  we  make.  We  would  do  well  to  renew  often 
these  prayers,  understanding  their  importance. 

PRACTICE. 

During  the  ordinary  meditation,  apply  the  circumstances 
of  the  Passion  to  the  Eucharistic  state  of  Our  Saviour,  in 
order  to  derive  more  benefit  from  it. 


Letters  from  a  Debutante. 


in. 

Washington  Square. 

MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 

So  you  have  finally  reached  Paris  !  Your  last  letter  was 
most  interesting ;  what  a  beautiful  description  you 
gave  me  of  the  "Palais  de  Versailles,"  "  Le  Grand 
Trianon  !"  From  which  of  the  guide  books  did  you  get  it  ? 
It  seemed  strangely  familiar  to  me.  Now,  don't  be  angry 
at  my  impertinence  ! 

From  your  letter  you  must,  indeed,  be  enjoying  your- 
self. I  am  almost  envious  ;  but  by  reading  between  the 
lines,  I  can  see  that  you  are  nearly  surfeited  with  plea- 
sure already  ;  you  have  secret  longings  for  a  book  and  a 
shady  nook,  for  cool  solitude  and  refreshing  quiet. 

I  have  never  been  able  to  quite  understand  the  appa- 
rent content  of  social  butterflies.  The  monotony  of  soli- 
tude always  ennobles,  even  though  it  oppresses,  but  the 
monotony  of  pleasure  seeking  palls  fearfully  while  it 
hardens  the  heart  and  renders  the  mind  superficial. 

You  see  what  a  philosopher  I  have  become. 

Charlotte  has  obtained  permission  from  her  grand- 
father to  extend  her  stay  here  a  few  weeks  longer.  She 
is  deeply  interested  in  our  religion,  and  electrified  me  the 
other  day  by  begging  for  my  little  statue  of  the  "  Imma- 
culate Conception."  I  hated  to  part  with  it,  it  is  asso- 
ciated in  my  mind  witli  such  sweet  memories  of  my 
mother  and  of  my  first  prayers,  but  Charlotte's  eyes  grew 
so  large  and  wistful  that  I  could  not  resist  her  appeal. 
She  has  a  Catholic  singleness  of  heart  and  great  willing- 
ness, nay  almost  anxiety  to  believe. 
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"  The  Catholic  Faith  seems  to  have  been  devised  by  a 
truly  wonderful  intelligence,  Jeanne,"  she  said,  "every 
need  of  the  human  heart  appears  to  have  been  considered 
and  supplied  ;  from  birth  its  members  are  surrounded 
and  guarded  by  its  sacraments  ;  there  is  no  depth  from 
which  it  will  not  rescue  the  unhappy  sinner  ;  and  no 
spiritual  height  to  which  it  does  not  aspire  ;  but  why  is 
it  that  the  performance  of  some  of  its  religious  duties 
seem  so  hard  and  disagreeable,  as  for  instance  "  Confes- 
sion," of  which  Protestants  speaks  so  harshly  ? 

'They  speak  unjustly  of  it,  Charlotte,"  I  answered, 
but  that  can  be  done  of  anything  in  heaven  or  on 
earth."  In  spite  of  all  slander,  however,  our  religion 
outlives  centuries  and  generations,  and  if  its  institutions 
were  false  and  impure  as  unbelievers  assert,  this  would 
be  impossible.  Confession  was  founded  by  Christ.  His 
words  to  his  apostles  were,  you  remember,  "  Whose  sins 
yon  shall  forgive  they  are  forgiven,  whose  sins  you  shall 
retain,  they  are  retained."  Protestants  explain  that  this 
privilege  was  given  only  to  His  particular  apostles,  but 
considering  that  His  mission  on  earth  was  to  save  all, 
such  partiality  would  have  been  a  little  incousistant  and 
wholly  unlike  the  loving  Saviour. 

"  Why  then  do  Protestants  seek  to  turn  His  mean- 
ings ?"  she  asked. 

"  Because  they  do  not  harmonize  with  the  innate 
pride  of  the  human  heart,  Charlotte,"  I  replied.  "To 
confess  one's  sins  is  a  great  act  of  humility  ;  only  he  who 
repents  sincerely  can  thus  humble  himself.  It  is  sublime 
in  that  the  creature  estimates  the  enoimity  cf  his  sins  as 
above  every  other  consideration  and  is  prepared  to  abase 
himself  to  the  dust,  and  repair  his  life  to  the  best  of  his 
ability.  A -great  change  takes  place  in  him.  False  pride 
is  replaced  by  humility  and  puiity  of  heart  as  the  direct 
result  of  self-knowlege. " 

"  But  does  he  not  often  commit  again  the  same  sins  he 
has  confessed,  and  could  he  not  repent,  sin  no  more,  and 
amend  his  life  without  confession,  Jeanne?" 

"  He  does  not  commit  the  great  sins  again,  Charlotte. 
I  should  not  think  it  likely  after  such  a  sacrifice  of  his 
pride  in  confessing  them  ;  but  even  if  he  does  so,  Our 
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Lord  has  bidden  us  to  forgive  seventy  times  seven  times, 
and  He  Himself  sets  us  the  example.  The  sinner  could, 
indeed,  repent  and  sin  no  more  without  confession,  but 
there  is  nothing  to  bind  him  to  his  good  resolutions,  and 
he  is  very  apt  to  excuse  his  own  sins  to  himself.  We  are 
not  always  the  best  judges  of  our  own  conduct,  Char- 
lotte. There  is  also  to  help  him  the  grace  of  the  Sacra- 
ment and  the  virtuous  resolutions  inspired  by  the  know- 
ledge that  God  has  cancelled  the  past  through  the  abso- 
lution given  by  His  ministers." 

"  But  would  it  not  do  to  confess  one's  sins  to  God 
alone?" 

"  God  already  knows  our  sins  ;  it  is  the  act  of  humi- 
lity in  confessing  to  a  creature  He  desires,  for  in  this  is 
our  sincerity  proved.  However  in  His  infinite  mercy  He 
has  appointed  our  confessors  to  be  only  those  who  are 
fitted  for  it  by  their  lives  and  vocations  ;  by  their  oath 
of  secrecy  and  their  knowledge  of  the  frailty  of  all  human 
nature.  As  much  as  possible  they  are  disciplined  and 
schooled  for  this,  and  their  hard  lives  are  sustained 
by  noble  aspirations  and  high  ideals.  It  is  therefore, 
truly  a  wonder,  and  an  exception  when  they  fail  to  be  the 
very  highest  type  of  man,  for  the  attraction  to  their  great 
calling  as  well  as  the  desire  for  such  a  life  must  be  in  re- 
markable unselfishness." 

' '  Jeanne,  you  have  a  reason  for  everything,  but  you  do 
not  speak  like  most  Catholics." 

1 '  It  is  easy  for  all  Catholics  to  argue  the  truths  of  their 
religion  from  a  purely  reasonable  point  of  view;  but  un- 
like Protestants  we  are  not  always  willing  to  lose  sight 
of  the  supernatural,  for  our  religion  was  founded  by  the 
great  wisdom  of  Christ,  and  we  recognize  that  any  belief 
which  can  not  rise  above  poor  human  reasoning  is  of  the 
earth,  earthy  and  as  instable  as  the  opinions  of  different 
individuals.  Like  Nature,  our  Faith  possesses  mysteries 
which  we  are  obliged  to  believe  without  comprehending  ; 
but  far  from  encouraging  ignorance  and  superstition 
it  causes  us  only  to  recognize  that  there  are  limits  to  our 
understanding  and  that  there  is  a  Supreme  Intelligence 
above  us." 

She  was  much  impressed  by  this  conversation,  and  an- 
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nounced  in  a  slow   way  as  if  she  were  somewhat  aston- 
ished at  herself. 

"  I  am  not  sure  Jeanne,  but  I  think  that  I  will  be  a 
Catholic." 

"  Indeed  Charlotte,  I  am  delighted,"  I  exclaimed. 

But  she  is  yet  undecided  and  will  continue  to  ply  me 
with  questions  which  I  am  nothing  loth  to  answer. 

It  was  quite  lovely  of  you,  Eugenie,  to  send  me  that 
beautiful  parasol.  Did  you  receive  my  note  of  thanks, 
and  how  did  you  guess  just  what  I  wanted? 

Write  soon  and  tell  me  all  about  yourself. 
Affectionately, 

JEANNE. 


o  o  o  o  o  o o  o  o  o  o  .«  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  o  «> 


A  Passing  Thought. 


As  the  far-famed  Lotos  Lily, 

Ere  its  wondrous  crown  itnfold, 
Grows  and  bears  the  snowy  blossom 

Through  the  slime  of  darkest  mould, 
Stainless  through  the  mire  passes, 

And  at  length,  the  goal  attained 
Wakes  to  purest  bloom  and  fragrance 

When  the  lake's  calm  breast  is  gained. 

So  the  Christian  life,  uprising 

Must,  through  mire  of  sin  and  sense — 
Through  dark  waters  of  temptation 

Bear  a  stainless  blossom  thence. 
Earth  unworthy,  holds  the  promise 

That  the  buds  of  life  conceal, 
Heaven  will  show  the  perfect  flower 

And  its  loveliness  reveal. 

E    LUMMIS. 
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An  Accepted  Sacrifice. 


It  was  a  lovely  day  in  the  month  of  June,  1556.  The  sun 
shone  brightly,gilding  with  its  rays  the  leaves  of  the  orange 
and  citron  trees  in  the  garden  of  a  quaint  old  house  belonging 
to  the  Count  de  Buendia.  Flower  beds  of  varied  shapes,  gor- 
geous with  plants  of  brilliant  hue,  of  every  shade  and  color, 
dotted  the  place  ;  winding  paths  intersecting  each  other  were 
lost  in  the  intricacies  of  dark  foliage,  and  long  and  shady 
alleys  formed  a  refreshing  shade  from  the  heat  and  glare  of 
the  sun.  In  the  center  was  a  large  fountain  sending  up  its  jet 
of  water  high  in  the  air  and  falling  back  again  in  a  shower  of 
sparkling  drops,  which  gleamed  in  the  light  like  diamonds. 
Birds  flying  from  tree  to  tree  warbled  their  sweetest  melody, 
and  bright  and  gaudy  butterflies  flitted  from  flower  to  flower. 
Magdalen  Peroz  de  Arguello  was  walking  in  one  of  the  alleys, 
leading  little  Anna,  her  only  daughter,  by  the  hand.  She  wras 
the  wife  of  John  of  Pedruja,  Steward  of  the  Count  de  Buendia, 
one  of  the  richest  and  most  powerful  noblemen  of  Spain.  She 
was  a  tall  and  stately  lady  robed  in  stiff  brocade  silk,  with  ruff 
round  the  neck  and  fan  in  hand.  The  little  girl  was  arrayed 
somewhat  like  her  mother,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
times.  Anna  was  a  grave  and  earnest  child,  with  large  dark 
eyes,  and  features  denoting  strength  of  character.  Suddenly 
she  broke  the  silence  and  said  :  "  Mother,  I  should  like  to 
pick  one  of  those  lovely  roses  yonder  and  give  it  to  little  Jesus 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  You  would  take  me  to  the  chapel, 
and  lift  me  up,  while  I  place  it  on  the  altar  close  to  the  Taber- 
nacle door.'' 

"  But,  my  child,"  her  mother  answered.  "  what  has  made 
thee  think  of  this?  " 

"  Well,  mother  dear,  you  told  me  yesterday,  when  I  began 
to  cry  because  I  had  no  little  brother  to  play  with,  that  the 
Child  Jesus  is  my  brother,  and  that  He  loves  me  and  watches 
all  I  do  the  day  long,  and  that  if  I  was  very  good  I  should  one 
day  see  Him  in  heaven.  So  last  night  I  lay  awake  a  long  time, 
and  thought  and  thought  whether  I  might  not  perhaps  see 
Him  here.  Oh,  if  I  only  knew  how  to  make  him  come  !  " 

"  Truly  thou  art  a  strange  child,  Anna,  "  her  mother  ans- 
wered gently  ;  "  and  what  hast  thou  decided  on  ?  " 

16 
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"  Oh  !  dear  mother,  do  not  laugh  ;  you  know  I  love  flowers, 
and  roses  most  of  all,  so  I  thought  I  would  just  put  one  at  His 
door,  and  say,  "  See,  dear  Jesus,  this  is  what  I  love  the  most. 
Please  come  to  see  me.  " 

Her  mother  smiled  and  fondly  smoothing  the  curly  hair  of 
ner  little  daughter  said,  "  Since  thou  desirest  it,  thou  mayest 
pick  the  finest  rose,  but  remember,  my  little  Anna,  that  He 
loves  most  what  costs  us  most,  and  this  we  call  a  sacrifice.  " 

"  A  sacrifice  !  well  I  have  the  ducat  uncle  Pedro  gave  me 
yesterday  and  I  will  buy  Him  '  a  sacrifice'." 

Her  mother  laughed  and  said,  "  It  is  not  to  be  had  for 
money,  my  little  one.  A  sacrifice  is  to  give  up  little  pleasures 
to  Jesus,  by  giving  up  our  desires  and  wishes.  For  instance,  if 
old  Alphonso  were  to  meet  thee,  and  ask  for  the  rose  thou  art 
going  to  gather,  and  for  the  love  of  the  child  Jesus  thou  gavest 
it  to  him,  that  would  be  a  sacrifice.  " 

The  little  child  laughed  merrily,  and  said,  "  Well,  I  am 
glad  he  is  not  working  in  the  garden  to-day,  for  I  want  my  rose." 
and  she  tripped  lightly  down  the  path,  singing  as  she  ran 
alon,  "  Old  Alphonso  shall  not  have  my  rose  to-day.  "  Her 
mother  watched  her  for  a  few  moments,  then  turning  down  one 
of  the  many  paths  re-entered  the  house.  But  the  little  Anna 
was  not  easily  pleased  ;  she  went  from  one  rose  bush  to  an- 
other, and  carefully  scanned  them  with  inquiring  eyes.  One 
was  too  small,  another  too  pale,  a  third  not  fragrant  enough  ; 
at  last  she  espied  one  with  all  the  desired  qualities,  and  stretch- 
ing out  her  tiny  hand,  she  had  hardly  picked  it,  when  a  child's 
sweet  voice  sounded  in  her  ear,  saying,  "  Anna,  give  me  a 
flower.  "  Anna  started  back,  and  there  before  her  stood  a  love- 
ly child,  clothed  in  a  garment  of  dazzling  whiteness.  Half 
frightened,  she  answered  timidly  with  down  cast  eyp,  "  I  pray 
thee  pick  one  for  thyself,  and  haste  away,  lest  old  Alphonso 
find  thee  here,  for  he  likes  not  children,  and  will  show  thee 
scant  courtesy.  " 

"Nay,"  replied  the  child,  "I  will  have  none,  save  from  thine 
own  hand." 

Anna  hesitated.  Was  she  really  to  sacrifice  her  rose  ?  After 
a  moment's  pause,  she  answered,  "  This  flower  was  for  my 
Jesus,  but,  for  His  sake,  thou  shalt  have  it,  "  and  raising  her 
eyes,  she  placed  the  rose  in  his  hand.  The  child  received  it 
with  a  divine  smile,  and  Anna  perceiving  his  face  grow  more 
and  more  beautiful,  and  himself  surrounded  with  light, 
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cried  out  in  a  transport  of  joy,  "Art  Thou  then  my  Jesus  ?  my 
God  ?  "  He  smiled  assent  while  brighter  and  brighter  grew  the 
rays  of  glory,  and  sweet  music  filled  the  air,  "  like  to  the  voice 
of  harpers,  harping  on  their  harps,"  and  suddenly  He  vanished 
from  her  sight. 


Seventy  years  had  flown  by  ;  it  was  a  bright  frosty  morning 
in  the  month  of  December,  1624.  Crowds  were  seen  hurry- 
ing along  the  streets  of  Villanova  de  la  Xara,  towards  the 
Church  of  the  Carmelite  Convent.  Rich  and  poor,  noble  and 
plebeians  were  hastening  to  gaze  for  the  last  time  on  the  mor- 
tal remains  of  a  poor  Carmelite  nun,  whom  they  had  learned 
to  love  and  call  "the  saint."  The  bells  of  all  the  churches 
tolled  mornfully,  sorrow  and  grief  were  depicted  on  every  face, 
the  entire  city  wept  the  loss  of  the  venerable  mother  Anna  of 
St.  Augustin,  revered  and  esteemed  by  all  for  her  sanctity. 
Behind  the  iron  grille  of  the  choir  lay  the  body  exposed  to  the 
view  of  the  faithful,  clothed  in  the  coarse  brown  habit  and 
white  mantle  of  the  daughters  of  St.  Teresa;  feet  bare,  and  the 
hands  holding  a  small  crucifix  clasped  on  the  breast.  A  heav- 
enly splendor  shone  on  her  features,  and  the  ecstatic  smile  on 
her  lips  showed  she  had  passed  from  exile  to  the  clear  vision 
of  Him  whom  in  her  childhood  she  had  longed  to  see.  The 
apparition  of  the  Child  Jesus  in  the  garden  of  her  old  home 
was  but  the  first  of  a  long  series  of  miraculous  favors,  which 
lasted  throughout  her  life  ;  at  an  early  age  she  understood  that 
the  most  beautiful  flowers  she  could  offer  her  Divine  Spouse 
where  those  of  virtue.  The  Venerable  Mother  Anna  of  St. 
Augustin  was  distinguished  in  Carmel  by  her  love  of  prayer, 
zeal  for  souls,  and  charity  to  her  neighbor.  The  fame  of  her 
sanctity  soon  spread  far  and  wide,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the 
city  considered  her  presence  amongst  them  as  their  greatest 
safeguard,  and  they  still  watched  over  her  mortal  remains  with 
jealous  care  as  their  most  precious  treasure. 
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How  to  hear  Mass 

BY  MEDITATING  ON  THE  SEVEN  WORDS 
OF  OUR  LORD. 

R.  P.  EYMARD. 

HE  INTROIT.  —  Jesus  prays  for  his  executioners  : 
Pater  ignosce  illis  ;  non  enim  sciunt  quidfaciunt.  — 
' '  Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  dor 

Beg  pardon  and  forgiveness  for  your  sins,  you 
who  are  more  guilty  than  they,  for  having  known  Jesus 
you  have  still  crucified  Him. 

THE  COLLECTS.  —  The  Good  Thief  said  to  Jesus  : 
Memento  mei  cum  veneris  in  regnum  tuum.  And  Jesus 
answered  :  Hodie  metum  eris  in  paradiso. —  "  To-day  thon 
shall  be  with  Me  in  paradise" 

The  thief  is  grateful  !  He  unites  his  sufferings  with 
those  of  Our  Lord.  Make  for  yourself  the  same  prayer, 
begging  mercy  for  to-day  and  for  the  hour  of  your  death. 

THE  OFFERTORY.  —  Jesus  gives  John  to  Mary  as  her 
Son  :  Mulier,  eccejilius  tuns. —  Woman,  behold  thy  son  ! 

John  inherits  from  the  dying  Jesus  His  title  and  office 
of  Son  to  Mary,  and  with  him  all  men  receive  her  as 
their  Mother.  Thank  Jesus  for  this  sweet  gift,  and  beg 
Mary  to  love  you  as  her  child  and  to  teach  you  how  to 
serve  Jesus  in  all  things. 

THE  PREFACE. — Fili,  ecce  Mater  tua. —  Son,  behold 
thy  Mother  ! 

You  are  given  to  Mary  as  .her  child  in  the  person  of 
St.  John.  Thank  Our  Lord  also  for  the  sweet  title  of 
Child  of  Mary,  which  gives  you  a  claim  on  her  affection 
and  a  right  to  the  graces  she  desires  to  procure  for  you. 

THE  ELEVATION.  —  Sitio  ! — /  thirst ! 

Adore  Jesus  crucified  anew  upon  the  altar,  yet  offering 
Himself  anew  His  Father  to  suffer  for  love  of  us,  and 
saying  :  ' '  I  thirst  !  I  thirst  for  souls  !  I  thirst  for  Thy 
glory!" 
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Quench  this  ardent  thirst  of  Jesus,  who  longs  to  suffer 
still  for  the  salvation  of  the  world  and  the  outraged  Ma- 
jesty of  God  ;  by  suffering  and  making  reparation  with 
Him. 

THE  PATER. — Dens,  Dens  Me  its,  ut  quid  dereliquisti 
Me  .* — My  God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ? 

Adore  Jesus  in  that  hour  of  terrible  abandonment,  that 
was  willing  undergo  in  order  to  make  reparation  for 
your  culpable  abandonment  of  God's  Holy  Law  and 
sacred  precepts,  and  protest  that  you  will  never  depart  in 
future  from  His  divine  service. 

THE  COMMUNION.  — Jesus  dies,  saying  :  Pater,  in  ma- 
nus  Taus  commendo  Spiritum  meum.  Consummatum  est  ! 
— Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  My  Spirit.  It  is 
consummated  ! 

Adore  Jesus  commending  in  Holy  Communion,  His 
Body,  His  Blood,  His  Soul  and  Divinity,  all  that  He  has, 
into  the  hands  of  men.  Unite  yourself  with  the  priest 
and  adore  Jesus  taken  down  from  the  cross  and  laid  in  the 
arms  of  His  Blessed  Mother.  Receive  Him  with  her  and 
press  Him  to  your  heart. — O  that  He  might  never  leave  it! 
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Items  of  I 


Our  Associates  will  all  sympathise  with  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Mgr.  Duffy,  of  St.  Agnes  Centre,  Brooklyn,  whose 
church  was  destroyed  by  fire  during  a  thunder  storm,  a 
few  days  ago.  It  is  truly  disheartening  to  this  good  priest, 
whose  life  has  been  spent  in  building  up  a  parish  and 
beautifying  and  perfecting  through  years  of  earnest  work, 
the  church  that  is  the  monument  of  his  zeal  for  God's 
glory.  We  therefore  beg  the  prayers  of  our  Associates 
for  his  success  in  rebuilding  the  church  and  for  all  present 
needs. 
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The  Holy  Rosary  Centre  has  forwarded  the  names  of 
its  associates  for  registration.  There  are  about  250  Asso- 
ciates at  this  Centre,  and  it  is  edifying  to  notice  how 
many  whole  families  make  the  adoration. 


We  have  many  requests  for  diplomas  of  aggregation. 
These  diplomas,  however  are  not  yet  ready.  The  matter 
will  be  taken  up  the  fall.  It  is  our  intention  to  have 
diplomas  that  will  be  an  artistic  as  well  as  a  religious 
souvenir.  The  designs  presented  were  not  quite  satis- 
factory, and  other  more  pressing  business  has  delayed 
the  matter  until  the  present  time. 


The  novena  to  St.  Anne  will  have  added  solemnity  this  year, 
in  St.  John  the  Baptist's  Church,  as  it  begins  with  the  blessing 
of  the  crypt,  so  renovated  and  improve  that  it  is  almost  like 
a  new  sanctuary.  Miss  Annie  Leavy  who  has  not  ceased  her 
generous  gifts  to  Our  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  has 
claimed  the  patvilege  of  adorning  the  Shrine  of  her  patroness, 
the  lower  chapel  where  the  relic  of  St.  Anne  is  kept.  The 
walls  of  the  crypt  have  been  entirely  covered  with  plates  of 
pure  white  marble,  which  gives  it  a  chaste  and  elegant  appear- 
ance ;  the  entrance  has  been  enlarged,  the  windows  replaced, 
the  sanctuary  improved,  and  the  many  pilgrims  who  Hock  to 
this  favored  shrine  may  now  pray  with  greater  comfort  and  de- 
votion. The  crypt  was  opened  to  the  public  on  Wednesday, 
July  1 8th.  The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Corrigan  blessed  the 
chapel,  at  the  morning  services.  Miss  Leavy  was  present  and 
the  church  was  crowded  with  devout  men  and  women,  many 
of  them  sick  or  infirm.  Many  also,  gratefully  giving  thanks 
for  past  cures  granted  through  the  intercession  of  the  Saint. 


The  services  of  the  Novena  to  St.  Anne  have  been  very 
edifying  and  have  attracted  immense  crowds  to  the  St.  John 
Baptist's  Church.  The  number  of  people  present  during 
the  novena  has  been  estimated  by  the  reporters  of  the 
secular  papers  who  have  been  in  constant  attendance 
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to  be  about  130,000.  About  three  thousand  communions 
were  given  on  the  feast  of  St.  Anne  alone,  and  the  Fa- 
thers have  been  occupied  day  and  night  with  hearing  con- 
fessions. The  stack  of  crutches,  iron  braces  and  plaster 
casts  that  fill  several  tables  in  the  Sanctuary  and  which 
have  accumulated  since  the  beginning  of  the  Novena,  are 
silent  testimonials  of  graces  given  through  the  interces- 
sion of  St.  Anne,  and  several  conversions  to  the  faith  are 
among  the  spiritual  favors  that  must  have  been  given  still 
more  generously.  The  people  crowd  the  upper  church  as 
unceasingly  as  the  crypt  and  the  silence  and  devotion 
of  this  constantly  moving  throng  strikes  even  the  casual 
visitor.  A  more  detailed  account  of  the  uovena  will  fol- 
low in  the  September  Sentinel. 

**^#*^  #3«^3«fr^»» 

*#^^ 


No  Light  before  the  sacred  Heart 


Dear  Jesus  tbou  canst  read  my  heart, 

Its  inmost  sorrows  see  ; 
O  Thou  who  love  and  mercy  art, 

Deign  to  give  ear  to  me. 

No  light,  no  light  is  burning, 

Dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet  ; 
While  my  poor  heart  is  yearning 

To  pay  the  homage  meet. 

Would  that  my  heart  could  be  a  vase 

To  shed  its  crimson  glow, 
For  perfumed  oil,  my  tears  in  place, 

Within  that  vase  shall  flow. 

My  frail  heart-strings  shall  tapers  be, 

And  faith  the  ruby  light, 
To  burn,  sweet  Sacred 'Heart,  for  thee, 

From  early  morn,  till  night. 


J? 

The  Children's  Hour. 

The  Divine  Guest. 


(From  Life.} 

TENEMENT,  five  flights  up  ;  a  room,  clean  and  tidy  t 
in  spite  of  extreme  poverty,  where  a  child  ten  years 
of  age  sits,  propped  with  pillows,  in  alow  wooden 
seat,  breathing  heavily.  Oh,  the  coughs  racks 
the  childish  form,  how  pitiful  it  is  !  Unable  to 
rest  lying  down,  the  mother  lifts  her  from  the  invalid 
chair  where  she  can  half  recline  to  the  small  wooden  seat 
beside  it,  to  change  the  position  for  a  few  moments. 

"  I  am  going  to  die,  Mama  ;  I  know7 1  am,  and  I  hav'n't 
made  my  First  Communion.  Why  doesn't  Father  Quin- 
lan  come?"  slowly,  brokenly,  the  words  are  said. 

"  He  will,  darling  ;  you  were  much  better  the  last  tim^ 
he  saw  you.  If  he  does  not  call  to-morrow,  I  will  send 
Agnes  for  him  after  her  school  hours  are  over. ' ' 

"To-morrow  will  be  too  late,"  murmurs  the  child. 
"  Oh,  if  only  our  Lord  will  come,  I  shall  not  mind  dying. 
I  shall  ask  Him  to  take  me  before  I  hurt  him  by  being 
naughty.  Am  I  very  bad,  Mama  ?" 

Poor  humble  little  soul,  how  she  must  honor  the  divine 
Heart  that  tells  us  "of  such,"  only,  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven . 

Almost  as  she  speaks  a  knock  is  heard  at  the  door. 

"  Come  in,"  and  a  young  girl  dressed  in  a  grey  gown 
with  bright  ribbons  at  the  throat  which  attract  the  eye  of 
the  sick  child  at  once,  enters  the  room.  Like  all  children, 
particularly  invalid  children,  she  likes  gay  colors. 
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"This  is  Janet?"  the  stranger  says  gently,  "  my  sis- 
ter whom  you  know  so  well  is  ill  to-day,  so  I  came  in  her 
stead  to  see  how  you  are.  Are  you  better,  dear?"  The 
harsh  racking  cough  is  the  answer. 

"She  is  very  weak  to-day,"  the  mother  says  sadly, 
"  she  has  the  sinking  spells,  I  dread  so  much  and  frets 
because  she  has  not  made  her  First  Communion.  It  is 
her  one  thought.  "  Send  for  the  priest,  Mama,  send  for 
the  priest  ",  she  keeps  saying." 

Miss  Rosamond  hesitates  a  moment,  but  a  glance  at 
the  little  sufferer  decides  her. 

1 '  I  will  go  at  once  to  the  priest  and  tell  him  how  wTeak 
she  is,  if  you  wish  me  to  do  so.  Do  not  worry,  Janet. 
Our  Lord  will  come,  and  soon." 

A  look  of  grateful  surprise  lights  the  child's  face  and 
with  the  smile  lingering  in  her  memory,  Miss  Rosamond 
hastens  to  the  Rectory  a  few  blocks  away.  In  less  than 
a  half  hour  she  returns  and  climbing  once  more  the 
rickety  stairs  brings  the  glad  tidings  that  this  very  after- 
noon the  priest  will  come. 

It  is  only  three  o'clock,  so  there  is  time  to  make  the 
simple  preparations  before  the  shades  of  evening  darken 
the  humble  abode.  It  does  not  take  long  to  make  ready 
the  altar  which,  poor  as  it  is,  must  be  as  lovely  as  re- 
verent hands  can  make  it.  The  divine  Guest  shall  rest 
as  gladly  upon  it  as  He  did  in  the  lowly  manger  of  Beth- 
lehem. It  matters  not  that  instead  of  jewelled  marble, 
it  is  roughest  w^ood.  The  only  je\vel  which  He  seeks  is 
the  heart  of  the  little  one  \vho  needs  Him. 

"  You  do  not  know  howr  happy  I  am,  Mama,"  she 
murmurs,  "  but  I  hope  I  won't  hurt  Him  after  He  comes. 
"  do  not  w^ant  to  hurt  Him." 

The  mere  thought  that  she  might  pain  our  Lord  by 
i  after  He  has  deigned  to  come  to  her  is  grief  to  the 
uder  heart.  She  pleads  to  be  dressed  in  white  "just 
ce  the  little  girls  in  the  church,"  and  unable  to  resist 
e  guileless  \vish  her  mother  robes  her  in  the  First  Corn- 
union  frock  her  eldest  child  has  worn  a  short  while 
fore.  Less  white  than  the  tiny  face  seems  the  veil ; 
e  wreath  less  fragile  than  the  brow  it  crowns. 
"  I  want  to  kneel,"  but  as  she  whispers  her  head  leans 
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faintly  back  upon  the  pillows  of  the  reclining  chair  where 
her  mother  gently  lifts  her.  She  is  growing  weaker,  and 
Miss  Rosamond  slipping  quietly  away  hastens  back  with 
sacred  articles.  With  joy  that  is  indescribable,  Janet, 
watches  her  as  she  covers  the  rough  table  with  spot- 
less linen,  places  a  small  crucifix  amid  gleaming  candles 
upon  it  and  lillies  that  breathe  forth  their  fragrance  like 
a  prayer.  "It  looks  just  like  church,"  she  murmurs 
with  a  smile.  Only  the  hymn  of  a  tiny  robin  as  it  flies 
to  the  window  sill,  breaks  the  stillness. 

With  awe,  Rosamond  goes  down  the  rickety  stairs,  the 
lighted  taper  in  her  hand,  figurative  of  the  faith  which 
tells  unerringly  that  in  the  blessed  Host  close  to  the 
priest's  heart,  is  the  Lord  of  glory,  whom  Saint  Joseph 
bore  in  his  arms  in  the  guise  of  infancy  long  ago. 

"  May  peace  abide  with  all  who  dwell  herein,"  and  the 
words  which  the  priest  utters  as  he  enters  seem  to  breathe 
the  peace  for  which  he  pleads.  As  he  crosses  the  thresh- 
old of  the  room  even  the  trilling  of  the  bird  ceases  as  if 
an  angel  hushed  it.  Each  one  kneels  in  mute  adoration 
as  he  gives  the  sacred  Host  to  the  little  sufferer. 

A  smile  that  is  not  of  earth  lights  for  an  instant  the 
sweet  face. 

"  Mama"—  "Jesus." 

And  Janet  has  her  wish  —  the  gentle  spirit  has  fled 
where  it  shall  never  "  hurt  Him,"  for  no  shadow  of  evil 
may  reach  it  there. 

J.   M. 


A  Memorial  of  First  Communion. 

(From  the  German.) 


MY  DEAR  CHILD  :  —  I  am  anxious  on  this  day  to  ins- 
cribe these  two  words  of  the  Holy  Ghost  deeply  upon 
your  heart  : 

1.  " Hold fast  that  which  thou  hast."    —  Apoc.  iii.  10. 

2.  "Labor,  that  by  good  works  you  may  make  sure  your 
vocation  and  election"  -  -  II.  St.  Pet.  i,  10. 
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Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  your  Saviour,  has  this 
day  entered  your  heart.  This  exceedingly  Great  Guest, 
it  is  true,  is  no  longer  bodily  present  with  you,  as  He 
was  immediatly  after  Holy  Communion,  but  He  has  left 
with  you  the  precious  treasure  of  sanctifying  grace.  O,  my 
dear  child,  would  to  God  you  could  understand  fully  and 
perfectly  the  nature  and  value  of  this  divine  gift  ! 

Our  Lord  speaks  in  the  Gospel  of  a  man  who  presented 
himself  at  the  marriage-feast  of  the  son  of  a  king,  without 
having  first  put  a  wedding-garment.  The  king  noticing 
him,  became  very  angry,  and  at  once  ordered  him  to  be 
bound  hand  and  foot,  and  to  be  cast  into  exterior  darkness, 
there  to  expiate  his  imprudence. 

Not  an  earthly  king,  my  dear  child,  but  the  Lord  of 
heaven  and  earth  has  invited  you  to  be  present  at  a  more 
kingly  banquet.  But  never  will  you  be  allowed  to  partake 
of  it,  except  you  are  found  to  be  clothed  with  a  perfectly 
pure  wedding-garment.  And  this  wedding-garment  of 
your  soul  is  sanctifying  grace. 

Keep,  my  child,  hold  fast,  what  you  have  !  Yes, 
I  entreat  you,  guard  with  the  greatest  care  this  wedding- 
garment  of  your  soul  !  For  never  will  you  be  admitted  to 
partake  of  the  heavenly  banquet,  unless,  when  on  depart- 
ing from  this  world,  your  soul  is  clothed  with  the  white 
and  shining  garment  of  sanctifying  grace. 

It  is  the  custom  for  young  girls  to  appear  on  the  day 
of  their  first  communion  dressed  in  white. 

How  extremely  careful  they  are  required  to  be  in 
order  to  avoid  whatever  might  cause  the  least  stain  ! 

It  is  the  same  manner  we  must  act  with  regard  to  our 
soul's  garment.  We  all  know  what  can  stain  and  soil  and 
even  totally  disfigure  it.  Every  venial  sin  leaves  a  spot  on 
it ;  one  single  mortal  sin  totally  disfigures  it. 

Above  all,  then,  my  dear  child,  we  must  guard  against 
committing  mortal  sin  !  Besides  keeping  a  strict  watch 
over  ourselves,  we  must  be  willing  to  renounce  and  sacri- 
fice everything  rather  than  transgress  God's  command- 
ment in  a  matter  of  great  importance. 
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But  beware,  also,  niy  dear  child,  of  wilful  venial  sins. 
I  say  wilful  venial  sins,  for  I  know  too  well  that  it  is  im- 
possible for  us  to  keep  ourselves  free  from  every  venial  sin 
and  imperfection.  However,  we  must  at  least  endeavor  to 
avoid  all  transgressions  of  God's  commandments,  no 
matter  how  slight  they  may  be.  Every  drop  that  falls  on  a 
white  garment  causes  a  stain,  and  if  there  be  already 
many  stains  on  it,  little  more  is  required  to  disfigure  it 
entirely.  If  you  do  not  carefully  avoid  venial  sins,  then 
God  will  in  the  end  withhold  from  you  His  graces  and 
let  you  fall  into  mortal  sin,  and  thus  you  will  incur  the 
loss  of  the  greatest  treasure  you  possess,  that  of  sanctify- 
ing grace. 

Let  us  now  see  how  you  can  avoid  whatever  may  stain 
the  white  garment  of  your  soul. 

We  all,  great  and  small,  are  before  God  but  weak  and 
helpless  children.  Not  a  single  step  can  we  take  without" 
being  assisted  by  God's  grace.  As  soon  as  we  try  to 
walk  unassisted,  we  fall  to  the  ground  and  soil  the  gar- 
ment of  our  soul.  There  remains,  then,  nothing  else 
for  us  to  do  but  to  stretch  out  our  hands  without 
ceasing  towards  God,  and  to  keep  ourselves  firmly  at- 
tached to  Him.  This  we  do  when  we  pray.  Yes,  pray 
we  must,  always  and  everywhere,  in  the  morning  and  in 
the  evening,  during  the  day,  and  especially  when  we  suf- 
fer temptations,  adversities  and  contradictions. 

A  child  that  is  anxious  to  keep  her  white  dress  un- 
stained will  carefully  avoid  going  to  filthy  places  and 
coming  in  contact  with  soiled  clothes  and  being  engaged 
in  dusty  work.  The  filthy  places  on  our  road  to  eternity 
are  those  where  people  are  found  and  gather  who  love 
and  commit  sin,  who  delight  in  speaking  uncharitably 
about  their  neighbor,  who  scoff  at  religion  and  make 
light  of  transgressions  against  the  sixth  commandment. 
Against  all  such  places  and  people  be  on  your  guard  ! 

Yet  worse  than  bad  companions  are  bad  books.  They 
are  in  fact  bad  companions,  but  more  dangerous  and  in- 
jurious, as  we  can  be  with  them  whenever  we  like  and 
without  being  noticed  by  others. 

Do  not,  therefore,  my  dear  child,  read  every  book  that 
may  come  into  your  hands.  And  if,  in  reading  a  book 
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or  paper,  you  come  to  a  portion  that  might  cause  bad  or 
dangerous  thoughts  in  you,  I  entreat  you,  cease  reading 
it  at  once.  Never  read  a  book  or  paper  unless  you  are 
sure  that  its  reading  will  not  place  you  in  danger.  When 
in  doubt  as  to  reading  a  book,  show  it  to  the  priest  or 
some  one  else  who,  you  have  good  reason  to  think,  is  able 
to  judge  in  the  matter. 

But  since  we  are  all  such  weak  children,  and  never- 
theless so  conceited,  so  self-confident,  that  we  imagine 
ourselves  able  to  move  along  unassisted,  it  often  happens, 
by  a  just  judgment  of  God,  that  we  are  left  to  ourselves, 
fall,  soil  and  even  totally  disfigure  the  white  garment  of 
our  soul. 

Our  divine  Saviour  has  foreseen  this,  and  therefore,  in 
exceedingly  great  love  and  mercy  for  us,  has  left  in  His 
Church  the  purifying  institutions  of  the  Sacraments  of 
Penance  and  the  Holy  Eucharist.  Whenever,  therefore, 
you  have  stumbled  on  your  way  to  eternity,  either  in  con- 
sequence of  your  weakness  or  of  your  self-confidence, 
humble  yourself  and  make  a  conscientious,  earnest  use  of 
these  purifying  means. 

As  a  white  garment,  when  washed  and  bleached  in  the 
sun,  becomes  whiter  than  it  was  before,  so  also  the  gar- 
ment of  your  soul  will  increase  the  more  in  whiteness  and 
splendor  the  oftener  you  make  a  careful  use  of  these  two 
purifying  means.  There  is  one  thing  especially  I  entreat 
you  to  do,  and  that  is,  should  you  ever  have  the  misfor- 
tune of  committing  a  mortal  sin,  then  do  not  wait  a  single 
day  before  confessing  it  ;  for  death,  as  wre  all  know, 
comes  like  a  thief  in  the  night,  and  how  awful  it  would 
be  if  you  would  suddenly  be  called  out  of  life  and  have  to 
appear  before  your  Eternal  Judge  in  the  defiled  garment 
of  mortal  sin  ! 

II 

"Labor,  that  by  good  works  yon  may  make  snre  of  vo in- 
vocation and  election.'" 

My  dearest  child !  This  is  a.  second  wrord  that  I  am 
anxious  to  write  deep  into  your  soul. 

You   have  already  resolved,  cost  what  it  may,  to  pre- 
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serve  the  wedding-garment  of  your  soul  clean  and  stain- 
less, but  with  this  you  must  not  be  satisfied.  Endeavor 
besides  to  adorn  it,  and  thus  to  secure  to  yourself  a  place 
of  honor  at  the  heavenly  banquet,  and  this  you  can  do  by 
performing  good  works  in  the  state  of  sanctifying  grace. 
Call  to  your  mind  the  good  works  you  find  enumerated 
in  your  catechism  as  the  seven  corporal  and  seven  spiri- 
tual works  of  mercy  ;  for  instance,  to  feed  the  hungry, 
to  give  drink  to  the  thirsty,  to  clothe  the  naked,  to  visit 
the  sick,  to  instruct  the  ignorant,  to  comfort  the  sorrow- 
ful, and  the  like.  Practice  them  according  to  your 
strength,  talents  and  condition  in  life,  and  by  doing  so 
you  will,  as  it  were,  adorn  your  wedding-garment  with 
precious  stones  and  pearls.  But  I  would  like,  before 
taking  leave  of  you,  to  call  your  particular  attention  to 
one  good  work,  of  which  people  think  so  little,  and  with- 
out which,  after  all,  no  other  work  will  be  really  good 
and  meritorious  before  God.  I  mean  the  making  of  a 
good  intention.  People  usually  are  anxious  to  perform 
numerous  works,  good  in  themselves,  but  alas  !  many,  if 
not  the  greatest  number,  work  in  vain,  without  meriting 
any  reward  in  heaven,  because  they  omit  to  make  a  good 
intention.  The  one  fatigues  himself  day  and  night  in 
order  to  obtain  an  office  of  honor  ;  the  other,  to  insure  a 
greater  possession  of  riches  ;  a  third  one  works  because 
he  finds  pleasure  in  doing  so.  But  alas  !  how  much  time 
is  lost  by  all  of  them  ;  for  if  they  have  no  higher  inten- 
tion than  those  mentioned  above,  they  work  and  fatiguo 
themselves  without  gaining  any  merit  for  heaven.  I  en- 
treat you,  therefore,  my  dear  child,  to  be  always  very 
careful  to  perform  your  actions  with  a  good  intention, 
with  the  intention  to  do  God's  holy  will,  thus  to  honor 
and  glorify  Him,  and  to  prove  your  love  for  Him.  By 
keeping  a  strict  watch  over  yourself,  you  will  at  once 
notice  when  a  mere  human  and  less  perfect  intention 
tries  to  creep  in  whilst  you  perform  your  actions,  and  a 
simple  act  of  your  will,  will  render  your  intention  again 
good  and  perfect.  You  may  have  no  opportunity,  nor 
may  you  be  able,  to  perform  great  actions,  but  if  you  do 
whatever  you  do  with  a  good  intention,  for  God's  sake, 
to  please  Him,  to  prove  your  love  for  him,  then  the  most 


OF   THE    BLESSED   SACRAMENT  247 

insignificant  of  your  actions  will  be  more  valuable  than 
all  the  treasures  this  world  contains.  Even  sleeping  and 
playing,  eating  and  drinking  will,  if  accompanied  with  a 
good  intention,  adorn  your  wedding-garment  and  render 
it  in  God's  sight  more  beautiful  and  pleasing  than  ever  a 
wedding-garment  here  on  earth  was  to  the  eyes  of  men, 
and  this  for  an  Eternity  \ 

To  repeat,  then,  in  a  few  words  what  I  have  said,  I  en- 
treat you  : 

1 .  To  pt  ay  fervently ,  faithfully  ; 

2 .  To  avoid  bad  companions  ; 

3.  To   receive   often  and   well  prepared  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ments of  Penance  and  the  Eucharist. 

4.  To  practise  good  works,  and  to  perform  all  your  actions 
with  a  good  intention. 

Imagine,  if  you  can,  the  joy  your  guardian  Angel  will 
experience,  who  has  conducted  you  on  this  day  to  the 
holy  table,  when  he  will  see  you,  my  dear  child,  vested 
with  the  spotless  garment  of  sanctifying  grace  and 
adorned  with  the  precious  stones  of  good  works,  and  thus 
be  allowed  to  introduce  you  to  the  heavenly  banquet, 
\vhere /^5z«  Christ  Himself  will  be  you?  host  and  your  food, 
and  that  of  all  of  us  throughout  all  Eternity. 

May  God  grant  this  ! 

"  THIS  DO  AND  THOU  SHAI/T  LIVE  " — St.  Luke,   X.  22. 
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it  is  such  a  curious,  curious  name.     It  makes 
me  wonder  so  much.     Don't  you  think  it  might 
y       m  ?an  some  thing  ?  ' ' 
Jil          '  No,  Miss  Nancy,  I  cannot  say  that  I  do." 

' '  But  supposing  that  it  did  ?  ' '  .persisted  Miss 
Nancy,  resting  her  elbows  on  the  table,  and  her  chin  on 
her  hands. 

41  And  supposing  that  it  didn't,"  said  Trimmer,  tartly. 
"  Miss  Nancy,  take  your  elbows  off  the  table.  That  is 
what  I  am  supposing." 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  obediently.  "Trimmer, 
now  I  have  taken  my  elbows  off  the  table,  could  you  tell 
me?" 

' '  Tell  you  what,  Miss  Nancy  ?  ' '  said  Trimmer,  with 
some  exasperation. 

"About  the  Thankful  Heart,  Trimmer." 
"  I  cannot  tell  you  more  than  I  have  done,  Miss  Nancy. 
It  is  an  old  house,  and  no  more,  and 'no  less." 

"  I  don't  mean  that,  "  persisted  Miss  Nancy.  "  I  mean, 
what  is  it  ?  " 

"And  haven't  I  just  told  you,  Miss  Nancy?"  de- 
manded Trimmer,  with  a  kind  of  exhausted  patience. 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Nancy;  "but  you  don't  Under- 
stand, Trimmer." 
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However,  this  sounded  so  exceedingly  rude  to  an 
elder,  that  Miss  Nancy  blushed,  and  hastened  to  add, 
before  Trimmer  could  reprove  her,  "I  mean,/  don't 
understand." 

11  Xo,  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer,  severely.  "No, 
you  do  not." 

"But  I  want  to  understand,"  said  Miss  Nancy. 
"  Trimmer,  don't  you  think  you  could  make  me?  " 

4 '  You  do  not  need  to  understand  anything  but  your 
duties.  To  obey  your  elders,  and  tell  the  truth,  and  do 
your  lessons,  r.ud  mind  your  behavior,  what  more  can 
you  want,  Miss  Nancy?  " 

"  I  have  tried  to  obey  my  elders  all  to  day,  Trimmer, 
and  I  dont't  remember  telling  anything  but  the  truth, 
and  I  have  done  my  lessons,  and  minded  my  behavior  a 
good  deal,  but  still  I  want  to  understand  and  I  don't.  " 

"  Then  do  all  those  same  things  more  until  you  do,  " 
concluded  Trimmer.  Which  was,  though  perhaps  evasive 
on  Trimmer's  part,  a  saying  deeper  than  she  knew. 

"  Yes.  Only  still  I  want  to  know,  "  said  Miss  Nancy, 
steadfastly.  "  But  never  mind,  Trimmer,  because  of 
course  it  does  not  matter. ' ' 

So  Miss  Nancy  was  led  to  bring  the  subject  fonvard  for 
the  consideration  of  Giles,  a  person  of  an  age  unknown — 
though,  as  Miss  Nancy  believed,  rather  great  —  and  of 
large  attributes,  in  right  of  his  self-arrogation. 

11  Giles,  "  said  Miss  Nancy  accordingly,  upon  the  first 
opportunity,  looking  up  from  the  modest  level  of  the 
Shetland  poney  at  the  cross  old  face  on  the  height,  of  the 
squire's  tremendous  red  horse,  -  •  "  Giles,  what  kind  of 
thoughts  do  you  have  about  the  Thankful  Heart  ! 

"Ah!"  said  Giles,  with  an  eye  of  untold  wisdom, 
having  never  given  much  thought  to  the  subject,  but 
having  a  mind  above  admitting  it.  "  Do  you  mean  my 
thankful  heart,  or  somebody  else's?  " 

"  I  mean  the  one  the  house  means,  "  said  Miss  Nancy, 
somewhat  obscuredly, — "the  old  house  near  the  church." 

"  Oh,  ay  ;  that  same  old  place.  And  what  about  it, 
Miss  Nancy  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  know  what  about  it,  Giles.  " 

"  Ay,  well,  Miss  Nancy,  I  told  you  it  had  never  been 
aught  in  my  time  but  a  gashly  old  place." 
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"Oh,  no,  Giles,"  said  Miss  Nancy  seriously,  dimly 
perceiving  the  term,  whatever  it  might  mean,  to  be  a 
lowering  one,  "  not  at  all  gashly,  /think.  And  you  said 
it  was  an  old  place  before.  But  I  want  to  understand 
what  a  thankful  heart  is,  exactly.  " 

14  Well,  I  reckon  it  is  being  thankfully  minded,"  said 
Giles  grudgingly,  not  being  himself  of  that  disposition. 

"  And  what  ought  one  to  be  thankful  for  ?  " 

"  For  one's  vittles,  Miss  Nancy  " 

"  All  of  them  ?  "  inquired  Miss  Nancy,  with  a  lingering 
hope  that  there  might  be  a  dispensation  in  favor  of  rice 
pudding,  when  partaken  of  for  the  fourth  time  in  one 
week. 

"  Ay,  I  reckon  so.    And  the  clothes  to  one's  back.  " 

1 '  Even  if  they  are  clothes  you  do  not  much  like, 
Giles?  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  faintheartedly,  with  the  new 
Leghorn  hat  stalking  gloomily  before  her  mind's  eye,  and 
the  bottle-green  coat  that  pinched  round  the  neck. 

"Ay,  to  be  sure,  for  all  one's  clothes.  " 

"  And  anything  else,  Giles  ?  " 

"  For  things  mostly,  Miss  Nancy,  "  said  Giles,  though 
it  went  to  his  heart  to  confess  it. 

1 '  Then  a  thankful  heart  means,  that  you  are  to  be 
thankful  for  everything  you  have,  even  for  the  things 
you  do  not  like  ?  ' ' 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  say  that,  "  said  Giles,  inclined  to 
back  out  at  that  view  of  the  matter  ;  ' '  because  I  reckon 
a  man  couldn't  be  thankful  for  things  as  he  wasn't  thank- 
ful for." 

"  But  it  is  generally  rather  rude  to  pick  out  things, 
you  know.  I  think  it  does  not  seem  nice  only  to  be 
thankful  for  the  things  you  like  to  be  thankful  for,  ' '  said 
Miss  Nancy,  deeply.  "  Dont  you  think  so?  " 

But  Giles  did  not  think  it  by  any  means,  and  declined 
to  allow  that  he  did. 

"  It  isn't  having  a  thankful  heart,  after  all,  if  you  leave 
some  of  the  things  out,  "  argued  Miss  Nancy. 

On  which  Giles  took  refuge  in  a  sudden  access  of 
majesty,  and  the  discussion  fell  to  the  ground. 

44  I  cannot  quite  say  it,  "  was  Miss  Nancy's  conclu- 
sion, "  but  I  think  that  it  is  really  and  truly  in  the  thank- 
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ful  heart.     If  you  have  that,  I  believe  you  do  feel  thank- 
ful, always  for  everything.  " 

VI. 

"Trimmer,"  remarked  Miss  Nancy,  with  studied 
affability,  "  I  do  know7  such  a  nice  walk  ;  you  cannot 
think  what  a  good  one  it  is.  " 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Nancy,  "  responded  Trimmer,  with  but 
moderate  warmth. 

'  You  would  like  it  very  much,  I  feel  sure  that  you 
would,"  pursued  Miss  Nancy.      "Trimmer,   when  you 
want  to  go  a  new  walk,  will  you  tell  me?  " 
'  Yes,  Miss  Nancy,  I  will." 

This  \vas  not  encouraging  ;  Miss  Nancy  was  reduced 
to  plain  speaking.  ' '  I  should  like  to  go  this  walk  very 
much.  Might  we  go  to-day  ?" 

If  poor  Trimmer  could  have  found  any  reasonable 
grounds  for  refusal,  she  \vould  gladly  have  availed  herself 
of  them,  for,  like  Aunt  Norreys,  she  hated  country  wralks, 
but  Miss  Nancy  had  to  be  taken  some\vhere. 

"  I  begin  to  grow7  a  little  tired  of  the  road  to  St.  Ed- 
munds'," said  Miss  Nancy.  "  I  know  it  rather  well,  you 
see.  And  the  road  through  the  village,  too." 

"Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer,  determinedly,  "  my 
face  is  fixed  against  fields." 

"  The  new  walk  is  a  lane  !"  cried  Miss  Nancy  trium- 
phantly. "  It  is  not  fields,  nor  ditches,  nor  horses,  nor 
cows.  Trimmer,  do  you  think  wre  could  go  it?" 

"I  shall  see  when  I  get  there,"  replied  Trimmer, 
guardedly.  "  Miss  Nancy,  do  not  think  that  frock  is 
clean  enough  to  go  out  in,  for  it  is  not.  And  that  makes 
three  clean  print  frocks  this  \veek." 

11  I  don't  want  to  put  another  on,  Trimmer";  said  Miss 
Nancy,  in  subdued  accents  ;  but,  to  propitiate  the  seat  of 
government,  made  no  further  protest,  and  stood  with  ex- 
emplary patience  to  be  dressed  in  that  plain  but  spotless 
garment  considered  by  Trimmer  the  only  proper  one  for 
a  young  lady  taking  her  walks  abroad  in  the  season  of 
summer.  Cleanliness  came  before  godliness  in  Trimmer's 
requirements.  Miss  Nancy  might  accidentally  be  naughty 
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now  and  then,  but  under  no  circumstances  might  she  be 
dirty. 

"This  walk  will  begin  like  the  village,"  announced 
Miss  Nancy,  when  the  expedition  had  set  out.  "  You  will 
think  it  is  going  to  be  through  the  village  like  the  old 
one,  but  it  is  not.  Presently  you  will  see  it." 

Presently  came  just  on  the  outskirts  of  the  village, 
when  Miss  Nancy  opened  the  churchyard  gate. 

14  Miss  Nancy,  where  are  you  going  now  ?"  demanded 
Trimmer. 

4 '  It  is  a  proper  walk,  quite  proper,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
stoutly,  leading  the  way  in  much  haste,  lest  Trimmer 
should  change  her  mind,  past  the  sunny  window  where 
the  white  roses  peeped  and  nodded  to  Master  Bartlemy, 
to  a  wicket  in  the  churchyard  wall,  and  down  a  flight  of 
worn  steps  into  a  little  lane,  very  narrow,  and  very  deep. 

"  Trimmer,  this  is  it,"  announced  Miss  Nancy. 

Trimmer  did  not  respond  with  enthusiasm. 

"  It  looks  very  dirty,  Miss  Nancy,"  she  said. 

"  No,  it  is  only  a  very  little  dirty,  Trimmer,  and  I  do 
not  mind  it,  I  do  not,  indeed.  And  you  do  not  know, 
Trimmer,  for  you  cannot  possibly  know,  how  beautiful  it 
is  down  there. ' ' 

Trimmer  turned  down  the  new  lane  with  the  eye  of  one 
who  has  doubts.  The  churchyard  wall  was  on  one  side, 
and  on  the  other  an  overgrown  hedge,  so  that  the  church- 
yard trees  and  the  hawthorn  bushes  met  overhead.  This 
made  the  lane  very  attractive  to  a  person  of  Miss  Nancy's 
age  ;  but  a  person  of  Trimmer's  could  not  be  blind  to  the 
mud  in  the  deep  ruts,  and  Trimmer  picked  her  way  with 
a  very  dissatisfied  face. 

"Isn't  it  beautiful?"  breathed  Miss  Nancy.  '  But 
soon  it  will  be  more  /" 

"  I  hope  so,  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer  plainly,  "  for 
I  was  just  beginning  to  think  that  we  would  turn  back." 

"  Oh,  Trimmer  !  When  it  is  just  here — at  least,  only 
such  a  little  further  !" 

"  Well,  Miss  Nancy,  I  really  do  not  see  what  you  have 
come  to  look  at,"  said  Trimmer,  but  being  by  no  means 
an  unkind  woman,  though  a  strict  one,  she  struggled  on 
to  Miss  Nancy's  goal.  The  lane  ended  in  old  iron  gates, 
hung  on  stone  pillars  with  great  stone  balls  on  their  tops. 
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"  And,  oh,  Trimmer,  it  is  here  !"  said  Miss  Nancy. 
'  There  is  not  much  to  see  here,  Miss  Nancy,"  replied 
Trimmer  ;   "I  suppose  it  is  only  that  old  place  you  talked 
about." 

Miss  Nancy  looked  at  her  beseechingly.  "  And  don't 
you  like  it?  But,  Trimmer,  mayn't  I  stay  a  few  min- 
utes, and  look?" 

"  Well,  you  may  stay  while  I  walk  to  the  corner  and 
back,"  said  Trimmer. 

Miss  Nancy  thanked  her  gratefully ;  and  Trimmer 
turned  away,  with  the  somewhat  old  reflection  that  there 
was  no  accounting  for  the  fancies  of  children.  What 
Miss  Nancy  could  find  to  look  at,  she  failed  to  see  ;  and 
indeed  exactly  where  the  attraction  did  lie  does  not  ap- 
pear. Could  we  precisely  define  all  those  old  fascinations 
of  our  childhood,  to  which  we  still  look  back  pleasantly, 
— if  sometimes  a  little  sadly  ?  for  alas,  alas,  there  are  no 
such  dreams  now-a-days  ! 

Miss  Nancy  stood  oblivious  to  all  else,  clasping  the 
bars  of  the  gates,  with  her  face  pressed  to  them,  gazing 
in,  with  her  very  heart  in  her  eyes,  upon  a  meadow  so 
yellow  with  buttercups  that  it  was  like  a  field  of  gold, 
upon  a  path  leading  through  it  to  a  low  stone  wall  and 
another  gateway,  of  which  the  gates  were  open,  as  if  they 
had  not  been  closed  for  a  long,  long  time.  Miss  Nancy 
could  see  within.  She  saw  a  wide  old  courtyard  paved 
with  stone,  filled  with  yellow  sunlight,  where  the  pigeons 
came  down,  and  fluttered  and  strutted  ;  she  saw  mellow 
walls,  latticed  windows,  avisted  chimneys,  peaked  roofs, 
overhanging  gables,  and  apple  and  pear  trees  all  pink  and 
white  with  bloom.  Behind,  the  rolling  uplands  where 
the  sheep  pastured,  and  the  hanging  birchwood  falling 
down  to  the  level  meadows,  and  before,  the  field  of  the 
cloth  of  gold,  where  the  buttercups  grew,  and  in  the 
midst,  the  house  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

1 '  And  don't  you  ever  need  to  go  inside  the  gates,  Trim- 
mer?" asked  Miss  Nancy,  when  she  \vas  finally  torn  from 
the  spot. 

"  No,  Miss  Nancy,  certainly  not.     How  should  I?" 

Miss  Nancy  did  not  know,  and  pondered  the  matter 
with  unspeakable  longing  all  the  way  home.  To  visit 
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the  Thankful  Heart  had  now  become  the  chief  aim  of  her 
existence  ;  but  she  must  needs  bide  her  time  in  patience, 
for  impatience  had  never  in  her  life  gained  her  anything. 

But  Patience  is  a  sure  horse,  however  slow,  and,  jog- 
ging steadily  forward,  carried  Miss  Nancy  at  last  almost 
within  reach  of  her  desire.  There  came  an  evening  when 
over  dessert  the  squire  said,  "  I  shall  be  late  for  lunch 
to-morrow.  Todd  is  coming  from  St.  Edmunds'  to  go 
over  the  upland  pastures  with  me.  He  is  to  meet  me  at 
eleven  o'clock  at  the  Thankful  Heart." 

He  said  it  ;  and  Miss  Nancy  heard  it,  and  though  pale 
with  sudden  rapture,  still  survived. 

But  good  steed  as  Patience  may  be,  she  cannot  avert 
the  inevitable,  and  as  poor  Miss  Nancy  perceived  from 
her  window,  the  next  morning  was  a  wet  one,  and  not  a 
little  wet,  but  sullenly  pouring.  She  watched  the  weather 
with  a  failing  heart  all  breakfast  time,  and  well  aware 
that  in  face  of  it  any  request  preferred  to  Aunt  Norreys 
could  only  meet  with  a  most  reasonable  refusal,  ended  by 
trusting  to  her  old  expedient  of  escaping  from  Trimmer 
to  jo  n  the  squire  at  the  last  moment.  But  Miss  Nancy 
was  unskilful  in  strategy,  and  the  enemy  had  over- 
whelming advantages,  and  presently  surprised  her  in  the 
act  of  flight,  arrayed  in  a  singular  collection  of  such  gar- 
ments as  lay  at  her  command  ;  an  old  hat  of  the  squire's 
which  could  come  to  no  further  harm,  her  own  red  cloak, 
her  strongest  boots,  and  by  way  of  great  precautions,  a 
cast=off  pair  of  Trimmer's  goloshes. 

"  Miss  Nancy  !  "  erclaimed  the  astounded  Trimmer. 

"  I  am  just  going  ouc  with  daddy,  Trimmer,  faltered 
the  guilty  young  lady. 

"Oh,  are  you,  Miss  Nancy  ?  "  rejoined  Trimmer  grim- 
ly. "  now  you  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort." 

"Trimmer,"  said  Miss  Nancy  desperately,  "  I  must 
go." 

'  Miss  Nancy,  take  those  things  off  immediately.  " 

' '  Trimmer,  I  will  go  !  " 

"  Miss  Arminel !  "  said  Trimmer  in  in  a  fearful  voice, 
for  Miss  Nancy's  rebellious  moments  were  so  few  and 
fleeting  as  to  be  an  astonishment  when  they  did  come. 

"  I  mean,  Trimmer,  mayn't  I  go?  Oh,  Trimmer,  if 
I  sit  under  the  apron  of  the  gig  ?  " 
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"  Miss  Xancv,  you  know  very  well  that  you  may  not. 
Your  Aunt  Xorreys  would  not  listen  to  it  for  a  moment, 
and  as  for  your  papa,  well,  I  hear  him  driving  away 
now." 

Which  indeed  he  did  ;  and  Miss  Nancy  was  left  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs  in  such  an  agony  of  disappointment  as 
we  have  all  felt  at  her  age,  but  happily  not  often  after- 
wards;  for  although  one's  disappointments  may  be  as 
keen,  they  lose  at  least  the  utter  helplessness  of  those 
days. 

"  Miss  Nancy,  will  you  do  as  you  are  bidden  ?  " 

Trimmer's  voice  recalled  her  to  herself,  and  to  the  fact 
that  she  really  was  left  at  home,  and  the  day  must  be 
faced. 

"  I  feel  as  if  I  should  soon  be  naughty,  I  feel  as  if  I 
—  couldn't  help  —  it!"    Miss  Nancy's  voice  died  away 
wail  fully. 

11  Miss  Nancy,  you  know  you  never  could  have  gone  in 
this  rain,  so  do  not  make  a  piece  of  work  about  it.  Go 
and  take  these  things  off.  " 

"  I  did  so  want  to  go,  I  did  so  want  to  go,"  stammered 
Miss  Nancy  incoherently,  obeying  more  by  instinct  than 
anything  else,  and  shuffling  miserably  after  Trimmer, 
with  goloshes  treading  on  each  other's  toes,  and  the 
squire's  hat  halfway  down  her  face.  "  I  wanted  more 
than  anything  in  the  world.  I  thought  I  could  go  with 
daddy  if  I  was  very  good.  Oh,  Trimmer,  and  he  was 
going  to  the  Thankful  Heart  !  And  you  have  made  him 
go  without  me.  Oh,  Trimmer,  Trimmer,  Trimmer  !  " 


(  To  be  continued.) 
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Winifred! 

(By  Margaret  E.  Jordan.) 


HE  was  a  child  of  twelve  bright  years  ; 

A  thoughtful  child  was  she, 
Who  in  her  own  sweet,  artless  way 

Dwelt  on  the  mystery 
The  Sacred  Scripture  pages  tell — 
How  Christ  in  Blessed  Bread  doth  well. 


Oh  !  how  her  lonely  child-heart  yearned 

To  find  that  dear,  dear  Friend 
Who,  having  loved  His  own  till  death, 

Still  loved  them  to  the  end. 
And  while  her  heart  arose  in  prayer, 
She  sought  to  find  Him  everywhere. 

She  questioned,  and  in  eager  way 
Listened  to  grown  folks'  word  ; 

And  oft  her  tender,  guileless  heart 
With  agony  was  stirred, 

As,  day  by  day,  she  learned  that  none 

Gave  earthly  place  to  the  Holy  One. 

"  Why  have  they  left  the  dear  Lord  out  — 

Out  of  the  Blessed  Bread  ?  " 
She  often  pondered.  "  Surely  He 

Meant  just  the  words  He  said  : 
That  changed  should  be  the  bread  and  wine 
Into  His  Flesh  and  Biood  divine.  " 

Thus  listening,  questioning,  soon  she  learned 

That  one  faith,  one  alone, 
Of  all  the  many  creeds  on  earth 

Gave  Christ  place  'midst  His  own  ; 
And  truth  was  there,  her  child-heart  knew, 
Where  man  held  God's  dear  words  "  all  true. 

'Twas  thus  one  little  wandering  lamb 
To  the  good  old  Church  was  led  ; 

Where  with  His  own  true  Flesh  and  Blood 
Christ's  little  ones  are  fed. 

All  others  "  leave  Him  out,  "  and  make 

It  but  a  sign  —  the  Bread  we  break. 
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The  Spirit  of  the  World. 
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ENOUNCING  impiety,  and  worldly  desires,  we  should 
live  soberly,  and  justly  and  piously  in  this  world. 
5  Be  not  conformed  to  the  spirit  of  this  world,  but 
be  reformed  in  newness  of  mind,  that  you  may 
prove  what  is  the  good,  and  the  acceptable,  and 
the  perfect  will  of  God.  "  ( i ) 

There  is  no  man  who  ought  not  to  be  proud  that  he  is 
a  Christian,  that  he  is  called  to  lead  a  life  like  that  of 
Christ,  and  who  ought  not  to  be  willing  to  make  sacri- 
fices to  approach  more  nearly  to  that  ideal. 

The  life  of  Christ  and  his  teachings  are  not  for  the 
individual  man  and  woman  something  vague  and  indef- 
inite. That  life  and  those  teachings  are  so  clear  and  so 
near  the  possibility  of  imitation  and  resemblance,  that 
one  feels  and  knows  that  the  slightest  divergence  from 
them  is  a  disloyalty  more  or  less  great. 

Christ  Our  Lord  teaches,  and  his  great  Apostle  repeats 
the  lesson  of  the  Master,  as  to  the  spirit  of  unworldliness, 
"  Be  not  conformed  to  the  spirit  of  this  world." 

Now  my  brethrem,  often  times  when  the  word  "  world- 
ly" is  used,  people  try  to  think  that  it  is  in  a  mediaeval 
sense,  not  applicable  to  the  present  state  of  enlightened 
society,  and  not  suited  to  our  advanced  century. 


(i)  at.  Paul  in  his  Epistle  to  Titus  and  to  the  Romans. 
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The  spirit  of  Our  Lord  teaches  the  spirit  that  is  not  of 
this  world. 

In  the  first  place  £>ne  of  the  virtues  which  Our  Lord 
teaches  and  one  not  in  accordance  with  a  worldly  spirit  is 
humility.  For  thirty  Jsea-rs  He  remained  in  the  obscurity 
of  Nazareth  and  then  the  work  which  He  performed  in 
public  was  for  the  good  of  souls,  the  glory  of  His  Father 
and  not  to  draw  attention  to  Himself.  This  spirit  was 
remarkable  in  His  life,  His  bearing,  His  miracles,  His 
dealing  with  the  lowly,  and  with  His  Apostles. 

Another  lesson  taught  by  our  Blessed  Lord  is  in  regard 
to  pleasure.  He  tells  us  of  the  life  to  come. 

"  You  have  not  here  a  lasting  habitation"  "  Seek  ye 
first  the  kingdom  of  God"  "  Fear  not  hint  who  can  kill 
the  body,  but  fear  him  who  can  cast  body  and  soul  into  ever- 
lasting fire '." 

As  to  riches  Our  Lord  has  said  :  •'  Lay  up  for  your- 
selves  treasure  in  heaven"  "  Fool,  this  nig  Jit  thy  soul 
shall  be  required  of  thee"  These  words  were  spoken  to 
the  rich  man,  who  was  planning  the  enjoyment  he  would 
take  from  his  wealth.  Our  Lord  is  constantly  warning 
his  followers  of  the  fleeting  nature  of  time.  Time  is 
given  to  prepare  for  everlasting  life.  This  truth  is  shown 
in  the  parable  of  the  laborers  in  the  vineyard,  the  ten 
talents,  the  seed  sown  in  good  ground,  the  wedding  feast. 

All  these  things  were  spoken  by  Christ  to  impress  upon 
the  soul  the  truth  that  time  is  given  in  order  to  secure 
with  it  eternity. 

The  example  of  Christ  Our  Lord,  of  His  teaching  and 
His  words  tell  us  how  we  are  to  look  upon  pride,  plea- 
sure, riches  and  the  waste  of  time.  Yet,  my  brethren,  if 
we  look  aronnd  us  at  the  people  of  the  world  and  ask 
ourselves  how  this  teaching  of  Christ  is  put  in  practice, 
we  may  well  wonder. 

The  idea  of  Christian  humility  is  rarely  to  be  dis- 
covered. We  find  individuals  aiming  at  the  greatest 
desire  for  admiration  and  praise.  Not  for  any  real  good 
or  worthy  work  they  are  performing,  but  simply  to  be  a 
center  of  attention,  to  be  talked  about  ;  aiming  at  sur- 
passing another  either  in  the  number  or  quality  of  guests, 
or  in  the  extravagant  outlay  of  the  surroundings,  or  the 
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inordinate  novelty  of  the  environment.  Where  does  the 
teaching  of  Our  Lord  come  in  ?  How  is  it  different  from 
a  non-christian  belief  ?  How  empty  and  hollow  it  seems 
to  be  after  all  !  Some  enter  this  atmosphere  from  their 
own  seeking,  others  revel  in  it,  others  again  are  dragged 
into  it  reluctantly  from  the  force  of  surrounding  circum- 
stances. 

Does  it  seem  otherwise  with  regard  to  the  seeking  of 
pleasure  ?  What  shall  be  said  of  those  who  find  themselves 
attending  the  theatre  four  and  five  times  in  the  week,  in- 
viting or  invited  ?  We  are  not  going  to  the  extreme  of 
saying  that  a  good  play  may  not  occasionally  be  a  rational 
enjoyment.  But  the  evil  is  in  the  growing  passion  of 
seeing  every  new  performance  placed  upon  the  stage, 
even  with  the  previous  knowledge  of  something  of  its 
doubtful  character,  without  the  heroic  courage  to  leave, 
or  to  protest,  but  even  to  discuss  the  worst  features  of 
life  as  not  being  worse  than  represented. 

With  readings  for  the  morning,  not  for  the  mind's 
sake,  but  because  others  are  going  ;  and  affairs  for  the 
afternoon  ;  and  the  noon  and  the  evening  spent  abroad, 
with  late  and  early  hours  set  apart  for  the  muse  Terpsi- 
chore, one  must  perforce  ask  amid  the  unceasing  oscilla- 
tion from  one  social  festivity  to  another,  \vhere  does  the 
calm  and  the  recollection  of  the  Christian  life  find  its 
entrance  ?  Is  the  time  found  for  the  morning  Mass,  and 
the  daily  readings  of  some  eternal  thought,  or  the 
fervently  recited  beads  ?  Nay  more,  is  there  time  or 
thought  for  the  recollected  night  or  morning  prayer,  or 
the  regular  confession  at  the  accustomed  hour  and  the 
frequent  reception  of  the  Sacraments  ?  Nay,  further,  does 
the  time  of  Lent  or  Advent  cause  much  cessation  in  the 
whirl  of  amusement,  or  is  there  not  a  rebellious  resistance 
or  badly  concealed  ill  humor  at  the  thought  that  the 
church  would  urge  us  to  desist,  even  at  these  times  of  the 
year  ? 

Nor  is  this  swirling  roll  of  the  tides  of  pleasure  limited 
to  those  outside  the  church.  It  enters  into  and  eats  out 
the  lives  of  those  who  as  Catholics,  profess  to  follow  the 
crucified  Christ.  Sadder  still,  those  who  can  ill  afford 
the  outlay  and  the  expenditure,  strive  to  rival  in 
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a  lesser  degree  those  whose  examples  should  be  as  light 
houses  on  the  shores  or  life  guiding  to  eternity. 

If  to  the  lavish  waste  of  thought,  and  of  toil  and  of 
time  given  to  hours  of  what  is  called  social  pleasure,  we 
add  another  item  —  the  cost  of  raiment,  will  all  these 
things  meet  with  the  approval  of  the  Master  ?  True  it  is, 
He  was  at  the  wedding  of  Cana  in  Galilee ;  true  it  is  that 
the  fortunes  of  man}7  in  a  measure  seem  to  favor  propor- 
tionate expenditure  :  but  might  they  not  at  times  con- 
sider whether  other  things  more  worthy  of  their  faith  and 
of  their  duties  as  Christians,  could  not  be  done  for  the 
value  of  these? 

Perhaps  what  I  have  been  saying  to  you  has  been  ran- 
dom shots,  suited  to  the  eleventh  century.  —  But  the 
doctrine  of  Jesus  Christ  is  the  same,  to  day,  yesterday 
and  forever. 

So  much  for  the  mothers  and  daughters. 

Do  the  words  of  the  Apostle  have  any  concern  at  all 
with  the  fathers  and  brothers  ? 

"  To  live  soberly,  justly  and  piously  in  this  world." 
The  day  begins  with  a  late  breakfast  and  the  newspaper 
for  which  there  never  fails  the  time,  but  for  the  morning 
prayers  said  on  the  knees,  there  rarely  seems  to  be  time. 
They  may  be  said  coming  downstairs,  or  not  at  all,  or 
running  for  the  elevated  train,  where  the  paper  once  more 
has  right  of  precedence.  After  the  rush  or  the  leisurely 
office  hours  of  the  day,  come  the  evening  engagements, 
the  duties  of  escort,  or  the  claims  of  various  associations. 
During  the  week  how  much  attention  is  given  to  ..he 
words  of  the  Apostle  —  ' '  we  should  live  piously  in  this 
world  ? ' '  How  much  time  is  given  by  the  young  man  to 
a  spiritual  reading  ?  ' '  Spiritual  reading,  did  you  say,  for 
me  !"  a  little  touched.  "My  sister  does  the  religious 
reading  for  the  whole  family.  As  to  the  Sacraments  I  go 
once  a  year  at  the  mission  or  retreat,  but  you  can't  expect 
me  to  live  in  church.  I  get  to  the  late  Mass  pretty  regu- 
larly, the  music  is  good.  A  man  is  so  busy,  there  is  not 
much  time  for  extra  piety  !  ' ' 

Extra  piety  !  Was  the  teaching  of  Our  Lord  and  the 
exhortation  only  for  your  mothers  or  daughters  or  sis- 
ters ?  —  If  you  appear  before  God  with  your  right  hand 
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filled  with  business  and  the  news  of  the  day,  and  your 
left  with  your  social  engagements  —  what  will  be  the 
claim  you  will  make  for  a  high  place  or  glory  in  the 
Kingdom?  "Renouncing  impiety  and  worldly  desires, 
we  should  live  soberly,  justly  and  piously  in  this  world." 
It  is  greatly  to  be  feared  that  if  a  man  fail  to  live  piously, 
he  will  not  fail  to  grow  in  worldly  desires  and  impiety. 
Gradually  he  will  fall  from  the  high  estate  of  Christian 
life,  and  the  only  difference  between  him  and  the  malice 
of  worldly  evil,  will  be  in  the  name  that  he  dishonors. 

What  has  been  said  to  you  is  in  harmony  with  the 
teaching  of  Christ  Our  Lord  in  regard  to  humility,  plea- 
sure, riches  and  the  value  of  time.  Is  the  life  that  is 
around  us,  and  alas  perhaps  too  near  us,  one  that  is 
renouncing  impiety  and  worldly  desires  ?  Are  the  people 
we  know,  are  we  ourselves  living,  with  regard  to  pleasure 
and  dress  and  duty  —  living  soberly,  justly  and  piously 
in  this  world  ?  Each  day  and  each  year,  are  we  less  con- 
formed to  this  world,  and  growing  in  newness  of  mind, 
and  cleanness  of  heart  and  nearness  to  God  ?  Is  the  great 
aim  and  effort  of  our  days,  to  prove  the  good,  the  ac- 
ceptable and  the  perfect  will  of  God  ?  —  that  is,  do  we 
find  the  will  of  God  sweet  and  attractive,  and  are  we 
doing  our  best  to  fulfill  it  perfectly  ? 

If  the  world  with  its  love  of  pleasure  and  of  riches  and 
of  greatness  is  right,  then  the  teaching  of  St.  Paul  is 
wrong,  and  the  teaching  of  Christ  is  wrong.  But  we  know 
that  the  world  is  wrong,  and  the  teaching  of  St.  Paul  is 
truth,  and  the  teaching  of  Our  Lord  is  right,  and  the 
commanding  of  the  Apostle  comes  to  us  with  a  ringing 
force  ever  to  be  remembered.  "  Renouncing  impiety  and 
worldly  desires,  we  should  live  soberly,  justly  and  piously, 
and  not  be  conformed  to  the  spirit  of  this  world." 


CORNELIA 


[From  t/ie  Italian. —  Translated  by  £.  McAuliffe\ 

AMMA,  why  do  you  weep?  The  question  was 
asked  by  a  girl  of  about  fifteen,  who  was 
seated  on  a  low  stool  near  her  mother's  chair  ; 
-_  the  latter,  a  very  beautiful  young  matron, 
had  been  for  for  some  minutes  silent,  self 
absorbed,  heedless  of  the  tears  which  slowly  coursed  down 
her  soft  cheeks.  Not  receiving  any  answer,  the  child, 
clasping  her  loving  arms  around  her  mother,  continued  : 
1 '  Why  cannot  you  tell  me  the  cause  of  your  sorrow  ?  So 
many  times  I  find  you  with  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  I  know 
not  how  to  console  you.  O  mamma  mia  !  I  am  no  longer 
a  child,  and  your  secret  would  remain  buried  in  my  heart. ' ' 
' 4  My  precious  one' '  replied  the  noble  Virginia,  returning 
her  caresses  with  passionate  tenderness,  '  'no  onehere  below 
can  escape  the  hard  law  of  suffering  ;  and  that  which  is 
my  portion,  I  fear  you  could  not  understand."  "Why 
should  you  suffer,  mamma  ?  I  heard  your  freedman  say 
that  you  were  the  envy  of  all  the  noble  ladies  of  Rome, 
because  of  your  high  descent,  and  because  the  gods  made 
you  at  once  rich  and  beautiful  !  Ooe  has  often  told  me 
that  you  were  the  happiest  of  beings."  "Alas,  exclaim- 
ed Virginia,  with  a  sigh,  the  fortune  which  dazzles 
them  is  powerless  to  assuage  my  grief.  True,  I  have 
abundant  riches,  my  roman  palace  vies  with  that  of 
Caesar,  nature  and  art  combine  to  make  my  gardens  a 
wonder  ;  what  avails  it  ?  What  avails  my  splendid  villa 
in  Naples,  another  in  Sicily,  besides  possession  along  the 
fertile  coasts  of  Africa  ?  The  Romans  envy  me  my  rich 
costumes,  my  jewels,  the  horses  that  draw  my  chariot,  my 
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numerous  slaves  ;  but  if  they  could  see  my  heart,  O  Cor- 
nelia wia,  they  would  envy  me  no  more." 

'  For  all  that,  car  a  mamma ,  I  don't  think  that  there 
could  be  in  the  world  a  more  splendid  position  than  that 
of  a  roman  lady  like  you,  whose  virtues  shine  with  the 
resplendent  lustre  of  those  noble  women  of  our  family 
whose  names  have  a  place  in  history  !  They  busied  them- 
selves in  weaving  the  wool  and  flax  for  the  use  of  their 
household  ;  within  the  protecting  shadow  of  their  palace 
walls,  bringing  up  their  children  to  serve  Rome  and  the 
gods!  Timid  and  chaste  they  never  went  abroad  unless  with 
veiled  heads,  to  take  part  in  the  processions  of  the  Cam- 
pidoglio ;  their  prayers  were  the  most  pleasing  incense 
that  could  be  offered  to  the  Immortals  :  they  were  worthy 
objects  of  respect  and  veneration  ;  do  you  pine  for  a  des- 
tiny higher  than  this?  " 

As  the  maiden,  with  flashing  eyes  and  heaving  breast, 
poured  forth  her  enthusiastic  praises  of  the  noble  women 
of  her  race,  Virginia  listened  with  melancholy  attention, 
and  when  she  had  finished,  shaking  her  head  sadly, 
replied  :  "  Cornelia  mia,  you  have  drawn  a  faithful  pic- 
ture of  our  ancestors,  of  those  matrons  whose  austere 
virtue  adorned  the  best  days  of  the  Republic.  Our  coun- 
try has  always  honored  their  memory,  and  thou  my  child 
hast  been  taught  both  in  history  and  in  family  traditions 
the  value  of  those'  images  of  virtue  and  modesty.  But 
alas  !  how  changed  in  our  days  are  pious  custom-s  !  The 
romans  have  banished  virtue  from  the  domestic  hearth, 
and  on  all  sides  we  hear  of  divorces  ;  they  have  become 
the  fashion  of  the  day  ;  shameless  women,  unworthy 
daughters  of  chaste  mothers,  change  their  husbands  six, 
ten  and  even  fifteen  times  in  the  course  of  a  life  ;  can  the 
immortal  gods  be  blind  to  such  disorders?  Ah  me  ! 
Perhaps  all  too  soon  our  sweet  and  tranquil  existence  will 
be  broken  in  upon.  O  Cornelia  mia,  child  of  my  love,  I 
grieve  for  my  own  fate,  but  still  more  for  thine,  left 
friendless  in  a  corrupt  society,  without  love  and  without 
honor." 

k<  But  mother  dearest,  replied  the  girl,  with  ill-dis- 
guised uneasiness,  you  have  nothing  to  fear,  those  only 
are  unhappy  who  have  banished  virtue  from  their  hearts. 
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You  therefore  will  be  always  happy."  "  Yes,  my  child, 
I  hope  to  be  at  peace  in  the  inner  sanctuary  of  conscience, 
but  my  heart  is  a  prey  to  bitter  sorrow.  Know  that  I 
atn  in  daily,  hourly  dread  of  a  sentence  that  will  drive 
me  from  thee,  my  treasure.  .  .  .  Behold  the  secret  of  my 
tears  !"  These  words  were  to  Cornelia  like  a  thunder- 
bolt from  a  blue  sky  ;  she  remained  for  a  moment  speech- 
less, motionless,  paralysed  at  the  immensity  of  the  trial 
that  awaited  her  beloved  mother  ;  then,  hanging  on  her 
neck,  she  strained  her  to  her  heart  as  if  she  would  hold 
her  there  in  defiance  of  all  her  enemies.  Poor  child, 
brought  up  in  an  atmosphere  of  purity,  she  knew  nothing 
yet  of  the  world,  of  its  dangers,  or  of  its  scandals.  At 
her  mother's  side  she  had  read  her  country's  history,  had 
read  the  poets  of  the  Augustan  age ,  and  fondly  believed 
that  the  Rome  of  Diocletian,  was  still  the  Rome  of  the 
Republic.  She  little  dreamed  that  the  increasing  wick- 
edness of  society  threatened  to  destroy  her  own  earthly 
happiness,  in  separating  her  from  her  beloved  parent. 
She  was  not  aware  that  her  father,  the  powerful  Cornelio 
Liciuio,  with  a  single  word  could  banish  his  consort  from 
his  house,  and  that  his  caprice  alone  was  sufficient  to 
divide  mother  and  child  for  ever.  Virginia  did  not  ex- 
plain to  her  daughter  the  secret  motives  which  alienated 
from  her  the  love  of  her  husband  ;  the  charms  of  a  cer- 
tain lady  named  Clelia  with  whom  he  had  been  for  some 
time  past  infatuated.  This  dreadful  j-ecret  she  kept  to 
herself  ;  her  wounded  dignity  as  a  wife,  she  could  bear, 
but  the  cruel  parting  from  her  idolized  child,  which  she 
knew  to  be  inevitable,  filled  her  heart  with  dark  fore- 
bodings for  that  child's  future,  as  well  as  the  pain  of  her 
own  present  loss. 

Some  time  after  the  conversation  above  related,  what 
Virginia  dreaded  came  to  pass.  A  freedman  of  her  hus- 
band's came  to  her  one  day,  saying  that  his  master,  Cor- 
nelio Licinio,  demanded  from  her  the  keys  of  his  house. 
The  noble  lady  had  no  resource  but  to  obey,  and  depart, 
leaving  her  child  with  her  unworthy  father,  as  under  the 
Roman  law  the  children  were  the  exclusive  property  of 
the  father.  This  bitter  parting,  this  tearing  asunder  of 
two  loving  hearts  was  now  accomplished.  Virginia  re- 
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turned  to  her  family  in  the  vicinity  of  Naples,  and  Cor- 
nelia continued  to  live  in  the  paternal  mansion,  seclu'ling 
herself  in  her  own  apartments,  surrounded  by  the  faith- 
ful slaves,  who  had  served  her  mother,  and  who  exerted 
all  their  energies  to  console  their  afflicted  young  mistress. 

Meanwhile  she  saw  very  little  of  her  father,  he  was 
occupied  with  the  affairs  of  his  office,  that  of  Prefect  of 
the  Pretorium,  and  the  spectacles  of  the  amphitheatre, 
the  Midnight  banquets  rilled  his  leisure  hours  ;  those 
hours  which  the  young  girl  passed  so  sadly,  thinking  of 
her  banished  mother,  and  keeping  in  mind  all  her  teach- 
ings. 

Clelia,  the  new  wife  of  L,icinio,  never  interfered  with 
her  solitude,  she  had  no  time  to  think  of  the  lonely  child. 
After  long  hours  spent  at  her  toilette,  she  would  mount 
her  chariot,  and  drive  through  the  city,  or  to  the  amphi- 
theatre, flaunting  her  ill-gotten  silks  and  jewels.  Day 
and  night  were  filled  with  pleasures  and  festivities  ;  the 
women  of  that  period  abdicating  the  dignified  position  of 
domestic  matrons,  copied  the  men  in  the  license  of  their 
lives.  It  was  no  unusual  sight  to  see  ladies  of  the  high- 
est rank,  on  the  theatrical  stage,  vying  with  the  hired 
players  in  the  buffooneries  ;  or  in  the  arena,  wrestling  like 
gladiators  ;  or  celebrating  the  feast  of  Bacchus  with 
drunken  orgies.  This  was  the  set  to  which  Clelia  be- 
longed, women  devoid  of  modesty  and  right  feeling,  and 
it  added  poignancy  to  Virginia's  grief  in  leaving  Cornelia 
in  such  surroundings.  The  latter,  although  ignorant  of 
all  this,  felt  an  instinctive  dislike  to  her  stepmother,  not 
finding  her  in  any  way  congenial.  One  day  she  received 
an  invitation  from  her  to  come  and  look  at  some  jewels 
which  a  Greek  merchant  had  brought.  The  young  girl, 
followed  by  two  female  slaves,  entered  the  dressing  room 
of  Clelia,  who,  surrounded  by  her  \vornen,  had  just  fin- 
ished the  laborious  operation  of  the  toilette.  She  re- 
ceived Cornelia  with  great  cordiality,  and  showed  her  the 
beautiful  collars  of  oriental  pearls,  the  splendid  bracelets 
sparkling  with  rubies  and  diamonds,  and  putting  her 
arms  around  her,  said  :  "  Now,  little  one,  you  shall  have 
all  these  precious  things  when  you  marry  my  brother 
Torquato. "  Cornelia  trembled  with  horror  at  the  pro- 
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posal — a  husband  selected  by  Clelia,  a  brother  of  the  sup- 
planter  of  her  beloved  mother,  what  a  destiny  !  The 
poor  child  made  no  reply,  she  felt  a  sensation  of  choking, 
and  going  to  a  window  which  opened  on  an  inner  court, 
she  sought  to  revive  her  drooping  spirits.  Here  a  pain- 
ful sight  awaited  her.  Bound  to  a  pillar,  a  female  slave 
was  receiving  the  lash.  In  every  Roman  household  such 
sights  were  of  daily  occurrence  ;  but,  under  the  gentle 
sway  of  Virginia  the  lash  was  never  used. 

Cornelia  knew  that  her  stepmother  was  severe  with 
the  slaves,  as  many  times,  in  her  distant  apartments,  she 
had  heard  the  cries  and  groans  of  the  poor  victims  ;  bu: 
now  for  the  first  time  she  had  seen  it  \vith  her  eyes,  and 
what  struck  her  most  was  the  silence  of  the  sufferer. 
Blood  flowed  in  streams  over  her  bare  shoulders,  and  on 
the  open  wounds  the  lash  fell  again  and  again,  but  no 
murmur  bore  witness  to  her  pain  ;  on  the  contrary,  her 
eyes  were  raised  upward,  filled  with  an  expression  of 
supernatural  joy.  The  pagan  girl  could  understand 
courage  and  heroism,  but  the  joyful  serenity  which 
beamed  on  the  face  of  the  slave  was  utterly  incomprehen- 
sible to  her. 

She  turned  towards  Clelia,  asking:  "What  has  this 
poor  creature  done  !  "  "  She  has  disobeyed  me  ;  ' '  replied 
the  latter,  coldly.  '*  Can  I  not  intercede  for  her?  "  said 
Cornelia.  The  lady  looked  at  her  with  a  haughty  stare, 
saying:  "Pray  confine  yourself  to  the  spoiling  of  your 
own  slaves  ;  I  shall  use  my  own  judgment  in  correcting 
mine  !  I  should  have  a  nice  household  were  I  to  pass  ov^r 
their  faults  ;  they  would  soon  cease  to  fear  me  !  Cornelia 
would  have  persisted  in  her  intercession,  but  the  dreadful 
ordeal  was  over,  the  slave- girl  unbound  ;  and  as  her 
hands  were  freed,  she  clasped  them  together,  exclaiming  : 
"  My  Lord  and  my  God  !  I  thank  thee  !  " 

' '  What  do  these  words  mean  ?  ' '  asked  Cornelia  of  her 
stepmother.  ' '  Who  knows  ?  ' '  she  answered  ;  such  words 
are  always  in  her  mouth,  but  I  will  conquer  her,  I  will 
not  be  defied  by  a  vile  slave,  I  will  crush  her  insolence, 
and  humble  this  obstinate  Ifigenia  !  While  saying  these 
words,  the  rage  and  fury  which  burned  within  her,  so 
distorted  her  features,  that  all  her  women  trembled,  not 
knowing  whose  turn  it  would  be  next. 
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Pained  and  indignant,  Cornelia  returned  to  her  own 
apartment,  and  calling  her  faithful  freedman,  Napa,  asked 
him  if  he  knew  the  slave  called  Ifigenia.  "  Certainly  I 
do,  my  noble  mistress,  ' '  he  replied  ;  *  'she  is  a  Greek,  a  pearl 
of  Nice  ;  we  all  grieve  for  her,  she  alone  appears  to  rejoice 
in  her  sufferings."  "  And  why  then  do  you  pity  her  so 
much  ?  "  ' '  Because  by  the  orders  of  the  noble  Clelia  she 
is  continually  punished  ;  she  endures  every  variety,  hun- 
ger, thirst,  flagellation  and  chains."  "  Is  she  then  rebel- 
lious ?  "  "  No,  lad}7 ;  we  have  not  a  slave  in  the  house 
as  docile  and  submissive  as  Ifigenia,  no  one  so  skilled  in 
fine  needle-work  and  embroidery  ;  and  further,  she  never 
asks  a  holiday,  her  only  desire  is  to  work,  and  live  in  her 
own  t houghs.  However,  the  illustrious  Clelia  insists  that 
she  must  marry  a  favorite  slave  of  hers,  and  this  Ifigenia 
obstinately  refuses  to  do.  For  this  she  was  whipped 
yesterday,  to-day,  and  will  be  to-morrow  if  she  persists  in 
her  refusal."  Cornelia  thought  within  herself  that  there 
was  more  in  this  than  she  understood  ;  to  refuse  a  desi- 
rable husband,  who  stood  high  in  the  good  graces  of  his 
mistress,  was  such  an  uncommon  proceeding  on  the  part 
of  a  slave  !  She  determined  to  visit  her,  and  find  out 
what  god  she  invoked  to  gain  such  strength  of  will. 

Impatiently  she  waited  for  night,  and  when  the  house 
was  all  silent,  she  went  alone  to  the  upper  floor,  where, 
under  the  roof,  were  the  wretched  cells  of  the  slaves. 
With  a  palpitating  heart  she  climbed  the  stairs  and 
stealthily  crept  down  the  long  gallery  till  she  reached  the 
cell  of  Ifigeuia  (the  number  of  which  she  had  received 
from  Napa).  Her  hand  trembled  as  she  tapped  lightly 
on  the  door.  A  voice  from  within  asked  :  ' '  Who  are 
you?"  '  A  friend  who  desires  to  speak  with  you," 
answered  Cornelia.  The  door  opened,  and  the  slave  was 
stupefied  on  seeing  the  young  patrician  :  "  Come  in,  she 
said,  in  the  name  of  God  !  "  "  Do  you  know  me, 
asked  Cornelia  ?"  "Yes,  she  replied,  you  are  the  mo- 
therless child  of  my  master,  the  noble  Cornelio  Licinio  ;  " 
and  she  looked  at  her  compassionately. 

"  I  never  saw  you,  said  the  child,  until  this  morning, 
when  I  was  accidentally  a  witness  of  your  flagellation. 
You  seemed  to  me  so  tranquil,  and  even  joyful  in  the 
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midst  of  it  all,  that  I  come  to  learn  from  you  what  school 
of  philosophy  supports  you.  I  need  help  to  bear  my 
great  sorrow.  Perhaps  it  is  that  of  Plato,  or  Seneca,  or 
Aristotle?" 

"All  these  are  unknown  to  me,  answered  Ifigenia. 
One  Master  only  teaches  me  to  suffer  with  patience,  and 
his  name  his  Jesus  Christ  !"  "  Then,  exclaimed  the  ter- 
rified child,  you  are  a  Christian  !  But  the  Christians  are 
enemies  of  the  immortal  gods,  they  practice  all  sorts  of 
abominations,  how  then  can  a  Christian  be  endowed  with 
such  sublime  courage  ?" 

To  be  continued. 


Letters  from  a  Debutante. 


IV. 

"  Sans-SoHci "  Cottage,  Berkshire  Hills. 

MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 

This  month  has  passed  most  delightfully.  I  am  almost 
weary  of  so  much  excitement.  We've  had  garden  par- 
ties, flower  fetes,  vaudeville  entertainments,  dinners, 
and  dances. 

Cousin's  Flo's  guests  have  been  reinforced  ;  a  MA'S. 
Cary,  her  two  daughters,  and  three  more  gentlemen  hav- 
ing arrived  last  week.  Mrs.  Cary,  a  fine-looking  woman, 
is  extremely  proud  of  her  own  imposing  presence,  and 
anxious  to  see  her  daughters  well  settled  matrimonially. 
Her  daughters  are  both  typical  American  girls ;  tall, 
athletic,  independent — the  Gibson  type,  don't  you  know 
' — very  charming,  but  in  my  estimation  a  trifle  too  self- 
sufficient.  However  they  are  quite  agreeable,  whenever 
they  forget  to  pose.  The  three  gentlemen  are  an  old 
Mr.  Cross,  a  golf  enthusiast,  who  thinks,  talks,  and 
dreams  only  of  golf,  and  is  therefore  a  rather  tiresome 
person  ;  a  blase  young  man  whom  they  address  familiarly 
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as  "  Jack  Smith,"  who  cares  nothing  for  sports,  and  talks 
principally  of  the  stunning  women  he  has  met  ;  and  a 
very  homely  Mr.  Forster,  a  great  catch,  (vulgar  term) 
who,  because  of  his  wealth,  seems  rather  terrified  at  the 
idea  of  being  caught  in  the  matrimonial  net ;  not  having 
enough  vanity  apparently,  to  believe  that  he  would  be 
taken  for  himself — poor  man  ! 

However,  in  spite  of  their  idiosyncrasies  my  cousin's 
guests  are  most  charming,  and  I  am  ashamed  to  gossip 
them  in  this  way.  Gossiping  is  one  of  my  few  accom- 
plishments, and  it  seems  almost  a  pity  to  neglect  it, — but 
I  know  you  will  never  agree  with  me. 

Our  garden  party  was  a  great  success ;  the  afternoon 
was  beautiful  ;  the  soft  verdure  of  the  lawn  blended 
charmingly  with  the  women's  light  gowns.  We  dined 
at  little  tables  exquisitely  decorated  with  roses,  and 
afterwards  danced  about  a  May-pole  ;  the  gentlemen  en- 
tering perfectly  into  the  spirit  of  our  fun.  Don't  you 
wish  you  had  been  there,  Eugenie  ? 

The  next  day,  Charlotte's  grandfather,  having  a  slight 
attack  of  gout,  sent  for  her,  and  extended  me  an  invita- 
tion to  accompany  her  home  and  make  them  a  visit. 
After  some  coaxing  from  Charlotte,  I  accepted. 

Their  home  is  very  beautiful,  and  I  marvel  that  the 
child  has  not  been  spoiled  by  so  much  luxury  ;  but  she 
appears  to  estimate  everything  at  its  true  worth. 

We  were  ushered  into  the  library,  where  her  grand- 
father, a  fine-featured  old  gentleman  was  seated  in  an 
arm-chair,  his  gouty  foot  supported  on  an  ottoman.  He 
was  conversing  with  a  clerical  looking  visitor  as  we  en- 
tered, but  interrupted  his  talk  to  give  us  a  hearty  wel- 
come. He  then  presented  the  stranger,  a  man  slightly 
younger  than  himself,  who  proved  to  bs  a  Catholic  priest, 
a  Jesuit.  You  can  fancy  my  amazement.  I  soon  found, 
however,  that  the  clergyman  was  a  very  learned  man, 
and  that  the  old  gentleman  was  attracted  more  by  his 
scholarly  attainments  than  by  his  religious  convictions. 
Evidently  the  two  men  wrere  most  congenial  for  they 
soon  forgot  us  completely  and  resumed  their  conversation 
regardless  of  our  presence. 

"  It  has  ever  been  a  cause  of  wonder  to  me,  my  dear 
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boy,"  said  the  older  man,  "  that  you  should  have  chosen 
the  church.  As  a  lad  you  were  the  most  ambitious  of 
our  set ;  you  seemed  all  enthusiasm  and  energy  ;  had  you 
continued  in  your  parent's  religious  persuasion,  you  might 
have  enjoyed  a  far  easier  lot.  You  seem  happy  enough, 
but  I  will  never  be  able  to  understand  it." 

By  this  I  inferred  that  they  had  been  friends  also  in 
their  youth,  and  that  the  priest  was  a  convert. 

The  benevolent  looking  stranger  smiled  kindly,  and 
explained. 

4 '  You  know  it  had  always  been  my  chief  aspiration  to 
find  the  highest  calling  ;  I  searched  for  it  ardently,  at 
one  time  believing  it  to  b 2  the  attorney's,  at  another  the 
physician's.  After  my  conversion,  however,  I  decided 
that  to  be  an  expounder  of  the  moral  laws,  and  a  physi- 
cian of  souls  was  what  I  most  desired  ;  as  the  moral  and 
spiritual  welfare  of  the  people  seemed  to  me  of  higher 
importance  than  the  cure  of  their  bodies.  So,  without 
further  hesitation,  I  accepted  my  vocation,  and  the  hard- 
ships attending  it  have  never  weakened  my  convictions. ' ' 

The  old  gentleman  shook  his  head  doubtfully,  mur- 
muring at  intervals  "  Most  disinterested,"  "  most  disin- 
terested," and  I  did  not  till  then  notice  that  Charlotte 
had  risen  and  was  standing  beside  him. 

' '  Grandfather, ' '  she  said,  softly  laying  her  little  hand  on 
his  arm,  in  order  to  engage  his  attention,  "  I  have  a  great 
favor  to  ask  of  you  ;  it  is  that  I  may  become  a  Catholic." 

"  What  !  "  cried  the  old  man,  shrinking  back  in  his 
chair  and  gazing  at  her  with  horrified  eyes,  "  You, — you  ! 
— tut,  tut — a  whim  ;  you  can  not  mean  it,  little  one  !" 

"Dear  grandfather,"  she  continued,  kneeling  at  his 
side,  and  caressing  his  hand  between  her  own,  "  You  will 
not  refuse  me, — -you  have  never  denied  me  anything,  and 

I  wish  for  this  more  than   for  life."     Her  deep,  earnest 
eyes  ;  her  lovely  spiritual  expression  ;  her  voice  of  trem- 
bling sweetness,  and  her  attitude  of  supplication  dumb- 
founded, amazed  him. 

"  You  will  let  Father  Wilson  instruct  me,"  she  pleaded  ; 

II  have  him  come  here,  and  he  will  tell  us  both  about  the 
true  religion — will  you  not,  Father?' '  addressing  the  priest. 

"Can  you?"  hesitatingly  questioned  the  old  gentle- 
man, sinking  further  into  the  cushions. 
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"  I  shall  be  happy  to  do  so,"  replied  the  Jesuit,  "  I  am 
here  on  missionary  work  for  a  week  or  two,  and  entirely 
at  your  service.  Shall  we  begin  our  lessons  to-morrow 
afternoon  ?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  cried  Charlotte,  delighted.  "  Oh,  thank 
you,  grandfather,  how  good  you  are,  and  how  happy  you 
have  made  me  !" 

The  old  gentleman  looked  puzzled  and  muttered  gruffly 
beneath  his  breath  :  "  Well,  I  was  always  an  old  fool,— 
she  was  always  able  to  twist  me  around  her  little  finger," 
and  the  clergyman  smiling,  rose  to  take  his  departure. 

Charlotte  spoke  no  more  of  her  happiness,  but  exerted 
herself  to  cheer  her  grandfather,  and  at  dinner  she  suc- 
ceeded so  well  in  drawing  him  out,  that  he  was  soon  tell- 
ing us  all  his  reminiscences,  and  we  learned  that  he  had 
been  a  great  beau  in  his  day  ;  as  indeed  I  can  \vell  believe. 

I  remained  with  them  a  week,  during  which  they  had 
their  daily  lesson,  and  when  I  left  they  were  engaged  in 
reading  "The  Faith  of  Our  Fathers"  and  "  Catholic 
Belief"  and  discussing  religious  subjects  with  vigor  and 
interest. 

I  am  now  back  with  my  cousin,  of  whom  I  have  grown 
very  fond,  and  who  seems  also  much  attached  to  me. 
She  declares  that  I  am  the  queerest  composite  of  ideality 
and  worldliness  she  has  ever  encountered,  and  that  she 
is  curious  to  see  which  quality  in  me  will  gradually  pre- 
dominate, as  she  says  I  will  eventually  find  that  by  en- 
deavoring to  serve  both  God  and  Mammon,  I  can  never 
succeed  in  really  serving  either. 

I  have  never  desired  to  serve  Mammon  however,  though 
perhaps  I  wish  to  serve  the  Lord  in  a  worldly  way  only — 
who  knows  ?  Oh  !  my  cousin  is  a  clever  woman  and  not 
at  all  the  superficial  creature  I  thought  her.  Neverthe- 
less we  have  agreed  to  disagree. 

But  here  I  am,  Eugenie,  confessing  to  you  when  I  should 
be  ending  this  long  letter. 

Adieu,  dear  friend.  How  happy  I  should  be  to  see  you. 
again.  May  these  months  pass  swiftly. 

Affectionately, 

JEANNE. 
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A  few  Words  about  the  Novena  to  St.  Anne 


INCE  adverse  criticism  has  greeted  the  results  of 
Novena  to  St.  Anne,  in  the  church  of  St.  John 
Baptist,  we  cannot  refrain  from  prefacing  the 
account  of  this  event  by  few  practical  conside- 
rations. 

It  is  but  natural  that  any  assertion  of  the  miraculous 
should  arouse  comment  and  scepticism,  and  even  those 
of  the  household  of  faith  tremble,  an-d  justly,  lest  such 
manifestations  create  misapprehension.  The  reporters 
of  the  daily  journals  treated  the  matter  with  respect  and 
fairness,  having  had  access  to  the  crypt  at  all  hours,  and 
been  given  every  opportunity  of  investigating  the  cures. 
Much  controversy  was  excited,  and  correspondents  of  the 
New-York  Sun,  in  particular,  discussed  the  matter  unfa- 
vorably. Some  of  the  letters  were  malicious  and  disa- 
greable,  others  were  upright  and  sincere.  The  American 
public  will  not  allow  itself  to  be  misled,  nor  tolerate  what 
does  not  appeal  to  reason  and  conviction,  and  the  modern 
catholic  is  as  intelligent  as  the  rest,  and  often,  as  diffi- 
cult to  satisfy. 

There  is,  one  most  allow,  danger  in  such  public  mani- 
festations, danger  of  delusion,  irreverence  and  scandal. 
But  such  dangers  are  not  inevitable,  nor  were  they 
evident  on  the  present  occasion.  Those  who  visited  the 
shrine,  as  a  rule,  professed  themselves  to  have  been  greatly 
edified  and  impressed.  The  priests  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment were  new  to  the  situation,  and  had  not  prepared  for 
such  an  ovation,  but  due  precautions  were  taken,  and 
there  was  neither  disorder  nor  irreverence  in  the  ma- 
nagement of  the  crowds  that  came  daily.  The  upper 
church  was  filled  as  continuously  as  the  lower,  people 
standing  in  the  aisles.  Nearly  all  who  came  visited  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  and  were  reminded  to  do  so  by  the 
priests,  who  from  time  to  time  explained  the  relative 
devotion  to  St.  Anne,  and  referred  all  honor  to  the  Author 
of  grace. 
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Yet  even  in  the  street,  which  was  filled  with  the 
pilgrims  and  lookers  on,  there  was  none  of  the  levity  of 
the  usual  New- York  crowd.  The  silence  and  respectful 
tenor  of  these  waiting  people  was  something  peculiarly 
impressive.  There  was  no  conversation,  no  disorder,  no 
complaints,  even  when  the  attendants  gave  the  right  of 
way  to  some  official  visitor  or  special  case  of  suffering. 
Many  came  through  curiosity,  no  doubt,  many  came  to 
thank  God  for  the  past  favors,  the  record  of  wThich  for- 
merly covered  the  walls  of  the  crypt.  But  the  greater 
number  came  to  make  the  exet  rises  of  the  Novena,  and  to 
receive  the  sacraments,  a  fact  that  it  not  remotely  recog- 
nized by  a  single  one  of  the  critics  that  censure  this  out- 
pouring of  devotion.  The  overwearied  priests  who 
remained  on  duty  day  and  night  hearing  confessions  and 
gave  Holy  Communion  hour  after  hour,  found  this  a  very 
prominent  reality. 

Three  thousand  communions  were  given  on  the  morning 
of  the  Feast  of  St.  Anne,  in  the  church  of  St.  John- Baptist 
alone,  without  counting  those  who  approached  the  altar 
in  the  other  days  and  in  the  parish  churches.  About  60 
cures  were  recorded  and  several  conversions  to  the  faith, 
and  time  will  no  doubt  bring  forward  many  interesting 
particulars  from  the  persons  benefited  Ten  cures  have 
taken  place  since  the  Novena. 

As  to  those  who  so  severely  criticised  the  proceedings 
at  the  church  of  St.  John- Baptist,  scarcely  one  claims  to 
have  visited  the  shrine.  How  many  investigated  the  cures  ? 
Many  assertions  were  made,  but  with  what  foundation  ? 
One  correspondent  "is  at  a  loss  to  understand  that  the 
enlightened  clergy  of  the  catholic  church  can  countenance 
such  a  thing,"  and  then  goes  to  extremes  and  grumbles 
because  the  Lord  did  not  heal  everybody.  The  cures  are 
spoken  of  as  having  been  mainly  performed  upon  children, 
and  therefore  easily  to  be  discredited.  This  was  not  the 
case,  but  had  it  been,  it  would  be  more  in  favor  of  the 
cures  than  against  them.  Another  writer,  whose  testi- 
mony furnished  matter  for  public  censure  and  was  mag- 
nified by  others,  claimed  at  least  to  have  visited  the  relic 
He  "  saw  children  who  had  laid  aside  their  braces  and 
walked,  but  with  cries  of  pain,  and  with  tears  rolling 
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down  their  cheeks."  I  investigated  this  assertion,  as 
something  to  be  laid  hold  of,  and  was  told  by  the  priest 
in  charge  that  one  or  two  women  had  removed  the  braces 
from  their  children  in  the  hope  of  a  cure,  but  that  none  of 
the  braces •,  etc.,  in  the  sanctuary  had  been  reclaimed.  And 
that  even  the  permission  to  make  such  trials  was  rare.  I 
can  personally  testify,  having  heard  it  refused  at  the  altar, 
until  the  cure  was  certain . ' ' 

So  much  for  the  facts  of  the  case.  Let  us  now  consider 
the  matter  of  the  cures,  which  are  either  delusive  and 
temporary,  or  truly  miraculous,  and  as  such  must  compel 
our  belief  and  reverence.  It  is  a  serious  matter,  and 
should  be  carefully  investigated,  lest  on  one  hand  we 
yield  to  delusion,  or  on  the  other,  overlook  God's  own 
merciful  designs. 

We  are  too  apt  to  forget  in  this  age  of  material  wiews, 
that  the  gift  of  miracles  is  an  acknowledged  and  precious 
gift  of  Our  Lord  to  the  one  true  church,  a  proof  of  her 
divine  mission  and  supernatural  life  Christ  declares  that 
supernatural  "signs  shall  follow  those  who  believe  (i)  ; 
thatthey  shall  perform  greater  miracles  than  His  own  (2). 
He  devotes  the  greater  part  of  His  public  life  to  healing 
the  sick  and  working  marvels  (3).  He  heals  the  body  that 
men  may  believe  that  He  has  power  on  earth  to  heal  the  soul 
(4 ) .  He  heals  through  inanimate  things,  as  the  touch  of  His 
garment  (5).  But  this  is  not  all.  He  confers  His  own 
miraculous  grace  of  healing  upon  His  apostles,  and  gives 
them  power  over  ever}7  manner  of  disease  and  infirmity  (6 ). 
And  this  is  not  only  when  He  is  with  them,  but  when 
in  their  official  capacity  He  sends  them  forth  to  preach 


(1)  Mark,  xxi,  7,  18. 

(2)  John,  xiv,  12. 

(3)  Matt.,  iv,  24. 

(4)  Matt.,  ix,  5,  6,  7. 

(5)  Jas,  v,  14,  10. 

(6)  Mark,  x,  i,  8.     Luke,  ix,  i,  2. 
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His  kingdom  to  the  world,  he  renews  this  gracious 
command  and  privilege.  The  apostles  work  miracles  in 
His  name  (i),  virtue  is  distilled  from  their  very  gar- 
ments (2).  And  the  sick  are  brought  into  the  streets  that 
the  shadow  of  Peter  may  fall  upon  and  heal  them  (a 
(hard  saying  in  our  day)  (3). 

The  gift  of  miracles  has  waited  upon  the  church  in 
every  age  and  clime-  The  sacrament  of  Extreme  Unction 
daily  gains  its  silent  victories  over  death  according  to 
the  Lord's  promise  (4),  and  we  daily  reason  them  away. 
The  saints  of  God  still  mark  their  passage  through  life  by 
the  marvel  God  works  through  their  hands,  nor  may  they 
be  raised  to  the  altars  of  the  church  without  such  super- 
natural evidence  of  sanctity. 

Are  we  more  enlightened  than  those  upon  whom  fell 
directly  the  radiance  of  the  Light  of  the  World  ?  And 
shall  these  God  given  graces  stop  short  at  the  iQth  cen- 
tury ?  This  is  an  age  of  shams,  and  we  must  be  on  our 
guard  against  delusion,  but  let  us  bewrare  lest  we  earn  the 
reproach  made  to  Christ's  own  kindred,  that  "  He  could 
perform  few  'miracles  there,  because  of  their  unbelief."  (5) 

We  must  therefore,  believe  in  the  possibility  of  mi- 
racles, even  in  modern  times.  As  to  the  reality  of  those 
effected  through  the  relic  of  St.  Anne,  that  is  still  a 
question  to  he  decided.  No  assertion  has  been  made  by 
the  clergy  of  the  church  of  St.  John  Baptist  beyond  the 
facts,  which  are  open  to  investigation.  The  crutches  and 
braces  and  plaster  jackets  still  remain  unclaimed  in  the 
s.mctuary  and  if  the  cures  were  but  temporary,  the  suffe- 
rers have  not  returned  to  say  so.  The  sincere  seeker  after 
truth  can  examine  the  cases  at  leisure  and  it  would  be 
well  if  some  of  our  eminent  physicians  who  are  interested 
and  fair  minded  would  take  up  the  matter,  examining 
into  the  cures  and  lenewing  the  examination  after  some 

(1)  Acts  v,  12.     Acts  v,  12.    Acts  in,  6,  7,  8. 

(2)  Acts  XIX,  22. 

(3)  Acts  v,  12. 

(4)  John,  xx,  29. 

(5)  Mark,  vi,  4,  5.     Matt.,  xni,  5,  8. 
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months,  that  their  permanency  may  be  established.  There 
were  many  cures,  and  yet  should  but  one  defy  the  tests 
of  human  science  and  reason  and  be  certified  as  miracu- 
lous, then  must  we  acknowledge  that  the  Lord  hath  been 
here.  Let  us  therefore  be  not  "  slow  of  heart,"  remem- 
bering that  One  said  to  the  timid  Apostle,  to  whom  He 
condescended  to  give  proof  of  His  divine  word  :  "  Be- 
cause thou  hast  seen,  Thomas,  thou  hast  believed, 
blessed  are  they  who  have  not  seen  and  have  believed" 

THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "  SENTINEL." 


RECORD  OF  THE   CURES  EFFECTED    DURING  THE 
NOVENA  TO  ST.  ANNE. 

(As  per  newspapers  clippings.} 


NAMES. 

aJ 

b)0 
< 

Address. 

Malady. 

I 

2 

3 

4 
5 
6 

8 
9 

10 

ii 

12 
J3 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 

20 
21 
22 
23 

24 

Mary  Burns 

12 

16 

8 

581  Third  av 

Hip  disease, 
do       do 
Cancerous  growth. 
Rheumatism. 
Spinal  disease. 
Rheumatism. 
Hip  disease. 

do       do 
Rheumatism. 
Hip  disease. 
Spinal  disease. 
Lame-cripple. 
Legs  paralysed. 
Spinal  disease. 
Legs  paralysed. 
Paralysis. 
Hip  disease. 
Heart  disease. 
Legs  twisted. 
Left  leg  paralyzed. 
Spinal  trouble. 
Insane. 
Sprained  ankle. 
Swelling  of  legs. 

Johanna  Bischoff  
Mrs.  P.  M.  Biegen  
Thomas  Benson     

183  West  63  
578  Mott  av  

507  East  82  .... 

Irene  Coven  v     

229  East  117  

Clark 

John  Dunn         

4 

8 

40 
1  1 

4 

3 

12 
2 

8 
6 

ii 
6 

732  Columbus  
139  or  199  Nevins, 
Brooklyn 

Annie  Duniphy  
Thomas  J    Daly 

429  Fast  8  1 

Mary  Duun     .. 

581  Third  av  

Margaret  Fay 

145  Dupont,  Bkn... 
113  West  96  
lor  Atlantic,  Bkn... 
401  East  109  

Frederick  Fisher  
Wm.  Grant 

John  Gilmartin      

David  Hayes        .... 

32  Clay,  Bkn  

Lawrence  Joyce    

405  East  117  
1678  Madison  av... 
680  Second  av  
56  Third  av.,  Bkn.. 
145  East  40  .  . 

James  Kilkenny  

Mrs.    Mary  Kelly  

Thomas  Levender  
James  Lawson 

317  East  74  
308  West  114  

John  F.  Leahy  

Agnes  McGrann  

2141  or  61  8th  Av... 
2178  Eighth  av  

Bernard  Mayer  
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NAMES. 

Sc 
< 

Address. 

Malady. 

25 
26 
27 
28 
29 
30 
31 
32 

33 
34 
35 
36 
37 
38 
39 

/IO 

Annie  Murphy 

8 

LI 

4o 

IO 

7 
1  1 

5 

7 

IO 

<S3 
9 

7 

199  Nevins,  Bkn.... 
263  West  19  

Hip  disease. 
Spinal  disease. 
Lame-cripple. 
Spinal  disease. 
Hip  disease. 
Rheumatism. 
Blindness. 
Ankle  joint  disease 
Left  leg  paralyzed. 
Stiff  knee. 
Knee   cap  injured. 
Spinal  disease. 
Knee   cap  injured. 
Unable  to  %yalk. 
Spinal  disease. 
Hiu  disease. 

Mrs.  —  McEnemv  .    .. 
Mrs         McCarthy 

841  Third  ay. 

Ellen  Nelson    

138  East  98  

Annie  O'Shea 

318  East  37 

Margaret  O'Neil  
Mrs.  Mary  Phelan  
Dorothy  Ouirk 

28  Washington  
35  1  Park  ay 

423  East  69 

Freddie  Ratzman  
Margaret  Ryan. 

2067  Second  ay  
428  West  3  1 

John  Rvan 

748  Ninth  ay 

Minnie  Serniequet  
Win.  Tanslev  

224  East  28 

555  Warren  st  
70  West  108  
1441  Lexington  
27^8  Ei^ht  ay..  . 

Ann  Thompson  

Alma   Whitlock  

Annie  Elbrod... 

N.B. — Numerous  cures  known  by  the  Fathers  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  are  not  above  mentioned. 

The  following  attestation  from  a  young  lady  parish- 
ioner of  the  church  of  St.  John  Baptist  is  published  under 
her  own  signature  : 

TRANSLATION. 

NEW  YORK,  August  ist.  1901. 

Since  the  month  of  April  last,  I  have  been  suffering 
from  an  irritation  of  the  larynx,  accompanied  by  a  cough 
and  fever.  The  doctor  who  examined  my  throat  declared 
that  improvement  would  be  slow  and  that  I  could  not 
hope  to  be  entirely  well  before  October.  I  began  making 
the  Noveua  to  Saint  Anne.  On  the  first  day  the  cough 
ceased,  but  my  sufferings  were  redoubled  until  the  fifth 
day,  when  all  trace  of  the  ailment  disappeared  and  my 
throat  was  once  more  in  its  normal  condition,  to  my  own 
astonishment,  that  of  the  doctor  who  attended  me,  and 
of  all  those  who  had  seen  me  before  the  Novena.  My 
health  is  now  entirely  restored. 

Thanks,  good  Saint  Anne,  for  your  loving  protection  ! 

L.   M. 
1340  Madison  Avenue. 


1 


The  Children's  Hour. 


A  Snap  Shot. 

small  white  beds  stand  side  by  side.  Tiny 
faces  peep  over  the  coverlets,  some  pale  and  pinched 
with  suffering,  others  bright  with  the  flush  of 
convalescence  and  the  hopes  born  of  it.  The  gentle 
voice  of  a  Sister  of  Charity  speaks  cheering  words,  now 
to  one  little  patient,  now  to  another  as  she  flits  to  and  fro. 

11  How  is  Billee?  He  was  awful  sick  yesterday  !" 
asks  a  little  boy  of  seven,  as  the  Sister  stops  to  give  him 
the  medecine  which,  to  judge  by  his  own  graphic  descrip- 
tion, tastes  "just  like  washin'  soap  stirred  up  with 
vinegar." 

"  Billee  has  gone  to  Heaven,  dear." 

"  Is  it  not  nice  to  know  that  his  pain  is  over?"  she 
says,  in  the  tender  way  that  makes  these  little  hospital 
waifs  look  upon  the  other  world  as  a  "  Home,"  where 
the  great  Father  of  all  waits  to  welcome  the  children  He 
loves. 

"  How  did  he  get  up  there  ?  Did  he  flew?"  asks  this 
ungrammatical  patient.  He  adds  after  a  second,  a  sweet 
expression  crossing  the  homely  face,  "  Or,  did  the  angels 
jest  come  and  carry  him  up  so?"  stretching  his  arms 
upward  by  way  of  illustration.  '  Do  you  know,  Sister 
Agnes,"  lowering  his  voice,  "I  thought  Billee  talked 
kinder  like  the  angels  the  day  the  doctor  wanted  me  to 
take  that  medecine  stuff  and  I  hollered,  oh,  I  hollered 
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like  a  good  un  ;  and  he  whispered,  '  Jinimy,  don't  holler  ! 
Our  Lord  didn't  when  they  gave  Him  that  horrid  gall 
on  the  cross,'  and  I  felt  fearful  bothered,  but  I  tooked 
it,  and  I've  tooked  it  ever  since  without  even  making  a 
face  !  At  least,  not  much  of  a  one,"  he  adds  with  reluc- 
tant truthfulness,  ' '  not  the  kind  that  stretches  from  ear 
to  ear  and  up  and  down  like  this,"  making  a  comical 
grimace  that  causes  a  titter  in  the  ward,  in  which  the 
Sister  joins,  though  her  eyes  are  not  quite  dry. 

"  I  guess  I'll  ask  Billee  now  he  is  with  the  angels,  to 
make  me  to  be  good,  awful  much."  And  Sister  Agnes 
smiles  at  the  ardent  little  face,  and  thinks  that  ungrain- 
matical  Jimmy  is  not  so  unlike  the  angels  even  now. 


ooooo  s-ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo 


THB    SHEPHERD. 


[By  Charlotte  Cqllahan.] 

"  Master,  there  bleats  a  little  lamb, 

All  night,  outside  the  fold, 
Wandering  there  on  yonder  hill, 

Half  fainting  with  the  cold. 
Whom  shall  \ve  send.  O,  Shepherd  kind, 

The  little  lamb  to  seek  ? 
No  stars  are  out,  and  darkness  hides 

The  pathway  wild  and  bleak, 
Amid  the  blinding  sleet  and  snow, 

We  dare  not  go  tonight, 
Lord,  shall  we  send  a  hireling 

Or  wait  till  morning  light  ?" 

"  Nay,  staff  in  hand,  I'll  go  Myself, 

Unto  My  little  lamb  ; 
Out  o'er  the  lonely  frozen  hill, 

For  I  the  Shepherd  am. 
No  other  arms  but  Mine  shall  fold 

Its  tender  little  form, 
It  needs  the  warmth  of  Mine  own  Heart 

To  shield  it  from  the  storm. 
It  bleats  for  me  and  waits  my  step, 

For  I  the  Shepherd  am  : 
And  through  the  fiercest  storm  I'd  haste 

To  save  one  little  lamb." 

— Sacred  Heart  Review* 
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THE  THANKFUfe  HEART.  * 
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(Continued.} 

Trimmer  was  perforce  deaf  to  this  heartrending  appeal ; 
but  she  was  a  feeling  person  in  her  own  way. 

It  is  not  indeed  quite  to  be  ascertained  whether  Trimmer 
had  not  herself  undertaken  the  task,  when  one  day  she  an- 
nounced "  Miss  Nancy,  Mrs  Plummetts  rheumatism  being  so 
bad  that  she  cannot  go  out,  I  have  to  go  for  her  to-morrow, 
to  take  some  things  to  a  sick  woman.  If  you  are  good  you 
may  go  with  me.  It  is  the  shepherd's  wife,  who  lives  in  the 
farmyard  of  the  Thankful  Heart." 

But  there  certainly  seem  to  be  times  when  fate  has  nothing 
for  us  but  buffets ;  which  are  doubtless  salutary,  but,  like 
others  salutary  things,  not  to  be  taken  without  a  gulp. 

When  Trimmer  came  to  Miss  Nancy's  bedroom  in  the 
morning,  she  found  her  young  lady  standing  on  a  chair  before 
the  looking-glass,  the  better  to  obtain  a  commanding  view  down 
her  own  throat.  "  I  do  not  see  it  sore  inside  ,  but  it  feels  as  if 
it  soon  might  be,  '"'  Miss  Nancy  said,  turning  round  a  small, 
woe-begone  face  with  wan  cheeks  and  great,  anxious  eyes,  and 
speaking  in  that  croaking  voice  which  always  heralded  a  sore 
throat  of  that  form  to  which  she  was  much  addicted,  and 
which  was  the  more  to  be  dreaded  because  it  was  inherited 
from  her  mother. 

"  And  Miss  Nancy  the  picture  of  her  this  minute  ! "  said 
Trimmer  almost  aloud.  "  And  she  was  only  ill  three  days, 
and  it  was  her  throat." 


*  By  kind  permission  of  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co. 
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••  (iet  back  into  bed  at  once,  Miss  Nancy,"  adjured  Trimmer, 
"  or  I  cannot  tell  how  much  sorer  it  may  be.  Now,  you  shall 
have  your  breakfast  in  bed,  and  we  shall  see  how  you  feel  after 
that."' 

*'  Do  ypu  think  it  may  be  gone  by  the  time  I  have  had  my 
breakfast.  Trimmer  ?  :' 

••  \Vell,  we  shall  see,"  replied  Trimmer,  tucking  Miss  Nancy 
up  in  bed.  "  You  must  lie  still  now,  and  perhads  if  you  eat 
your  breakfast,  your  throat  may  be  better  after  it." 

But  alas,  it  was  no  better,  even  after  Miss  Nanc's  very 
gallant  attempt  at  her  bread  and  milk,  and  the  tears  would 
trickle  down  her  cheeks  as  she  began  to  perceive  that  she 
must  make  up  her  mind  to  that  only  too  familiar  calamity 
which  she  dolorously  called,  "having  a  throat." 

"  I  haven't  brought  it  on  myself,  Trimmer,  as  you  said  I  did 
before,"  she  croaked  piteously.  "  I  haven't  been  in  the  fields 
with  daddy  all  this  week.  And  oh,  Trimmer,  Trimmer,  I  cannot 
go  to  the  Thankful  Heart  again  !  " 

Trimmer  could  find  no  immediate  consolation  for  poor  little 
Miss  Nancy  under  this  second  grievous  blow.  It  was  but  cold 
comfort  when  she  said,  "  Well,  Miss  Nancy,  if  you  cannot  go, 
I  will  not,  and  someone  else  shall  take  the  things,"  because 
Miss  Nancy  was  fully  aware  that  it  was  no  disappointment  at 
all  to  her. 

"  And  you  must  not  cry  and  fret,"  pursued  Trimmer, 
"  because  you  will  only  make  yourself  feverish.  The  better 
you  behave  now,  the  happier  you  will  feel  after  it." 

But  it  cost  Miss  Nancy  a  sharp  struggle  before  she  could 
say  that  she  did  not  mind  it  now,  at  least,  not  so  much.  But 
she  did  achieve  it  in  the  end,  having  her  little  inheritance  of 
that  passive  endurance  that  is  often  one  of  the  dignified  graces 
of  an  old  house  drawing  near  to  its  end.  The  squire  came  to 
see  her,  and  Aunt  Norreys  sat  with  her  for  an  hour,  and  so  the 
morning  passed,  and  Trimmer  brought  her  dinner,  which  took 
the  cheerful  form  of  gruel ;  and,  unfortunately,  Miss  Nancy 
hated  gruel. 

''Trimmer,  need  I  ?"  she  whispered,  having  by  this  time 
passed  beyond  the  croaking  stage. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Nancy,"  said  Trimmer,  hardening  herself,  "you 
certainly  need,  so  take  it  like  a  good  girl." 

Miss  Nancy  looked  at  the  gruel  and  fought  with  herself; 
but  even  in  her  small  degree,  she  had  not  pondered  the 
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thankful  heart  in  vain.  She  bent  her  head,  and  put  her  hands 
together. 

"  For  what  we  are  about  to  receive,"  she  whispered  coura- 
geously, wrestling  with  an  enormous  sob,  "  may  the  Lord  make 
us  truly  thankful."  And  seasoning  her  repast  with  some  furtive 
and  very  salt  tears,  Miss  Nancy  attacked  the  gruel. 

"  And  now  you  shall  do  nothing  all  afternoon  but  amuse 
>ourself,"  said  Trimmer;  which  sprightly  promise  she  consi- 
dered a  very  felicitous  way  of  putting  an  enforced  sojourn  in 
bed,  and  so  proceeded  to  invest  Miss  Nancy  with  a  further 
dressing-gown,  and  to  prop  her  up  in  bed,  and  bring  her  an 
armful  of  books.  But  while  acknowledging  Trimmer's  kindness, 
Miss  Nancy  could  scarcely  fail  to  regard  it  as  only  a  poor 
substitute  for  i he  Thankful  Heart,  and  she  looked  at  the  books 
sadly. 

For  Miss  Nancy's  library  was  a  small  one,  and  the  books 
were  nearly  all  of  a  warning  cast.  The  stories  in  the  little  red 
volumes  of  the  "  Children's  Friend  "  were  apt  to  have  a  de- 
pressing effect  on  the  mind.  And  Miss  Nancy  never  could  see 
her  way  to  holding  such  religious  conversations  with  any  of  her 
relatives  and  friends  as  the  standard  of  the  "  Childrend's 
Friend "  seemed  to  demand  —  conversations  such  as  the 
"  Children  "  maintained  with  ease  and  fluency,  and  generally 
with  the  happiest  results  as  to  immediate  conversion  on  the 
side  of  the  elders. 

In  fact,  Miss  Nancy  had  never  been  able  to  find  anything 
to  do  in  the  way  of  her  duty,  except  the  old  round  of  obeying 
Aunt  Norreys,  and  telling  the  truth,  and  minding  her  manners, 
and  trying  to  be  as  tidy  as  Trimmer  required,  and  learning  her 
lessons. 

Then  there  was  "  Kate,  or  the  Punishment  of  Pride,"  and 
a  very  delightful  book  too,  only  unhappily  Miss  Nancy  knew 
it  almost  by  heart ;  and  the  same  objection  applied  to  Miss 
Hofland's  tales.  r\  here  was  nothing  left  but  the  dear  old 
"  Looking-Glass  for  the  mind,"  and  Miss  Nancy  turned  over 
the  leaves  with  languid  fingers,  and  read  of  little  Adolphus  and 
Annabella's  journey  to  market,  and  Alfred  and  Dorinda  and 
Anthony  and  Augustus  or  Rational  Education  preferable  to 
Riches  ;  and  looked  at  John  Berrick's  quaint  cuts  of  these 
stilted  young  persons  in  tall  hats,  and  squared  coats,  and 
long  gowns. 

But  Miss  Nancy's  head  ached,  and  her  eyes  ached  also,  and 
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when  Trimmer  came  again,  the  books  were  laid  aside,  and  Miss 
Nancy  was  leaning  back  on  her  pillow,  and,  as  she  said,  thinking 
a  little  about  the  Thankful  Heart.  For,  like  the  stories  in  the 
dear,  impossible,  old  "  Looking-Glass,"  it,  too,  had  pointed 
a  moral ,  and  read  Miss  Nancy  a  lesson  that  day.  And  little 
Miss  Nancy,  having  concluded  that  this  was  one  of  those 
lessons  spoken  of  by  the  rector,  which  we  must  learn  alone, 
had  addressed  herself  to  the  uphill  task  of  learning  it,  with  the 
silent  patience  that  came  of  her  gentle  blood. 

u  And  now,  if  you  behave  properly,"  said  Trimmer,  "  I 
will  tell  you  about  what  your  maman  used  to  do  at  Will- 
meadow,  until  you  fall  asleep." 

"  I  am  behaving  properly,"  gasped  Miss  Nancy  in  faint 
accents,  with  her  hands  pressed  tightly  over  her  lips,  to  keep 
the  sobs  back  by  main  force.  "  1  have  tried  to  behave  above 
everything  you  can  think  of,  and  I  am  not  fretting,  I  am  not, 
I  am  not  !  " 

*'  No,  Miss  Nancy,  I  see  that  you  are  not  ; :)  said  Trimmer 
handsomely,  "  and  I  will  say  that  you  have  behaved  like  a 
young  lady  to-day." 

Which  high  testimony  filled  up  Miss  Nancy's  cup  to  the 
brim,  it  overflowed  in  scalding  tears  of  various  feelings. 

'•  I  can  go  on  behaving,"  she  said,  with  the  counterpane 
over  her  head,  and  a  wet  pad  of  handkerchief  in  each  eye, 
"  I  can  go  on  behaving  till  I  fall  asleep.  But  I  cannot,  I  cannot 
be  quite  thankful  enough  yet." 


VII 


Virtue  was  its  own  reward  in  the  case  of  Miss  Nancy's  com- 
mendable behavior  under  the  cruel  disappointments  she  had 
sustained  ;  or  rather,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  was  its  own  reward, 
for  she  had  nothing  else.  At  least,  she  had  nothing  immedia- 
tely, and  one  has  to  live  in  the  immediate. 

So  she  recovered,  and  the  world  went  on  as  if  .-he  had  not 
endured  anything,  as  indeed  it  is  very  apt  to  do.  For  Miss 
Nancy  had  suffered.  To  have  a  sore  throat  was  painful,  but 
what  was  it  to  missing  the  Thankful  Heart  twice  over?  And 
in  the  meantime,  the  days  were  passing  by,  until  Miss  Nancy 
had  almost  fallen  into  a  resigned  way  of  believing  that  for 
some  reason  it  was  impossible  for  her  ever  to  get  thither. 
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But  reparation  has  a  fashion  of  coming  to  us  from  the  most 
unexpected  quarters.  Nothing  could  have  been  further  from 
Miss  Nancy's  thoughts  on  that  midsummer  afternoon,  yet  at  the 
identical  happy  moment  when  kneeling  on  the  floor,  she  had 
engulfed  herself  in  the  lower  half  of  the  cupboard,  to  put 
away  her  lesson  book,  —  at  that  moment  came  Bailey  to  the 
door  with  the  rector's  compliments,  and  Aunt  Norreys  having 
accorded  her  permission,  would  Miss  Nancy  do  him  the 
honor  to  take  a  walk  with  him  ? 

"  Oh,  Bailey  !  "  cried  Miss  Nancy,  emerging  breathlessly, 
feet  first,  after  a  pause  of  stunned  astonishment  passed  inside 
the  cupboard,  and  knocking  her  head  a  most  resounding  bump 
against  the  shelf.  "Oh,  Bailey,  she  would,  she  would !  Go  and 
tell  the  rector ;  and  run  before  he  goes  away,  and  say  that 
she  would  !  " 

"  There,  Trimmer  !  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  in  the  height  of  her 
gratification. 

"  Very  well,  Miss  Nancy,  you  will  have  to  be  made  tidy," 
responded  Trimmer. 

Thus  rudely  brought  down,  Miss  Nancy  had  leisure  to  re- 
member her  wounds,  and,  rather  late,  felt  the  back  of  her  head. 
But  Trimmer  raked  her  from  head  to  foot  with  a  searching  eye, 
as  a  preliminary  measure,  and  as  a  following  one,  swept  her 
away  to  her  bedroom,  whence  she  presently  issued  with  a 
clean  sun-bonnet,  and  the  raw  appearance  of  one  who  has  just 
been  washed  and  brushed  with  some  severity. 

"  Now,  you  may  go,  and  mind  your  behavior,"  said  Trimmer, 
who  was  a  terrific  dragon  on  the  (now  unfortunately  out  of 
date)  subject  of  manners. 

"  Yes,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  obediently,  and  minded  it  extre- 
mely all  the  way  downstairs,  and  set  off  beside  the  rector  with 
pride  only  tempered  by  a  deep  sense  of  the  manners  befitting 
the  occasion. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  rector,  "as  I  was  about  to  take  my 
walk,  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  should  like  company." 

"  I  like  being  company  very  much,"  said  Miss  Nancy, 
seriously.  "  Generally  I  am  daddy's,  but  I  cannot  be  it 
always.  And  I  do  not  enjoy  being  Trimmer's  company  so 
much,  because  she  does  not  like  anywhere  dirty." 

"  I  trust  you  will  enjoy  being  my  company,"  said  the  rector, 
with  corresponding  gravity  ;  and  they  went  out  of  the  gates 
and  down  the  long  shady  road  to  the  village,  side  by  side,  the 
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rector  rather  tall  and  Miss  Nancy  rather  short,  but  still  hand 
in  hand,  like  dear  friends.  And  then  the  rector  opened  the 
churchyard  gate. 

••  Are  we  going  through  here?:'  said  Miss  Nancy,  with  a 
flush  in  her  cheeks.  "I  know  a  walk  which  goes  this  way.  It 
goes  down  a  lane." 

"  Kxactly,"  ^aid  the  rector. 

"  It  is  my  dearest  walk  of  all,"  said  Miss  Nancy. 

"This  is  mine  also,'"'  replied  the  rector. 

Something  rose  up  in  Miss  Nancy's  throat  then,  and  her 
heart  beat  thick  and  fast.  If  she  were  to  be  disappointed  this 
time,  she  must  disgrace  herself,  and  that,  too,  before  the  rector. 
And  they  went  on  under  the  sunny  window  to  the  wicket  in 
the  churchyard  wall  and  up  the  forgotten  little  lane,  to  the 
gates  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

u  Do  we  turn  back  now  ?  "  whispered  Miss  Nancy,  flutter- 
ingly. 

''  No,"  replied  the  rector.  "  I  generally  go  in,  unless  you  do 
not  like.'' 

"  I  do  like,  I  do  like.  I  have  wanted  to  go  so  much,"  said 
Miss  Nancy,  almost  with  a  sob  —  "  so  extremely  much  !  " 

"  Then  I  am  rejoiced  indeed,"  said  the  rector,  and  opened 
the  heavy,  old  iron  gates  between  the  pillars  with  the  stone 
balls  upon  them.  They  went  through  the  buttercup  meadow 
to  the  gateway  in  the  wall,  and  into  the  courtyard,  —  a  broad, 
stone  paved  courtyard  peacefully  enclosed  in  its  walls,  with 
the  mellow  front  of  the  old  house  on  the  fourth  side  ;  at  one 
end,  the  pigeon-cote,  with  the  pigeons  cooing  and  nestling  in 
the  sun,  and  at  the  other  a  gray  stone  basin  into  which  fell 
the  spring  from  the  uplands.  There  were  words  cut  in  the  stone 
over  the  basin;  they  said,  "  Give  thanks."  And  the  water 
tinkled  into  the  basin,  and  rippled  over  its  edge,  and  bubbled 
always  the  same  words,  "Give  thanks,  give  thanks,  give 
thanks ! " 

There  was  a  door  in  the  wall  at  each  end  of  the  courtyard, 
and  the  rector  took  Miss  Nancy  slowly  round  the  old  building. 
The  farmyard  was  on  the  north  side,  empty  save  for  the  corner 
occupied  by  the  shepherd  of  the  flocks  on  the  uplands. 

On  the  east  side  the  meadow  came  unbroken  to  the  walls  of 
the  house,  and  the  sheep  had  come  down  from  the  high  pastures, 
and  through  the  fallen  fence  of  the  hanging  birch-wood,  to 
cluster  under  the  windows  ;  while  overhead  the  nests  of  the 
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swallows  clustered  also,  and  hung  down  one  beneath  another 
under  the  eaves.  Miss  Nancy  thought  that  she  would  rather 
have  tall  dog-daisies,  and  waving  meadow-grass,  and  a  soft 
cluster  of  sheep  close  under  her  windows,  and  swallows  chat- 
tering above  it,  than  even  elm  trees  and  rooks. 

The  garden  lay  on  the  south  side,  a  wilderness  of  mossy 
apple-trees  and  overgrown  bushes,  and  under  the  windows  of 
the  house  a  tangle  of  old  herbs  and  flowers,  with  the  great 
"  Portingale  "  against  the  wall  high  overhead. 

The  rector  and  Miss  Nancy  rambled  back  into  the  sunny 
courtyard,  and  stood  to  look  at  the  house,  with  its  doorway  so 
deep  and  wide  that  it  was  a  room  in  itself,  and  its  latticed 
windows  in  projecting  bays,  with  gables  overhead.  There  grew 
garlands  of  old  pale-pink  roses,  so  loose  blowing  that  they  were 
more  single  than  double,  and  under  the  windows  great  bushes 
of  fuschia  and  Jew's  mallow.  But  Miss  Nancy  was  looking 
chiefly  at  the  doorway,  and  at  the  great  oak  beam  over  it,  for 
there  were  words  cut  in  it. 

"  In  the  yeare  of  Our  Lorde 

Given  unto  God's  Poore  for  ever, 
In  token  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 
Amen." 

"  You  cannot  go  inside,  can  you  ?  "    whispered  Miss  Nancy. 

"We  will  go  in,  if  you  like,"  said  the  rector.  "The  shep- 
herd's wife  will  bring  the  key.  But  I  think  you  will  find  it  a 
melancholy  place,  my  little  maid." 

The  door  opened  into  the  hall,  with  its  wall  panelled  in  oak, 
and  its  ceiling  of  oak  cut  into  octagons  by  the  beams,  and  its 
broad  staircase  with  shallow  steps.  There  were  benches  against 
the  wall  on  either  side,  and  in  the  middle  was  a  black  oak 
table,  plain  and  massive ;  for  this  was  the  place  where  God's 
poor  had  been  wont  to  dine  together.  But  it  was  very  chill, 
and  bare,  and  empty,  and  Miss  Nancy  shivered. 

What  she  had  expected  to  find  she  did  not  know  herself, 
but  she  had  had  expectations.  Yet,  alas  !  which  of  us  in  attain- 
ing his  desire  finds  it  to  be  entirely  what  he  thought  ?  Which 
of  us,  at  last  reaching  up  to  success,  does  not  sigh  after  all  ? 
It  is  doubtless  well  so  :  it  may  be  a  sense  beyond  our  own 
control ;  it  may  even  be  that  it  comes  from  above,  and  would 
thither  return,  where  there  are  neither  strivings  nor  short- 
comings. 
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But  it  was  certain  that  from  the  moment  of  crosssing  the 
threshold  Miss  Nancy's  dream  began  to  be  troubled.  The 
rector  led  the  way,  and  she  crept  after  him,  into  one  empty 
room  after  another,  with  lattices  long  closed,  where  the  dawn 
looked  in  morning  after  morning,  doors  long  open,  where  the 
sunset  shone  through  into  the  passages  evening  after  evening, 
and  hearts  long  closed,  where  no  light  fell  ;  down  passages 
where  a  footfall  echoed  strangely ;  into  rooms  overhead,  with 
gable  windows  looking  out  on  the  quiet  meadows,  and  lattices 
of  yellow  light  on  the  bare  walls,  and  floors  that  creaked 
mournfully  beneath  the  tread  ;  and  down  the  staircase  that 
was  still,  and  yet  not  silent,  and  into  the  hall  again,  from 
which  the  spirit  of  the  old  days  had  fled.  And  it  was  very 
chill,  and  bare,  and  empty ;  and  Miss  Nancy  shivered  eerily, 
and  awoke  from  her  dream. 

The  rector  turned  towards  the  door,  but  Miss  Nancy  did 
not  beg  even  a  few  minutes'  grace ;  she  only  followed  very 
silently.  She  was  thinking,  in  a  desolate  way,  of  a  confused 
multitude  of  things,  but  principally  she  remembered  that  the 
sun  bonnet  had  been  uncomfortably  stiff,  and  the  strings  a 
degree  too  tight,  when  she  set  out  on  her  walk,  and  she  was 
beginning  to  wonder  now  whether  she  could  bear  it  much 
longer.  Poor  little  Miss  Nancy  !  if  her  disappointments  had 
been  hard  to  bear,  the  awaking  from  her  dream  was  far,  far 
harder. 

But  that  empty  page,  so  unspeakably  dearier  that  any  writ- 
ten one,  however  crabbed,  must  be  turned  over  with  the  others, 
when  its  time  comes  ;  only  at  ten  years  old  one's  philosophy 
cannot  bear  a  very  heavy  strain,  and  the  sight  of  the  sleepy 
courtyard  brought  back  the  poor,  foolish  old  dream  so  pitifully, 
that  Miss  Nancy  felt  that  she  must  either  untie  the  strings  of 
her  bonnet  or  choke.  Nothing  seemed  to  care  ;  the  water 
rippled  in  the  gray  basin,  and  the  pigeons  fluttered  round  the 
dovecotes,  and  nestled  in  the  yellow  light,  and  the  sheep  bleated 
faintly  on  the  uplands,  and  the  larks  sang  high  over  the 
meadow. 

(  To  be  continued.} 
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They  say  if  our  beloved  dead 

Should  seek  the  old  familiar  place, 

Some  stranger  would  be  there  instead, 

And  they  would  find  110  welcome  face. 

I  cannot  tell  how  it  might  be 

In  other  homes  ;  but  this  I  know. 

Could  my  lost  darling  come  to  me, 
That  she  would  never  find  it  so. 

Twelve  times  the  flowers  have  come  and  gone, 
Twelve  times  the  Winter  winds  have  blown, 

The  while  her  peaceful  rest  went  on, 
And  I  have  learned  to  live  alone. 

Have  slowly  learned  from  day  to  day 
In  all  life's  task  to  hear  my  part ; 

But  whether  grave  or  whether  gay, 
I  hide  her  memory  in  my  heart. 

And  if  my  darling  comes  to  share 

My  pleasant  fireside  warm  and  bright 

She  still  will  find  her  empty  chair 

Where  it  has  waited  day  and  night 

Fond,  faithful  love  has  blessed  my  way, 

And  friends  are  round  me  true  and  tried. 

They  have  their  place,  but  hers  to-day 
Is  empty  as  the  day  she  died. 

How  would  I  spring  with  bated  breath, 
And  joy  too  deep  for  word  or  sign, 

To  take  my  darling  home  from  death, 
And  once  again  to  call  her  mine. 

I  dare  not  dream  the  blissful  dream, 
It  fills  my  heart  with  vague  unrest  ; 

Where  yonder  cold,  white  marble  gleam, 
She  must  still  slumber.  God  knows  best. 

But  this  I  know,  that  those  who  say 

That  our  beloved  would  find  no  place, 

Have  never  hungered,  every  day, 

Through  years  and  years  for  one  sweet  face. 


Sixtine   Madonna 

(  Raphael ) 


f  face 

From  a  painting  by  Ittenbaeh. 
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OCTOBER  IQOI 


WHEREFORE  THE  EUCHARIST. 


For  the  service  and  glorification  of  the  divine  Majesty. 

I. — ADORATION. 

BEHOLD  upon  the  altar,  with  an  ardent  faith,  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  hidden,  annihilated  under 
the  veils  of  the  Sacrement,  there  adoring  the 
majesty  of  His  Father,  and  performing 
toward  Him  the  duties  of  the  most  perfect 
religion.  It  was  with  the  purpose  in  view,  that  He  pro- 
posed above  all  others,  to  glorify  His  Father,  by  perfor- 
ming toward  Him  in  perfection  all  the  duties  the  crea- 
ture was  unable  to  perform,  that  the  \Yord  became  man : 
and  it  is  to  that  end,  above  all  others,  that  He  took  upon 
Himself  the  Sacramental  State.  Doubtless  the  Word  be- 
came incarnate,  died  and  lived  anew  in  the  Eucharist  a 
for  our  salvation  and  eternal  happiness,  but  beyond  that 
motive  there  is  another  that  determined  it  :  It  is  to  honor 
the  majesty  of  His  Father,  to  pay  Him  all  homage,  all 
obedience,  to  give  Him  all  the  love  that  God  deserved  to 
receive  from  reasonable  creatures.  He  can,  from  the 
altar  as  well  as  during  His  life  say  to  those  who  ask  Him 
to  give  an  account  of  His  mission:  "  1  honor  my  Father. 
I  glorify  my  Father".  See  with  what  perfection  Jesus 
]K  rfonns  toward  ('.<»d  the  duty  of  adoration.  To  adore 
is  to  acknowledge  in  mind  heart,  deed  and  will  the  ex- 
cellence of  (MM!;  that  is  to  say;  His  sovereign  majesty, 
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His  independant  being,  His  incomparable  exaltation 
above  all  things,  in  a  word  His  infinite  perfection  of 
greatness,  power  and  majesty. 

Now,  no  one,  as  Jesus,  knows,  sees  understands 
all  these  perfections :  they  are  plain  to  His  eyes,  "  neither 
doth  any  one  know  the  Father,  but' the  Son",  said  He. 
What  praise  flows,  in  consequence,  from  His  soul  to  the 
glory  of  the  Father  !  He  sees  all  things  ;  gives  praise  ; 
reveres,  honors,  extols  all  that  is  comprised  in  the  divinity 
of  His  Father.  He  tends  towards  Him  as  towards  His 
principal  and  supreme  end,  with  all  the  might  of  His 
love,  recognizing  that  God  is  the  pert  .  happiness,  the 
absolute  perfection  of  all  creatures.  And  with  all  the 
power  of  His  will  Jesus  yields  to  Him,  gives  Himself 
up  to  Him,  acknowledges  and  accepts  all  God's 
rights  over  Himself.  O  perfect  adorer  in  spirit  and 
truth!  God  sees  prostrated  at  His  feet,  immolated  before 
Him,  to  render  Him  more  honor  and  more  glory,  His 
own  Son  who  is  equal  to  Him  in  all  things !  What  glory 
He  receives  from  voluntary  dependence  of  that  King  of 
Kings,  of  that  God  of  God,  true  God  of  true  God,  anni- 
hilated before  Him  for  His  love  to  please  and  satisfy 
Him  —  O  ye  who  surround  the  altar,  see  clearly  with  the 
eyes  of  faith  Jesus  Christ  in  His  office  of  adoration,  which 
He  accomplishes  in  all  its  perfection,  without  faltering, 
without  ceasing;  He  offers  His  adoration,  His  praises, 
His  love  to  God  in  order  to  make  up  for  your  deficiencies 
in  adoring  God  in  spirit  and  truth  as  you  should  and  as 
He  deserves. 

II.  — THANKSGIVING. 

The  second  duty  of  religion  consists  in  recognizing 
through  Thanksgiving  the  goodness,  the  liberality  of 
God  and  all  the  favors  incessantly  bestowed  on  the  crea- 
ture from  this  inexhaustible  source  of  all  blessings. 

In  order  to  fulfil  this  duty  properly  it  is  necessary  to 
understand  how  God,  who  owes  nothing  to  any  one,  and 
who  so  generously  bestowes  His  gifts  on  all  creatures, 
is  good,  beneficient,  liberal  and  merciful. 

It  is  moreover  necessary  to  know  His  gifts,  their  ex- 
cellence, their  worth,  their  magnitude  and  their  number: 
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gifts  of  the  natural  order,  gifts  of  the  supernatural  order, 
shifts  of  peace  here  below,  shifts  of  glory  above. 

(  >ne  should  at  least  not  have  any  selfishness  nor  attri- 
bute anything  as  coming  to  self,  and  one  should  to  faith- 
fully use  the  gifts  of  God  for  His  glory  and  in  confor- 
mity to  His  will.  It  follows  that  Jesus  alone  is  capable 
of  paying  to  God  all  the  debt  of  gratitude  He  deserves 
He  alone  knows  all  His  goodness,  He  alone  has  fathoned 
the  depths  of  God's  mercy  the  richness  of  His  treasures. 
He  sees  all  His  gifts  in  all  creatures ;  He  sees  them  in 
Himself  also,  incomparably  more  precious  and  more 
abounding  in  Himself  alone  than  in  all  creatures  toge- 
ther. And  He  neither  keeps  nor  attributes  anything  to 
Himself :  "  I  seek  not  my  own  glory,  but  the  glory  Him 
who  sent.'  '  "  Who  is  good  but  God  only?  "  From  all  our 
tabernacles  therefore  there  rises  an  unceasing  hymn  of 
thanksgiving  to  God,  and  it  is  Jesus  who  sings  it  in  the 
name  of  all  the  creatures  of  whom  He  is  the  Head  and 
whose  graces  are  all  the  fruits  of  His  Blood. 

Thank  God  and  consider  with  Jesus  Christ  the  gifts 
you  have  received;  realize  their  worth;  and  above  all 
look  at  the  Gift  of  gifts,  the  Holy  Eucharist,  which  is  the 
summary  of  all  the  magnificient  and  generous  gifts  of 
God,  Thanks  God  for  it  in  union  with  Jesus,  endeavoring 
to  imitate  His  humility  His  faithfulness,  His  disinterest- 
edness: for  gratitude  is  humble,  faithful  and  dis- 
interested. 

III. — PROPITIATION. 

Since  sin  has  entered  into  the  world,  there  cannot  be 
any  religion  toward  God  that  does  not  contain  an  ex- 
pression of  reparation  and  expiation  of  sin.  But  in  order 
to  offer  to  the  infinite  majesty  of  God  a  reparation  equal 
to  the  infinite  offence  of  sin  there  must  be  a  victim  of  in- 
finite price  and  a  priest  whose  holiness  is  also  infinite. 
That  priest  and  Victim  is  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  He  has 
offered  Himself  upon  the  cross,  He  offers  and  immolates 
Himself  at  the  Holy  altar  as  the  victim  of  expiation  des- 
tined to  calm  the  wrath  of  God,  to  satisfy  His  justice,  to 
obtain  from  His  mercy  the  forgiveness  of  the  guilty.  <  ) 
holy  Priest:  O  pure  and  innocent  and  spotless  Priest! 
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consumed  with  the  zeal  of  the  glory  of  God ;  hallowing 
His  name,  devoting  thyself  to  establishing  His  kingdom, 
and  to  the  conversion  and  sanctification  of  souls;  perfect 
and  gentle  Victim,  offering  Thy  holiest  of  lives,  to  im- 
molation, Thy  royalty  to  humiliation,  Thy  glory  to  abjec- 
tion Thy  sovereign  rights  to  obedience !  Annihilating 
Thyself  and  burying  Thyself  alive  in  death  enclosed,  in 
the  shroud  of  the  sacramental  species !  And  there,  like  a 
dead  body,  accepting  everything,  silently  submitting  to 

everything  and  until  the  end  of  time ! 

Penetrate  into  that  tomb  in  which  lies  the  Living,  the 
glorious  King  of  angels  and  men.  See  Him  adoring, 
appeasing,  satisfying,  the  justice  of  His  Father;  offering 
His  past  sufferings, His  actual  humiliations,  His  poverty, 
His  obedience,  His  love,  to  make  up  for  wrongs,  offences, 
rebellions^,  crimes  and  ingratitude.  O  if  God  is  cruelly 
offended  by  men,  how  magnificently  is  He  honored  by 
the  heroic  Priest  (by  the  silent  but  indefatigable 

Victim  of  propitiation)  Jesus  in  the  Eucharist! 

IV. — PRAYER. 

Prayer,  the  highest  and  most  indispensable  duty  of  re- 
ligion the  creature  owes  to  the  Creator,  to  recognize  our 
absolute  dependence  upon  Him,  and  the  necessity  in 
which  we  are  expecting  everything  and  receiving  all 
from  His  gracious  vounty :  Prayer,  and  supplication  is 
the  expression  of  that  duty  and  yet  man  refuses  to  fulfil 
it,  depending  rath  upon  himself,  his  our  strength  and  na- 
tural gifts.  But  the  Word  has  become  incarnate  to  pray 
in  order  to  perform  God  the  duty  of  prayer  to  offer  Him 
the  homage  of  that  dependence,  to  send  up  to  Him  that 
incense  of  humble  and  persevering  prayer,  so  agreable  to 
Him.  He  has  prayed  on  His  knees,  prostrated,  humili- 
ated, with  sighs,  with  tears,  day  and  night,  and  now  our 
tabernacles  are  the  sanctuaries  of  His  prayer  which 
knows  not  weariness,  nor  interruption.  He  prays  in  all 
perfection  because  He  knows  the  intentions  of  God  on  all 
things,  because  He  seeks  only  His  glory  His  will,  His 
reign ;  because  He  is  pure,  devoted  loved  by  God  His  Fa- 
ther, who  cannot  refuse  Him  anything.  Pray  with  this 
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ble  Pontiff  of  prayer,  unite  with  Him  in  His  inten- 
ho  impregnated    with    His    dispositions    and    pray 
with  Him,  in  Him.  and  in  His  name. 

PRACTICE. 

Acquire  the  habit  of  considering  Jesus  Christ  in 
the  IHessed  Sacrament  exercising  the  holy  office  of  pray- 
er toward  His  Father. 


£»3G!^ 

X^^^ 

CORNELIA 


\Prom  the  Italian.— Translated  by  E.  McAuliffe} 
(Continued.'} 

is  evident  that  you  do  not  know  the  Christians,  my 
noble  mistress  ;  or  know  them  only  through  the  cal- 
umnies of  their  enemies.  Ah,  if  you  only  knew  what 
Our  Saviour  suffered  for  us,  you  would  understand 
why  a  poor  sinner  like  me,  should  rejoice  in  the 
suffering  that  made  her  like  her  heavenly  Spouse  !" 
1  Your  words  are  a  mystery,  \vho  is  your  Lord  ?  Who 
is  your  Spouse?"  "  Jesus  Christ,  the  God  of  Heaven 
and  earth  !"  "  You  call  yourself  the  spouse  of  a  God  ! 
That  then  is  the  reason  why  you  refused  to  obey  Clelia." 
"  You  are  right,  I  have  given  my  vows  to  Him,  and 
sooner  than  be  unfaithful,  I  will  gladly  endure  torments 
and  death.  He  gives  me  courage  to  smile  under  the 
blows  of  the  lictor ;  yes,  it  is  He,  He  only,  my  adorable 
Lord  !  who  comforts  me  in  all  my  tribulation  ;  who  com- 
forts all  who  suffer  ;  calling  them  with  endearing  words  : 
'  Come  to  me  all  ye  who  labor,  and  are  heavy-laden,  and 
I  will  refresh  you  ' !  " 

"  Do  you  think  he  could  give  me  back  my  mother 
again?"  asked  the  child.  "Certainly,  noble  Cornelia, 
my  God  is  omnipotent  as  well  as  merciful  ;  besides  He  is 
omnipresent,  He  is  not  unmindful  of  your  tears  ;  He  has 
said  :  '  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they  shall  be 
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comforted.'  "Shall  be  comforted,"  repeated  Cornelia, 
our  gods  never  make  such  promises.  I  will  gladly  offer 
up  victims  on  the  altars  of  your  God.  Ifigenia  explained 
that  her  God  demanded  no  victims,  asking  only  the  heart, 
and  "  O,  poor  orphan,"  she  continued,  "if  you  would 
deign  to  listen  to  me,  and  allow  me  to  lead  you  to  the 
waters  of  life,  which  alone  can  satisfy  the  thirst  for  hap- 
piness which  torments  you,  I  would  lead  you  to  the  feet 
of  the  Good  Shepherd."  "Would  you  make  me  a 
Christian  ?"  interrupted  Cornelia,  filled  with  a  vague  ter- 
ror. ' '  Such  is  my  hope  ;  I  would  joyfully  shed  my 
blood  to  procure  this  happiness  for  you,  whom  I  alreadj' 
love  as  a  sister  in  affliction."  The  wrarmth  of  her  words, 
and  the  tender  affection  of  her  glance  penetrated  the 
heart  of  the  lonely  girl,  and  triumphed  over  her  patri- 
cian pride.  At  that  moment  she  felt  an  irresistible  Jong- 
ing  for  truth  and  love,  and  throwing  her  arms  around  the 
neck  of  the  poor  slave,  exclaimed  :  "  Love  me  always, 
my  sister,  speak  to  me  again  cf  your  God,  the  God  who 
comforts  the  sorrowful  !" 

From  this  moment  a  mysterious  bond  united  the 
daughter  of  Licinio  to  the  slave  of  Clelia.  From  this 
moment  the  latter  offered  to  God  her  daily  martyrdom, 
praying  that  he  would  grant  her  the  conversion  of  Cor- 
nelia. Every  night  the  young  patrician  repaired  to  the 
cell  of  the  slave,  and  received  there  the  first  blessed  les- 
sons in  the  religion  of  Christ.  Hers  was  a  pure  soul, 
eagerly  grasping  the  truth,  and  longing  for  the  waters 
of  Baptism.  But  the  persecutions  had  broken  out  w;th 
redoubled  violence,  the  meetings  of  the  Christians  were 
rare,  and  held  with  great  secrecy  ;  and  Ifigenia  waited 
for  a  favorable  moment  in  which  to  present  the  young 
neophyte. 

In  those  days  all  the  power  of  the  mighty  Empire  was 
up  in  arms  against  God  and  his  Christ,  but  it  was  con- 
stantly set  at  naught  by  the  heroism  of  the  Christians. 
True,  they  destroyed  the  body,  but  the  liberated  soul 
gained  possession  of  eternal  life.  In  Palestine  whole 
cities  confessed  the  name  of  Jesus,  in  the  midst  of  atro- 
cious sufferings. 

One  day  Cornelia  had  gone  to  visit  a  relative  ;  on  re- 


OF  THE    BLESSED   SACRAMENT  295 

turning  to  her  home,  she  was  met  by  her  faithful  Napa, 
who  in  a  trembling  voice  informed  her  that  during  her 
absence  a  dreadful  secret  had  been  discovered.  The  noblfc 
Clelia  had  sent  for  Ifigenia,  and  peremptorily  ordered  her 
to  accept  the  husband  which  she  had  appointed  for  her, 
but  the  slave  as  usual  refused.  The  poor  creature  was 
then  cruelly  scourged,  and  in  the  midst  of  her  pain  cried 
out  :  "  Lord  Jesus,  help  your  servant  !"  Clelia,  inflamed 
with  rage,  screamed  out  :  "  You  are  then  a  Christian  !" 
and  ordered  her  to  be  delivered  at  once  to  the  lictors. 
The  next  day  would  see  her  tried,  and  probably  con- 
demned. Cornelia  tried  to  conceal  her  anguish  on  hear- 
ing this  dreadful  tale,  and  asked  for  her  father,  and  also 
for  her  stepmother,  but  she  was  informed  that  the  former 
had  gone  to  a  banquet  with  a  friend,  and  the  serene  Clelia 
to  a  dinner  at  the  house  of  the  noble  Flavia  ;  and  that 
neither  of  them  were  likely  to  return  before  midnight. 

How  long  seemed  the  hours  of  this  night,  passed  in 
prayers  and  tears,  her  soul  pierced  with  bitter  grief,  for 
the  danger  that  threatened  one  whom  she  had  grown  to 
love  as  a  second  mother  !  In  the  morning,  as  soon  as  she 
thought  her  father  was  risen,  she  went  to  implore  of  him 
to  use  his  influence  for  the  slave,  but  he  had  already  left 
the  house.  What  can  she  do  ?  Time  presses,  can  she 
humble  herself  to  ask  a  favor  of  her  who  usurps  her 
mother's  place?  She  tramples  on  her  pride,  and  presents 
herself  before  Clelia,  who  looks  with  amazement  on  her 
pale  cheeks  and  eyes  red  with  weeping.  "Why  child, 
she  exclaims,  what  has  happened  to  you?  Have  you 
been  up  all  night  assisting  at  the  mysteries  of  the  Bona 
Dea  /"  "  Clelia,"  replied  the  girl,  trying  to  control  her 
feelings,  ' '  yesterday  you  gave  up  Ifigenia  to  the  lictors, 
and  I  am  come  to  ask  you  to  recall  your  sentence  and 
take  her  back.  Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  let  your  slave 
be  devoured  by  the  lions  of  the  amphitheatre!"  The 
lady  bent  a  scrutinizing  glance  on  Cornelia,  saying : 
'You  love  this  Ifigenia  ?"  "Yes,  she  replied,  I  love 
her,  and  wish  to  save  her.  I  would  purchase  her  from 
you  at  any  cost."  "  Did  you  know  that  Ifigenia  was  a 
Christian?"  said  Clelia,  calculating  the  effect  of  her 
words.  Cornelia  hesitated  an  instant,  then,  animated  by 
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the  courage  of  her  new  faith,  replied  :  "  Yes,  I  knew  it." 
"  Ah,  you  knew7  it,  exclaimed  Clelia,  triumphantly,  you 
knew  it,  and  yet— -you  loved  her.  Now,  listen  to  me, 
Cornelia,"  and  her  voice  became  soft  and  persuasive  ;  "  I 
will  save  this  wretched  creature,  who  is  even  now  before 
the  judgment-seat,  and  she  shall  be  yours,  on  one  condi- 
tion, that  you  marry  my  brother  Torquato.  This  you 
know  is  your  father's  wish  as  well  as  mine." 

Cornelia  answered,  with  great  firmness:  "What  you 
require  of  me  is  impossible  ;  to  save  a  life  even  dearer 
than  my  own,  I  cannot  marry  Torquato,  because  he  is 
already  married,  and  I  would  not  be  guilty  of  the  crime 
of  driving  his  wife  from  her  house."  "  Then,  you  con- 
sider me  guilty  of  a  crime  in  driving  your  mother  from 
the  house  of  Licinio?"  Cornelia  replied  meekly  :  "  Per- 
haps you  did  not  realize  how  wicked  it  was."  In  rising 
anger  Clelia  sneered:  "How  well  instructed  you  are, 
perhaps  you  also  are  a  Christian  ?"  The  girl  raised  her 
head  with  dignity,  and  unhesitatingly  replied  :  "  Yes,  I 
am,  and  I  glory  in  it  !"  "  O,  wretched,  misguided  girl, 
do  you  not  fear  the  Imperial  edicts,  nor  the  anger  of  your 
father,  do  you  not  know  that  your  life  hangs  on  a  single 
word  of  mine?"  "  My  God  is  my  helper  and  my  pro- 
tector," replied  the  Christian.  "This,"  said  Clelia,  "is 
absolute  folly,  you  are  ruined  by  the  incantations  of  Ifi- 
genia  !  Once  more  I  appeal  to  you  ;  she  is  even  now  be- 
fore the  tribunal  ;  consent  to  marry  Torquato,  there  is 
still  time  to  save  her  ;  marry  Torquato,  and  you  can 
enjoy  your  new  opinions  unmolested."  "  Never  !"  ex- 
claimed Cornelia  with  energy,  and  rushing  from  the 
room,  rapidly  descended  the  stairs  and  leaving  the  house, 
directed  her  steps  to  the  prsetorium. 

(  To  be  continued. ) 
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Communion,  Source  of  Confidence  in  God. 

PKRE  EYMARD. 

Confidite  ego  sum. 
It  is  I,  fear  ye  not ! 

MARK.  VI,  50. 

HE  end  of  the  Eucharist  was  not  only  to  bring 
man  nearer  to  God  in  removing  the  instinctive 
I  o  fear  that  enslaved  him,  but  to  do  more,  to  put 
*  £JLj  confidence  in  his  heart.  One  might,  at  most, 
support  the  presence  of  God,  but  who  would  have 
dared  to  come  and  speak  familiarly  with  Him,  if  Our 
Lord  had  not  in  His  goodness,  disguised  and  hidden 
Himself  from  us?  He  takes  all  the  trouble  upon 
Himself.  He  smooths  away  all  the  difficulties,  as  it 
were.  During  His  mortal  life  even  the  aspect  of  His 
humanity  had  already  so  veiled  the  divine  glory,  that 
sinners  and  little  children  feared  not  to  come  near  Jesus, 
seeing  in  Him  only  goodness  and  mercy  personified.  But 
today  when  he  is  risen  in  glory  and  triumph,  who  would 
dare  to  speak  to  Jesus  ?  He  has  gained  the  title  of  judge 
of  the  living  and  the  dead,  and  as  such  he  wishes  to  be 
feared  and  adored.  He  is  always  the  God  of  mercy  and 
compassion,  but  His  state  is  changed,  and  if  we  had  not 
the  Eucharist  we  would  never  dare  to  speak  to  Him  in 
simplicity  and  confidence.  Our  Lord  has  established 
His  sacrament  in  order  that  we  may  love  Him,  may  treat 
Him  with  as  much  tender  love  and  affection  as  when  He 
was  on  earth.  We,  ourselves,  as  priests  of  God,  may, 
like  John  the  Baptist,  preach  pardon  and  mercy,  but  we 
are  powerless  to  give  you  this  simple  confiding  love  of 
Our  Lord,  or  to  establish  between  you  and  Him  the 
interchange  of  tender  familiarity  that  he  wishes. 

On  earth  one  recognized  this  goodness  of  Our  Lord  by 
His  attitude.  He  is  veiled  now,  but  the  same  beautiful 
face  shines  through  the  light  cloud  that  conceals  it. 
This  cloud  does  not  conceal  Him  so  entirely  but  that  we 
may  represent  Him  to  ourselves  under  the  same  appear- 
ance of  sweetness  and  gentleness.  He  is  painted  thus 
upon  our  souls  in  unfading  colors  of  tenderest  love. 

20 
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Seeing  Jesus,  St.  John  pointed  Him  out  by  the  image  He 
recalled,  and  thus,  seeing  Him  in  the  Sacred  Host  lifted 
up  before  our  eyes,  we  recall  immediately  who  Jesus  is 
and  what  is  his  office.  ' '  Ecce  Agnus  Dei,  Behold  the 
Lamb  of  God  !" 

II. 

Familiar  affection  shows  itself  above  all  in  its  tender 
secrets  and  exchanges  of  thought.  There  are  word8 
which  electrify  and  charm  us  irresistibly.  In  listening 
to  Our  Lord  the  multitude  said,  "  No  man  has  spoken 
like  this  man  ! ' '  Sinners  were  won  by  the  sweetness  of 
His  word,  they  could  not  resist  His  goodness.  Here  the 
word  of  Our  word  is  an  interior  word.  What  then  is 
this  word,  this  language  of  affection?  You  have  heard 
it  doubtless.  Its  nature  is  sweet,  and  sometimes,  though 
rarely,  severe.  We  do  not  resist  it.  Have  you  never 
been  recollected  at  the  feet  of  Our  Lord  ?  Has  he  never 
said  to  you,  when  your  repentance  was  sincere  :  "  Go, 
your  sins  are  forgiven,  fear  not:"  and  what  consoling 
tears  have  followed  this  word  !  The  interior  voice  is 
more  penetrating  than  exterior  sounds,  and  the  ear  of 
the  soul  more  exquisitely  sensitive  than  that  of  the  body. 
In  the  Holy  Trinity  there  is  but  one  word,  the  type  of 
all  other  words,  it  is  an  interior  word,  and  yet  it  is  true. 
It  is  the  Word  Himself. 

The  simple  remembrance  of  the  voice  of  a  father  or 
dear  mother  who  has  passed  away,  moves  us  to  recall  their 
image  and  makes  them  live  again  in  our  hearts.  There 
is  then  an  interior,  a  spiritual  language.  And  to  go 
further,  the  true  language  of  the  heart,  is  an  interior 
language,  and  exterior  speech  does  not  reproduce  our  full 
meaning. 

The  speech  of  Jesus  in  the  Eucharist  is  so  secret  and 
interior  that  it  penetrates  to  the  depths  of  our  hearts. 
When  a  poor  soul  without  virtues  or  personal  merits, 
knowing  her  unworthiness  and  having  frankly  admitted 
it  in  confession,  approaches  Our  Lord  and  speaks  to  Him 
with  the  simplicity  and  freedom  of  a  child  to  its  mother, 
she  is  attracted  solely  by  the  sweetness  of  His  intimate 


OF  THE  BLESSED   SACRAMENT  299 

relations  with  her.  Would  she  dare  then  to  speak  in  the 
presence  of  others?  No.  She  has  heard  Jesus  say  to 
her  :  "  Come  unto  Me,  ye  who  are  weary,  and  I  will 
refresh  you,"  and  she  came. 

It  is  this  sweet  and  secret  call  that  brings  us  to  Com- 
munion. Without  it,  we  would  never  dare  to  come  to 
the  Holy  Table.  The  grace  of  preparation  for  commu- 
nion is  a  grace  of  confidence,  and  not  of  examination,  nor 
even  one  of  prayer.  These  things  are  good,  no  doubt, 
but  the  truest  preparation  is  to  have  confidence  in  this 
word  :  "  Come,  I  am  the  God  of  your  heart,  fear  not." 
And  this  preparation  honors  God  much  more  than  if  you 
were  to  drive  yourself  to  despair. 

I  hear  you  say  perhaps  :  ' '  But  when  I  receive  com- 
munion I  am  dry  and  without  devotion.  I  can  accom- 
plish nothing."  It  is  because  you  do  not  enter  into 
intimate  converse  with  Our  Lord,  you  do  not  listen  to 
His  interior  voice,  sitting  like  Magdalen,  in  simple  con- 
fidence at  His  feet,  Magdalen,  \vho  wept  tears  of  joy, 
even  though  Jesus  spoke  not  to  her.  Enter  then  into 
His  secret  word  which  is  only  the  manifestation  of  His 
sweetness.  We  do  not  work  while  we  are  eating.  The 
celestial  Bread  that  you  are  going  to  receive  is  no  other 
than  the  Word,  the  Word  of  Life.  We  must  listen  to  it 
in  silence  and  in  repose. 

III. 

Our  thanksgiving  should  be  more  recollected  than  our 
preparation.  If  you  begin  at  once  to  make  all  sorts  of 
acts,  you  behave  like  a  child.  If  however  during  your 
thanksgiving,  finding  it  difficult  to  be  recollected,  you 
follow  a  method  adapted  to  entertain  your  devotion 
nothing  can  be  better.  But  wait  a  while.  You  have 
with  you  a  friend,  politeness  alone  would  require  you  to 
listen  to  Him.  Unfortunately  it  is  the  very  thing  we  do 
not  want  to  do.  This  is  to  poorly  interpret  our  Lord's 
intentions.  We  represent  Him  as  always  coming  to 
reproach  us  for  our  sins.  It  is  not  so  however.  A  friend 
does  not  come  to  reproach  his  friend,  and  at  all  events 
would  not  do  so  at  the  very  beginning  of  the  interview. 
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Our  Lord,  remember  it,  will  never  begin  to  reproach  us 
the  moment  we  receive  Him.  It  is  the  devil  who  seeks 
to  trouble  us  so  that  we  may  not  hear  and  enjoy  the 
sweetness  of  the  divine  Word.  He  seeks  to  represent 
Jesus  to  us  as  a  harsh  Master,  a  severe  Judge,  that  we 
thus  become  afraid  of  Him.  And  we  are  hurried  on  to 
shorten  our  thanksgiving  to  escape  from  our  Lord's 
reproachful  look. 

Idle  souls  are  immediately  carried  away  by  and 
follow  such  notions  as  these,  "  I  am  so  miserable, 
such  a  sinner."  Wait  until  your  heart  grows  larger, 
then  one  look  trom  Jesus  will  humble  you  more  effi= 
caciously  than  all  these  efforts.  Does  the  rich  bene- 
factor, visiting  the  beggar  on  his  poor  bed  at  once  unroll 
all  his  titles  of  nobility,  comparing  them  with  the  miser- 
able state  of  his  protege  ?  Surely  not,  he  might  better 
not  have  come  that  so  humiliate  the  poor  man.  On  the 
contrary  he  encourages  and  consoles  him  and  puts  him- 
self as  far  as  possible  on  the  poor  man's  level  in  order  to 
promote  sympathy  and  accord. 

Perhaps  if  you  did  not  taste  the  consolations  of  our 
Lord  it  is  because  you  do  not  give  Him  chance  to  give 
them  to  you.  Rest  a  while,  unbind  your  chains,  enlarge 
your  heart,  Jesus  cannot  do  everything  for  you. 

The  Lord,  in  Holy  Scripture,  called  Samuel  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  to  make  him  a  revelation.  Samuel 
did  not  know  His  voice,  he  had  never  heard  it  before. 
Twice  he  fell  asleep,  until  the  high  priest  had  given  him 
the  key  of  these  supernatural  communications,  and  baae 
him  pray  to  God  and  listen  for  His  answer.  Then 
Samuel  said  to  the  Lord  who  had  called  him  once  more  : 
"Speak,  Lord,  for  Thy  servant  heareth."  Then  were 
revealed  to  him  the  secrets  of  futurity. 

This  is  what  we  too  must  do.  Our  Lord  comes  to  us, 
but  we  must  enter  into  relations  of  familiar  friendship 
with  him  according  to  the  character  of  the  moment. 
All  holy,  all  divine  thoughts  are  in  our  Lord,  truly,  but 
since  the  Kucharist  is  the  exhaustive  effort  of  His  love, 
the  character  of  His  relations  with  us  in  the  Eucharist  in 
particular  are  those  of  sweetness  and  goodness,  not  the 
character  of  the  goodness  He  will  show  us  in  heaven,  or 
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even  during  His  mortal  life,  but  the  goodness  proper  to 
His  sacramental  state,  which  is  that  of  intimate  friend- 
ship, heart  to  heart  intercourse. 

This  is  the  true  means  of  entering  into  relations  with 
our  Lord.  How  would  you  dare  to  receive  communion  if 
not  because  of  that  sweet  and  gentle  voice  sayiug  to  you 
personally,  "  Come,"  with  such  tender  love  that  you 
could  not  think  of  aught  else  !  Then,  you  have  scarcely 
received  our  Lord  before  you  cried  out  to  Him  in  wonder  : 
"O  Lord,  how  good  thou  art!"  O  quam  suavis  est 
spnitus  tuus,  Domine  !  It  is  the  feeling  common  to  all, 
uppermost  in  the  heart  of  every  one  who  receives  commu- 
nion. It  is  an  instinctive  feeling.  It  is  the  proof  that 
the  sweetness  and  goodness  of  the  Kucharistic  Lord  are 
the  divine  words  by  which  He  draws  the  fallen  man  and 
binds  him  fast  in  the  bounds  of  intimate  confidence  and 
friendship. 


Letters  from  a  Debutante. 


V. 

Washington  Square,  N.  Y. 


MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 


Events  have  multiplied  since  my  last  letter  to  you. 

I  have  returned  to  town  after  a  most  affectionate  parting 
with  Cousin  Flo,  who  seemed  much  averse  to  my  leaving  her. 

"Jeanne,"'' said  she  as  we  drove  to  the  station,  "tell  me 
truthfully,  do  you  think  me  very  worldly  and.  superficial  ?" 

"  Well,"  I  explained,  mischievously  pretending  to  ponder, 
"  after  all,  I  believe  it  is  only  a  habit  with  you ;  you  have  too 
deep  a  nature  to  be  wholly  satisfied  with  the  light  existence 
you  lead." 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  know,"  she  answered,  laughing  gayly,  "  I  find 
it  quite  charming,  and  then  it  is  the  only  sort  of  life  for  a 
woman  in  my  position.  Besides  are  you  not  aware  that  human- 
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ity  is  really  benefited  and  raised  by  the  culture  resulting  from 
the  social  intercouse  of  the  wealthy  classes  ?  Ah  !  little 
dreamer,  I  fear  that  you  are  too  much  of  an  idealist,  but  do 
you  know  I'm  awfully  fond  of  you  ?"  and  embracing  me  ten- 
derly she  bade  rne  farewell. 

Charlotte's  baptism  took  place  last  Sunday,  at  the  Couvent 
du  Sacre  Cceur.  Words  could  not  describe  the  loveliness  and 
charm  of  the  whole  proceeding.  How  like  an  angel  she  looked 
in  her  white  lace  gown,  with  her  sweet  expression  of  childish 
dignity !  I  was  her  unworthy  godmother.  She  recited  the 
prayers,  and  made  her  promises  in  an  earnest,  clear  voice,  and 
after  the  ceremony  received  everyone's  congratulations  with 
the  brightest,  most  gracious  manner  imaginable.  The  nuns 
crowded  about  her,  feeling  perhaps  instinctively  drawn  to  one 
so  like  themselves  in  simplicity  and  innocence. 

"  She  is  the  picture  of  her  mother,  who  was  my  only  child," 
her  grandfather  whispered  in  my  ear,  "  the  mother,  too,  always 
had  a  leaning  towards  the  Church  of  Rome,"  and  he  added 
thoughtfully  :  "  It's  a  grand  old  institution,  and  seems  firmly 
rooted." 

"  Then  you  approve  of  her  choice  ?"  I  ventured  to  ask. 

"  Oh  !  yes,  yes  !''  he  answered,  I  was  at  first  only  resigned 
to  it,  but  now  I  am  almost  a  Catholic  myself !  It  is  quite 
astonishing  how  my  opinions  have  changed  and  my  prejudices 
disappeared." 

I  looked  at  his  noble  old  face  and  was  not  surprised  that 
our  religion  with  its  lofty  ideals  ;  its  precepts  of  unselfishness  ; 
its  guidance  in  every  event  of  life,  should  especially  appeal  to 
him.  Non  belief  results  neither  in  nobility  nor  strength,  but 
leaves  us  irresolute,  weak  and  selfish.  Often  the  very  teacher 
of  atheism  is  one  who  though  professing  no  belief  in  creeds, 
yet  keeps  the  commandments,  and  follows  the  great  moral 
teachings  of  religion  ;  and  because  of  this  we  listen  sometimes 
with  respect  to  his  denunciations  of  the  spiritual  reasons  which 
have  called  forth  the  very  moral  laws  he  practices  himself.  He 
is  inconsistent.  Unbelief  and  immorality  really  go  together 
for  both  recognize  no  moral  government. 

Religion  and  morality  are  mates  because  all  moral  laws  have 
sprung  from  religion. 

The  civil  law  by  itself  has  never  been  able  to  enforce  true 
morality ;  it  can  only  demand  the  appearance  of  it ;  religion 
alone  reaches  our  consciences  ;  gives  us  a  high  motive  for 
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every  action,  and  a  reason  above  our  animal  natures.  The 
power  and  necessity  of  religious  belief  is  therefore  a  proof  of 
our  own  higher  destiny. 

After  Charlotte's  baptism,  I  spent  a  few  days  with  her ;  and 
one  evening  as  we  sat  embroidering  in  the  drawing-room,  her 
grandfather  quietly  dozing,  she  broke  the  silence  by  question- 
ing me  concerning  the  nuns. 

"  Tell  me,  Jeanne,  why  do  they  desire  to  be  different  from 
other  people  by  choosing  that  particular  life  ? ' 

"I  will  try  to  explain,"  I  replied.  The  founders  of  monas- 
teries and  convents  have  usually  been  men  and  women  who 
having  weighed  society  in  the  balance  have  found  it  wanting. 
They  have  found  the  "  Master  "and  become  the  glad  receivers 
of  the  words  which  He  addressed  to  the  young  patrician  who 
was  desirous  ot  perfection.  The  precept  to  "  keep  the  Com- 
mandments," they  know  to  be  meant  for  all  men,  and  His 
advice,  "  If  you  would  be  perfect  sell  all,  give  to  the  poor,  and 
follow  Me,"  for  the  few  whose  religious  temperaments  and  the 
lofty  aspirations,  show  them  to  be  called  to  the  higher  life- 
life  of  the  Counsels.  With  St.  Paul,  "  they  die  to  the  world  " 
to  follow  Christ  more  closely  and  bind  themselves  by  vow  to 
observe  the  laws  of  poverty,  chastity  and  obedience.  They 
leave  all,  put  their  wealth  into  a  common  fund,  and  wear 
a  religious  habit,  as  a  mark  of  their  equality,  to  do  away 
with  personal  vanity,  and  as  a  profession  of  their  faith  and 
calling.  They  put  on  the  yoke  of  Christ  and  strive  to  alle- 
viate some  of  the  suffering  they  see  about  them,  and  strive 
themselves  to  practice  higher  perfection,  to  lift  their  souls 
above  the  level  of  natural  selfishness — truly  a  sublime  exist- 
ence !" 

"  Ah  yes,  Jeanne,  but  how  fearfully  hard  !  It  would  not  do 
for  us  all !" 

"  It  would  be  impossible  and  even  wrong  for  all  to  seek  it," 
I  answered.  "  It  must  be  our  vocation.  The  call  must  come 
from  God,  and  we  must  be  adapted  for  it  by  nature  and  tem- 
perament. We  must  each  fellow  Christ  in  the  path  His  will 
indicates." 

"  Are  they  happy,  these  religious  men  and  women,  Jeanne  ?" 
she  continned. 

"  Infinitely,  Christ  has  promised  to  such  lives  *  a  hundred- 
fold '  of  joy,  and  they  alone  understand,  the  joy  of  spiritual 
and  intellectual  peace,  though  they  desire  blessedness  more 
than  happiness." 
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"  And  those  who  marry,  Jeanne,  are  they  not  also  very 
happy  ?" 

"  Of  course,  when  they  experience  unselfish  affection  ;  for 
true  happiness  is  secured  by  unselfishness.  A  virtuous  in:  en- 
tion  and  a  good  will,  will  bring  us  peace  and  joy  in  any  state 
of  life,"  I  explained. 

So  much  for  that  conversation,  very  edifying,  n'est-ce  pas 
Eugenie  ?  At  times  I  feel  and  speak  like  a  veritable  saint,  but 
alas  !  I  am  far  from  being  one.  "  Actions  speak  louder  than 
words,  and  example  is  better  than  precept  " 

Are  you  really  returning  next  month  ?  How  glad  I  shall 
be  to  see  you  !  Don't  bring  me  many  presents,  I  shan't  expect 
them—  (no  sarcasm.) 

Adieu,  ma  chere. 

Affectionately, 

JEANNE: 


Items  of  Interest. 


We  call  to  the  attention  of  our  readers  an  interesting 
article  on  Pere  Herman,  the  founder  of  the  work  of  Noc- 
turnal Adoration  in  Paris,  which  is  being  published  in 
the  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heait  for  September  and 
October. 

The  work  of  Pere  Eymard  on  Holy  Communion  from 
which  occasional  chapters  are  given  in  THE  SENTINEL, 
will  shortly  be  published  in  book  form. 


NOCTURNAL  ADORATION   IN   BRUSSELS. 

The  Rev.  Henri  Durand  sends  us  an  interesting  account 
of  the  Nocturnal  Adoration  as  carried  on  in  the  church 
of  the  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  Brussels,  Bel- 
gium. He  is  the  spiritual  director  of  this  association 
which,  according  to  the  report  of  the  year  1901,  is  suc- 
cessful and  edifying. 
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Three  times  a  week,  Wednesday,  Thursday  and  Satur- 
day, the  members  meet  for  adoration  in  the  chapel.  Men 
of  every  class  of  society,  judges,  inventors,  lawyers, 
soldiers,  travelling  salesmen  and  workingmen,  are  one  in 
this  duty  of  devotion,  which  many  come  from  a  long 
distance  to  perform.  There  are  from  10  to  25  adorers  for 
each  night.  At  half  past  nine  in  the  evening  they  report 
at  the  office  of  the  work  opposite  the  chapel  and  near  the 
dormitory.  Each  one  gives  to  the  director  a  list  of  in- 
tentions for  which  he  desires  prayers,  and  the  adorers  draw 
the  hours  of  adoration,  which  are  from  10  p.m.  to  5  a.m. 
"  It  is  very  edifying,"  says  Father  Durand,  "  to  see  the 
simplicity  and  generosity  with  which  each  adorer  accepts 
the  hour  that  falls  to  his  lot,  however  inconvenient  it  may 
be,  because  he  looks  upon  it  as  the  hour  the  Lord  Himself 
chooses  for  him."  The  members  then  adjourn  to  the 
chapel  where,  as  usual  with  the  Fathers  of  the  Society, 
the  Bless  id  Sacrament  is  perpetually  and  solemnly  ex- 
posed. The  director  adresses  a  few  words  to  these  chosen 
souls  to  increase  their  fervor  and  help  them  to  profit  by 
the  grace  of  the  Lord's  Presence.  He  then  reads  the  list  of 
intentions  and  the  president  reads  aloud  the  opening 
prayer. 

It  is  just  ten  o'clock.  The  adorers  for  this  first  hour 
of  guard  place  themselves  upon  the  prie-dieu  before  the 
altar  and  begin  their  service  of  adoration  and  reparation. 
The  remaining  adorers  as  a  rule,  instead  of  hastening  to 
enjoy  what  little  repose  they  can  be  sure  of  in  a  night 
that  promises  them  so  little  undisturbed  rest,  remain  in 
the  chapel  for  some  time,  many  pray  until  eleven  o'clock. 
Generally  the  adorers  appointed  for  eleven  do  not  think 
it  worth  while  to  retire  beforehand  and  remain  from  ten 
until  twelve.  And  certain  members  choose  to  devote 
these  two  whole  hours  regularly  to  adoration  without 
leaving  their  places.  Rev.  Father  Durand  gives  great 
praise  to  the  dormitory  of  Brussels,  having  seen  those  of 
Montmartre,  Angers,  Orleans,  Marseilles  and  Montreal, 
Canada.  "The  room  is  large  and  contains  twenty-four 
beds,  placed  opposite  to  each  other  and  separated  by  a 
slight  partition,  so  that  they  have  the  effect  of  cells.  The 
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beds  are  comfortably  furnished  with  coverlets,  mattresses 
and  pillows"  and  leave  nothing  to  be  desired. 

Ten  minutes  before  the  expiration  of  the  hour  one  of 
the  adorers  on  duty  in  the  chapel  leaves  the  prie-dicn  and 
goes  to  awake  those  who  are  to  replace  them  and  ad- 
dressing them  with  the  salutation  Venite  adoremus,  or 
Dominus  adest  et  vocat  te.  It  is  quite  easy  to  recognise 
the  adorers  for  each  coming  hour,  because  the  beds  are 
so  arranged  that  the  first  two  on  each  side  are  given 
always  to  those  who  serve  from  10  to  u  ;  the  next  four 
for  the  hour  from  n  to  12  and  so  until  4  A.  M.  for  which 
only  two  beds  are  reserved. 

But  perhaps  the  most  important  matter  of  all  is  the 
manner  of  passing  the  Hour  of  Adoration.  How  do 
these  adorers  occupy  themselves  interiorly  and  exteriorly, 
during  the  time  of  prayer  ? 

This  is  a  special  point  because  the  time  is  precious  and 
should  be  provided  for  that  it  may  be  spent  in  a  holy 
manner.  The  Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  take  the 
matter  to  heart,  desiring  as  did  Pere  Eymard,  to  make  of 
their  Associates  men  of  prayer  and  adorers  in  spirit  and 
truth.  They  therefore  recommend  for  the  first  half  hour 
the  exercise  of  the  Four  Ends  of  sacrifice.  This  is  fol- 
lowed by  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary,  or  if  they  are  able, 
a  part  of  the  Office  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  An  Act  of 
Reparation  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  concludes  the  ser- 
vice. The  Priests  of  the  Society,  according  to  their  rule, 
also  adore  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  turn  during  the  night, 
within  the  Sanctuary,  in  union  with  their  lay  Associate j. 

With  the  dawn  of  day  the  members  of  the  Nocturnal 
Adoration  are  all  awakened.  At  5  A.  M.  they  have 
prayer  in  common  in  the  chapel.  The  Rev.  Director  says 
Mass  at  5.15  and  all  receive  Holy  Communion. 

What  good  Communions  are  these  made  after  a  pre- 
paration of  prayer  and  penance,  in  the  silence  of  the  night, 
in  the  Presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  exposed  !  and 
with  what  true  fervor  do  these  adorers  sing  the  praises  of 
the  Lord  at  Mass,  and  during  the  Benediction  that  fol- 
lows !  After  this  they  disperse,  a  little  \veary,  perhaps, 
but  spiritually  fortified  and  prepared  for  the  duties  and 
trials  of  the  day." 
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Father  Durand  goes  on  to  describe  the  work  of  Noc- 
turnal Adoration  in  Brussels,  from  his  observation  of  it 
during  twenty  years.  He  refers  to  the  many  objections 
that  are  always  made  to  the  work  ;  that  it  is  impossible  to 
keep  it  up,  and  the  difficulty  of  requiring  acts  of  some- 
what heroic  virtue  from  people  of  the  world  whose  lives 
are  not  given  to  piety.  Others  object  that  nocturnal 
Adoration  is  possible  but  not  advisable,  except  on  rare 
occasion,  such  as  Holy  Thursday.  He  quotes  the 
words  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales,  who  says  that  to  adore  our 
Lord,  not  as  the  Angels  do,  but  as  we  poor  mortals  can, 
we  need  only  to  have  a  little  faith  and  love,  like  the  poor 
workman  who  spent  hours  before  the  Sacred  Hart,  and 
who  could  only  say  to  those  who  questioned  him,  "  I  con- 
sider Him  and  He  considers  me,"  and  the  poor  sentinel 
who  mounted  guard  before  the  tabernacle  in  the  Cathedral 
of  Orleans. 

In  fact,  the  Nocturnal  Adoration  in  Brussels  has  been 
carried  on  for  twenty  years  and  seems  to  be  growing  in 
strength,  with  the  new  century. 

Many  of  the  deceased  members  of  the  Association  whose 
memory  is  dearly  cherished  left  a  record  of  their  great 
devotion,  and  were  not  contented  with  the  monthly  hour 
of  adoration  required,  but  came  voluntarily  once  a  week. 
The  world  does  not  count  the  hours  of  the  night  that  are 
whiled  away  in  pleasure,  it  is  therefore  not  so  much  to 
give  a  few  to  God. 

The  silence  of  the  night  is  fitted  for  prayer,  and  the 
voice  of  many  crimes  cries  aloud  to  the  fervent  adorer  for 
reparation  and  fervent  supplication. 

As  to  the  members,  there  are  among  them  many  work- 
ingmen  who  are  faithful  and  even  heroic  in  their  devotion. 
There  are  men  who  working  on  Saturday  nights  until  8 
or  9  o'clock,  give  themselves  scarcely  time  to  see  their 
families  and  take  a  light  repast  before  they  present  them- 
selves at  their  post  for  nocturnal  duty.  There  have  been 
travelling  salesmen,  who  reaching  Brussels  late  at  night 
and  having  no  time  to  go  home  first,  have  come  directly 
to  the  office  and  have  remained  fasting  as  they  were  until 
morning,  to  receive  Holy  Communion  with  the  others. 

Father  Durand's  report  is  too  long  for  insertion,  but  the 
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foregoing  extracts  will  no  doubt  interest  our  Rev.  Local 
Directors  and  men  associates  of  the  Eucharistic  League. 
The  work  of  Adoration  in  New  York  is  organized  on  a 
somewhat  different  basis,  but  is  steadily  growing  and  has 
so  far  presented  few  difficulties.  There  is  much,  however, 
to  be  done  to  perfect  the  work  and  the  experience  of 
others  is  helpful.  The  suggestions  for  passing  the  hour 
of  Adoration  are  especially  valuable. 


The  2nd  Eucharistic  Congress  of  America  will  be  held 
at  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  on  October  i5th,  i6th  and  lyth,  the 
dates  having  been  changed.  It  will  be  held  at  the  St. 
Louis  University,  Grand  Avenue  and  Liddele  Boulevard. 


The  Rev.  Jos.  H.  McMahon,  Ph.D.,  will  continue  to 
revise  THE  SENTINEL.  We  are  pleased  to  note  that  Rev. 
Father  McMahon  has  already  begun  to  organize  the  new 
parish  which  is  to  be  his  field  of  labor,  that  of  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes. 


A  touching  letter  conies  from  a  missionary  priest  in 
India,  asking  for  information  in  regard  to  starting  the 
Eucharistic  League.  After  several  years  hard  work,  he 
has  formed  a  little  parish  and  wishes  to  ensure  the  fervor 
of  his  congregation  by  uniting  them  in  honoring  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  As  he  says,  this  will  be  the  first  con- 
fraternity he  will  introduce  among  his  people,  and  surely 
if  they  respond  to  this  he  will  not  need  to  multiply  devo- 
tions. He  begs  prayers  for  the  success  of  this  work. 

Another  cathedral,  that  of  Scranton,  Pa.,  has  intro- 
duced the  People's  Eucharistic  League. 


J? 


The  Children's  Hour. 


"He  hath   given    his  angel's 
charge  over  thee." 

By  JOSEPHINE  MARIE. 

ON'T  the  angels  get  tired  flapping  their  wings  all 
day,  mamma?"  asks  a  tired  but  wide-awake  boy 
Mamma"  tucks  him,  cosily,  in  a  small  bed- 


as 

stead  next  her  own.     "Angels  do  not  get   tired, 
darling,"   replies  mamma  with   an  amused  smile. 
'  They  have  not  bodies  like  we  have."      "  I  know  ;  but 
birds   have  wings   and   birds    get    tired,"    he    persists. 
4  '  Angels  do  not  really  have  wings,  dear.     The  pictures 
you  see  of  the  guardian  angels  spreading  wings  over  the 
children  whom  they  guard  are  only  to  teach  us  that  even 
as  a  mother-bird  shelters  her  little  ones  under  her  wing 
so  our  angels  shield  us  writh  their  tender  care." 
"  Do  they  take  care  of  us  all  night,  mamma  ?" 
"  Yes,  indeed,  even  while  you  sleep  your  angel  is  close 
beside  you." 

"  That  is  very  nice  of  him,  for  I  can't  even  think  of 
him  while  I  sleep.  Doesn't  he  get  lonely  then,  mamma? 
If  I  were  by  someone  so  many  hours  and  he  did  not  speak 
to  me  all  that  time  I  would  get  lonely." 

A  very  tender  smile  lights  mamma's  sweet  face.  "  Your 
angel  always  sees  God,  my  darling,  so  he  never  can  be 
lonely.  He  knows  the  bad  spirit  is  around  you  all  the 
while,  trying  to  make  you  do  what  Js  wrong.  He  baffles 
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the  evil  angel  every  instant,  tries  to,  at  least,  for  it.  de- 
pends on  you  whether  he  succeeds  or  not." 

"  Why  there  is  a  regular  war  around  me  all  the  while," 
he  eagerly  exclaims.  "What  must  I  do?"  "Use  the 
weapon  which  he  gives  you.  God's  grace  is  the  mighty 
weapon  which  he  obtains  for  you  by  his  prayers,  but  you 
are  free  to  use  it  or  not,  so  you  must  be  on  your  guard 
lest  the  enemy  conquer." 

"  I  guess  you  never  had  a  bad  angel,  mamma.  If  you 
had  you  must  have  crushed  him  to  smithereens,  as  if  that 
were  quite  the  strongest  word  which  the  English  vocabu- 
lary can  offer.  Mamma  laughs — the  pretty  merry  laugh 
he  loves  so  well.  "  But,"  he  says  after  a  pause,  the  light 
of  the  lamp  as  it  falls  across  the  small  bed  showing  a 
rather  puzzled  little  face,  "Wouldn't  God  give  us  the 
grace  if  the  angels  didn't  ask  for  it?" 

"  He  would  do  so,  of  course,  dear,  and  He  does  give 
us  graces  through  other  channels  ;  but  it  is  such  an  honor 
and  such  a  joy  to  the  angels  to  help  God  to  take  care  of 
all  of  us  on  earth  that  in  His  generous  mercy  He  has 
willed  that  one  of  the  means  we  shall  have  to  obtain  the 
graces  we  need  will  be  the  prayers  of  His  angels.  Angels 
and  men  are  His  children  and  He  does  not  wish  them  to 
be  strangers  to  one  another." 

"I  see,  mamma,"  he  says  in  his  wise  way,  "if  the 
angels  had  nothing  to  do  with  us  we  would  feel  that  we 
didn't  know  them  at  all.  "  What  does  the  Holy  Book 
say?  I  forget." 

"  He  hath  given  his  angels  charge  over  thee  ;  in  their 
hands  they  shall  bear  thee  up  lest  thou  dash  thy  foot 
against  a  stone. ' ' 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  now.  The  angels  are  like  mes- 
sengers, I  guess.  They  like  to  be  God's  messengers, 
don't  they?" 

"  Indeed,  they  do  ;  that  is  why  they  are  allowed  to  be 
so  ;  it  is  for  their  sake  and  our  own,  for  of  course  God 
does  not  need  them.  We  might  get  selfish  if  we  did  not 
think  of  each  other  and  help  one  another  on  earth  and  the 
angels  must  have  their  work  of  charity  too.  They  would 
feel  that  they  were  very  unlike  our  blessed  Lord  whom 
they  so  worship  if  th£y  could  not  aid  others  to  share  their 
joy." 
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' '  I  think  it  is  something  like  father  with  you  and  me. 
"When  he  wants  to  give  me  something  he  often  wishes  you 
to  bring  it  to  me,  for  he  knows  how  much  you  like  to  do 
so."  His  grasp  of  truths  difficult  for  older  people  to 
fathom  often  surprises  her. 

' '  Exactly  ;  and  all  the  time  it  is  father  who  makes  and 
gives  the  money,  for  example,"  with  a  mischievous  look, 
to  buy  the  new  bicycle  you  wish  so  much  for." 

"  And  the  gun,  and  the  tool-box,  and — " 

"Stop,  stop,"  brought  mamma,  "or  father  will  be 
bankrupt.  And  now,  darling,  you  must  sleep.  We  have 
talked  a  long  while." 

"  But  it  has  been  so  interesting  ;  and  mamma  I  guess 
I  will  begin  and  always  say  '  Good  morning  and  good 
night,  my  guardian  angel,'  that  will  be  at  least  polite," 
and  with  this  very  courteous  resolution  the  eyelids  close 
and  he  is  fast  asleep. 


NOTICE  TO  SUBSCRIBERS. 

Our  subscribers  are  earnestly  requested  to  send  us,  as 
soon  as  possible,  the  renewal  of  their  subscriptions  for  the 
current  year,  if  this  small  amount  has  not  been  already 
paid. 
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OR 

THE  THANKFUfc  HEART.  * 

By  FRANCIS  E.  CROMPTON. 

Copyright  by  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co.,  NEW-YORK. 

(Continued.} 

And  so  Miss  Nancy  suddenly  and  inexplicably  burst  into 
bitter  tears. 

"  What,  Nancy  ?  "  said  the  astonished  rector.  "  Have  you 
hurt  yourself?  Are  you  tired  ?  What  is  the  matter?  " 

"  I  cannot  bear  it,  I  cannot  bear  it ! "  cried  Miss  Nancy. 
"  I  had  meant  so  hard  to  be  good,  but  I  cannot  bear  it  any 
more  ! " 

"  Bear  what,  my  dear  little  maid  ?  "  said  the  rector,  much 
concerned. 

"  I  love  it  so  much,  and  I  wanted  to  come  to  it  more  than 
anything.  Oh,  I  did,  I  did !  " 

"And  now  you  are  disappointed  in  it  ?  "  said  the  rector, 
after  a  pause. 

"  I  don't  know,"  was  all  Miss  Nancy  could  reply  between 
the  sobs. 

"  But  I  thought  you  understood  that  it  was  only  an  empty 
old  house,  Nancy  ? 

"  I  don't  know.  I  didn't  think  it  would  be  like  that," 
sobbed  Miss  Nancy.  u  And  there  is  nobody  there  at  all,  and 
yet  it  says  over  the  door  that  it  was  given  to  God's  poor.  —  it 
says  for  ever" 

"  Yes,  my  little  maid,"  said  the  rector,  slowly.  "  It  was 
given  to  God's  poor  forever,  —  to  the  poor  of  Forest  Morton 
parish.  But  that  is  the  sad  part  that  I  told  you  of.  The  endow- 

*  By  kind  permission  of  E.  P.  BUTTON  &  Co. 
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ment  failed  long  ago  ;  I  mean,  Nancy,  that  there  is  no  longer 
any  money  with  which  to  support  the  old  house." 

"Then  it  is  no  use  that  the  Thankful  Heart  was  given,  and 
it  is  all  lost,  and  I  am  sorrier  than  ever." 

"  And  yet,  I  would  say,  not  lost,  replied  the  rector,  pacing 
the  courtyard.  ''The  spirit  of  the  gift  is  more  than  the  gift 
itself,  my  little  maid,  and  that  can  never  be  lost,  having  pas- 
sed once  for  all  beyond  us  and  our  marring." 

"But  what  is  it?"  said  Miss  Nancy,  trying  to  suspend  her 
sobs. 

'•  I  mean  the  deep  thought  of  the  heart,  with  which  the  gift 
was  given,  Nancy." 

"I  think  I  begin  to  know  it,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  "only  I 
cannot  say  it.  It  means  that  nothing  could  ever  take  away  that 
was  given  once. ' 

And  the  rector  bent  his  head,  and  said,  "In  token  of  the 
Thankful  Heart.  Amen." 

He  sat  down  on  one  of  the  benches  under  the  lattices,  and 
Miss  Nancy  sat  beside  him,  and  wiped  her  eyes,  with  a  vague 
sense,  however  little  understood,  of  a  quiet  consolation.  The 
water  still  rippled  in  the  basin,  and  the  larks  sang  above  the 
buttercup  meadow,  but  it  seemed  with  another  note,  and  there 
was  a  deeper  rest  in  the  peace  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

"  Once  upon  a  time,  Nancy,"  said  the  rector,  "  there  was  a 
man,  an  old  man,  who  had  almost  come  to  the  end  of  his 
days.  He  sat  at  his  open  window  on  a  midsummer  evening,— 
yes,  it  might  have  been  such  an  evening  as  this.  His  work  lay 
on  the  bench  before  him,  but  his  tools  were  still,  for  he  was 
dreaming ;  and  he  saw,  as  if  they  had  been  pictures,  scenes 
that  had  been  long  ago. 

"  He  saw  a  picture  in  the  forest,  the  heart  of  a  forest,  where 
the  deer  and  the  squirrels  lived,  and  it  was  cool,  and  green, 
and  still.  There  stood  two  boys,  about  the  same  age,  but  alike 
in  nothing  else,  for  one  was  the  young  squire,  and  the  other 
was  a  peasant  boy,  bareheaded,  barefooted,  and  ragged.  He 
stood  looking  down,  with  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  the 
sunshine  fell  between  the  trees  on  both  alik^,  —  on  the  young 
squire  and  on  the  ragged  peasant  boy. 

" '  But  show  me  what  you  are  doing.'  said  the  young  squire. 

"  'I  was  cutting,'  said  the  boy,  in  a  low  voice. 

•'  'Yes,  I  saw,  but  show  it  to  me.' 

"The  boy  drew  his  hands  from  behind  his  back,  slowly  and 
unwillingly,  and  showed  the  piece  of  wood  they  held. 
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"  The  young  squire  cried  out  when  he  saw  it,  '  Have  you 
done  this  ?  How  did  you  do  itl 

"  '  I  have  a  knife  of  my  own,'  said  the  ragged  boy,  and  he 
held  it  out  proudly  in  his  hand  —  poor  boy,  it  was  such  a 
knife  ! 

•' '  But  you  could  not  carve  with  a  thing  like  that,'  said  the 
young  squire. 

"  '  My  knife  is  a  very  good  one,'  replied  the  boy,  with  a 
glow  on  his  brown  cheeks.  '  Give  me  my  wood  back.  I  can 
make  it  better  than  it  is.' 

"  '  I  think  it  is  beautiful  already,'  said  the  young  squire, 
simply.  '  It  is  the  Good  Shepherd,  is  it  not  ?  ' 

"  '  What  Shepherd  ?  ' 

"  '  I  mean  the  Good  Shepherd  Jesus.' 

"  *  I  do  not  know  what  you  say.  When  my  father  was  alive, 
he  was  a  woodman  under  the  old  squire,  and  I  had  clothes, 
and  my  mother  was  there,  and  once  I  went  to  the  church  with 
her,  a  long  time  ago.  I  saw  it  then.  A  Man  with  a  lamb  on 
His  shoulder.' " 

"  It  would  be  like  the  picture  in  the  window  in  this  church, 
I  suppose  ?  "  said  Miss  Nancy. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  rector  ;  "  no  doubt  it  would  be  like  that." 
'  And  you  have  remembered  it  so  long  ?  '  said  the  young  squire. 

•'  How  clever  you  must  be !  Now,  I  am  not  clever  at  all.  If 
only  you  might  learn  reading,  and  writing,  and  Latin  in  my 
place !  But  I  know  what  I  shall  do,  I  shall  bring  the  priest 
here  to  look  at  your  carving.  If  you  will  be  here  to  morrow, 
I  will  bring  you  a  new  knife. ' 

"  The  squire  kept  his  word ;  he  brought  the  knife  in  one 
hand,  and  dragged  the  priest  with  the  other.  The  boy,  too, 
was  there ;  and  the  grave  young  priest  took  the  carved  figure 
in  his  hands,  and  looked  at  it,  and  was  silent  for  a  long  time. 

"  '  My  boy,'  he  said  at  last,  and  he  spoke  in  a  very  gentle 
voice,  —  '  my  boy,  do  you  know  the  old  carpenter  who  lives 
near  the  church  ? ' 

"  '  Him  who  buys  the  squire's  trees,  and  makes  things  of 
wood?'  said  the  boy. 

"  '  Yes,  the  old  carpenter.  You  shall  go  to  him,  and  learn 
his  craft ;  for  God  who  gave  you  those  hands  to  work  will  never 
meant  you  to  be  only  a  vagabond  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ; 
surely  He  designed  you  to  be  something  better.'  .  .  . 

"  The  old  man  saw  another  picture.    The  ragged  boy  pre 
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sented  himself  one  morning  at  the  carpenter's  door  with  his 
ragged  tunic,  and  bare  head  and  feet  ;  if  it  had  cost  him  any- 
thing to  leave  the  forest  and  his  freedom,  he  never  told  it. 

"  Hut  now  began  a  new  life  for  him.  He  learned  more  quickly 
than  the  old  carpenter  could  teach  ;  it  seemed  as  if  he  knew 
the  natures  of  the  dead  woods  by  instinct,  as  he  had  known  the 
living  trees  in  the  forest. 

"  '  But  now  you  must  put  aside  those  carved  toys  that  are 
always  in  your  fingers,'  grumbled  the  old  carpenter  ;  *  you  will 
never  make  a  good  workman  if  you  waste  your  time  over  them.' 
But  he  was  very  kind  to  the  poor  nevertheless,  and  he  learned 
to  love  him  very  dearly,  for  his  own  children  were  all  dead. 
They  went  to  church  together,  and  the  boy  sat  and  looked  up 
with  his  deep  bright  eyes  at  the  beams  of  the  roof,  and  at  the 
pillars,  and  arches,  and  the  pale  pictures  in  the  windows. 

"  The  young  squire  was  his  fast  friend,  until  he  went  away 
from  the  village  ;  but  the  priest  did  not  go  away,  and  it  was  he 
who  taught  him  to  read  and  write,  and  taught  him  the  catechism 
and  the  Psalms,  and  indeed  taught  him  many  things  ;  but  he 
did  not  need  to  teach  him  the  knowledge  that  comes  of  the 
seeing  eye,  and  the  reverence  that  comes  of  a  believing  heart, 
for  he  had  learnt  those  things  in  the  school  of  the  forest,  and 
his  teacher  had  been  none  other  than  God  himself.  .  .  . 

"  The  old  man  ?aw  another  picture.  The  young  squire  had 
come  home  ;  they  said  he  was  to  be  married  He  came  to  see 
the  boy,  for  he  had  never  forgotten  him  ;  and  he  walked  with 
the  priest  through  the  meadows.  It  was  evening,  and  the  old 
carpenter  sat  at  his  door. 

"  '  He  had  finished  his  work,'  he  said.  "  He  has  gone  up  to 
the  little  room  in  the  gable,  for  he  is  often  there,  but  why,  I 
cannot  tell.  Let  us  go  up  and  find  him.' 

"They  went  upstairs  to  the  little  room  ;  they  pushed  open 
the  door  and  went  in.  The  boy  was  a  boy  no  longer,  but  a  tall 
young  man  ;  he  was  standing  up  to  stretch  his  arms,  and  the 
light  shone  full  on  his  face,  the  same  face  as  of  old  with  mar- 
vellous deep  eyes,  and  earnest  lips  which  nevertheless  smiled. 
His  chisel  was  in  his  hand,  and  his  work  before  him,  a  panel 
of  English  oak,  traced  over  with  a  wonderful  fret  of  leaves  and 
flowers,  a  part  carved  in  relief,  and  the  rest  still  drawn  in 
charcoal  His  tools  lay  on  a  stool  beside  him,  very  few  and 
simple,  for  the  power  was  in  his  own  hands,  not  in  the  tools 
they  held  ;  the  wall  before  him  was  covered  with  his  designs? 
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drawn  in  charcoal,  after  his  only  teaching,  which  he  had  found 
in  the  school  of  the  forest.  But  there  was  love,  and  patience, 
and  reverence  in  every  line,  drawn  again  and  again,  and  yet 
again,  until  the  artist  hand  could  execute  what  the  faithful  eye 
could  see. 

"  '  It  is  wonderful ! '  said  the  priest. 

"  '  It  is  most  beautiful ! '  said  the  squire,  for  he  thaught  that 
the  priest  spoke  of  the  work.  '  You  were  born  a  great  carver, 
and  now  you  shall  go  to  London  and  work  there.' 

"  '  Yes,  you  shall  'go  to  London,'  said  the  priest. 

"  But  the  carver  looked  at  the  old  carpenter,  and  his  eyes 
fell.  And  there  was  a  long  silence,  until  at  last  the  old  man 
said,  in  a  broken  voice,  '  Yes,  you  shall  go.  You  shall  go.'  .  .  . 

"  The  old  man  saw  another  picture.  The  young  carver  was 
setting  out  from  the  door,  with  his  little  bundle  over  his  shoul- 
der. The  old  carpenter  blessed  him,  and  let  him  go,  without 
a  word  to  stay  him  ;  but  whenever  the  young  man  turned 
round,  the  old  one  was  still  looking  after  him,  until  at  last  he 
went  over  the  brow  of  the  hill.  And  then  the  old  carpenter 
turned  away  sadly.  '  How  could  I  stay  him  ?  He,  too,  is  gone,' 
he  said  ;  and  he  went  into  his  house  and  shut  the  door. 

"  But  after  it  was  dusk  in  the  evening,  there  came  a  gentle 
knocking  at  the  door,  and  when  he  opened  it,  the  carver  stood 
upon  the  threshold. 

"  '  Master,  I  have  returned,'  he  said. 

"  '  To  stay  yet  another  night,  dear  son  ?  '  said  the  old  man, 
trembling. 

"  '  Even  to  the  end,'  said  he. 

"  '  My  son  ! '  said  the  old  man,  trembling  more. 

"  *  I  am  resolved,'  he  answered,  and  his  face  against  the  sL> 
was  very  pale. 

"  '  God  reward  you,  my  son  ! '  replied  the  old  man,  weeping 
1  seeing  that  I  never  can.' 

"  He  only  bowed  his  head,  and  said  within  himself,  *  Nay 
rather,  God  give  me  grace  still  to  thank  him.' 

"  He  said  to  the  squire,  *  He  has  given  me  so  much,  that  I 
may  surely  give  back  to  him,  even  if  it  be  only  giving  up.' 

"  But  that,  my  little  maid,  is  a  hard  thing  to  give,  — yes,  the 
hardest  of  all.  And  doubtless  the  priest  knew  it,  for  he  only 
said,  '  It  is  by  the  grace  of  God.  ' 

"  I  love  him  for  coming  back,"  said  Miss  Nancy,  sadly  ; 
"  but  I  wished  he  might  have  gone  to  be  a  great  carver.  It 
wasn't  a  wrong  thing  to  want,  was  it?" 
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••  No,  it  was  not  wrong,  my  little  maid.  It  was  good  to  desire 
it,  but  to  so  give  it  up  was  far,  far  better.  And  that  picture 
stayed  a  long  time  before  the  old  man's  eyes,  and  he  dreamed 
over  it.  He  saw  the  carver  go  up  to  the  room  in  the  gable, 
and  look  at  his  work,  and  turn  its  face  to  the  wall,  and  go  out 
again.  He  saw  him  toiling  day  by  day  in  the  workroom  below, 
for  now  it  was  he  who  supported  the  old  carpenter  ;  and  he 
thought  of  him  always  there  in  the  same  place,  until  ten  long 
years  were  past.  Until  one  evening  the  old  carpenter  said, 
4  Now  you  shall  soon  have  your  release.  Come  and  let  me 
bless  you,  my  son.'  And  in  that  night  the  old  carpenter  died.... 

".The  old  man  saw  another  picture.  Now  the  carver  was 
setting  out  at  last  to  seek  his  fortune  in  earnest.  And  the  old 
man  saw  that  the  priest  and  the  squire  walked  with  him  to 
the  highway,  and  bade  him  farewell,  and  stood  to  watch  him 
until  he  had  gone  over  the  brow  of  the  hill,  but  he  did  not 
hear  what  they  said.  '  God  bless  him  ! '  said  the  squire.  '  If  he 
had  gone  ten  years  ago,  he  might  have  been  a  great  man.' 

"He  will  yet  be  a  great  man,'  said  the  priest,  and  mused. 
'  Perchance  in  God's  sight  he  is  already  great.'. 

"  And  they  went  home,  and  thought  of  him  when  the  eve- 
ning fell.  But  sunrise  came,  and  sunset,  and  moon  followed 
moon,  and  summer  and  winter  went  by,  and  so  the  years 
passed. 

"  But  the  old  mm  saw  the  carver  go  out  into  the  world  to 
seek  his  fortune,  and  saw  him  find  it,  for  it  was  to  work  with 
all  his  heart,  as  a  man  should  work  ;  and  he  went  here  and 
there,  and  many  things  befell  him." 

"  And  did  he  come  to  be  a  great  carver  ? "  said  Miss 
Nancy. 

"  He  did,  my  little  maid,  though  success,  as  we  account  it 
only  came  to  him  late  in  life  ;  and  men  said  he  had  begun  too 
late.  Not  so  ;  he  had  waited  for  God's  time  with  a  noble  patience. 
I  )id  he  value  the  success  when  he  did  come,  as  he  would 
have  done  when  he  was  young?  Ah,  that  I  cannot  tell  ;  but  in 
his  day  he  was  a  carver,  as  some  say,  never  equalled,  and  as  all 
say,  never  surpassed,  though  perhaps  it  was  only  after  his 
death  that  men  came  fully  to  this  uuderstanding.  And  at  last 
he  would  stay  there  no  longer  to  work  in  cities,  for  he  had 
through  all  this  latter  part  of  his  life  an  exceeding  great  long- 
ing to  see  the  green  forest  once  more,  and,  if  it  might  be,  to 
lie  down  under  the  shadow  of  the  church." 
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"  He  must  have  grown  old,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Miss  Nancy, 
wistfully.  "  But  generally  in  tales  the  people  who  seek  their 
fortune  find  it  before  they  grow  old." 

"  Yes,  he  had  grown  old,"  said  the  rector.  "  That  is,  as  we 
count  years.  But  one  is  fashioned  after  this  manner,  and  ano- 
ther after  that,  and  thanks  be  to  the  good  Fashioner  of  all 
there  are  some  who  never  grow  old.  And  so  at  last  the  carver 
set  his  face  homeward  along  the  old  highway,  and  began  to 
bring  his  adventures  to  an  end.  .  .  . 

"  The  old  man  saw  another  picture.  He  saw  the  carver  walk- 
ing with  the  old  priest  and  the  squire  through  the  long  grass 
of  the  meadows  to  the  house  by  the  church.  They  found  only 
a  habitation  for  owls  and  bats  ;  but  the  carver  bought  the  house 
and  rebuilt  it.  He  went  up  to  the  room  in  the  gable,  and 
found  the  half-finished  panel,  gray  with  dust  and  cobwebs,  still 
turned  with  its  face  to  the  wall,  as  he  had  left  it  so  many  years 
ago.  He  said,  'This  was  begun  at  the  entering  of  my  life,  for 
the  love  of  the  beautiful  earth  beneath  ;  it  shall  be  finished  at 
the  close,  for  the  love  of  the  fairer  heaven  above.' 

"  And  so  he  began  the  famous  twelve  apostle  panels,as  all 
men  said,  his  best  work,  and,  as  he  said,  his  dearest.  It  was 
also  his  last ;  for  the  time  began  to  draw  near  when  he  should 
bring  his  steadfast  life  to  a  good  ending.  .  .  . 

"  And  so  the  old  carver  awoke  from  his  dreams,  and  thought 
upon  his  life,  and  gave  God  thanks  for  it 

"  A  shadow  fell  through  the  doorway.  It  was  the  aged  priest 
and  the  squire,  who  came  to  sit  with  him,  ai  they  so  often  did 
in  the  evening. 

"  'Is  the  work  finished  ? '  said  the  priest. 

"  'Almost,'  he  answered  '  this  evening  it  will  be  finished,' 

"  And  so  the  three  old  men  sat  at  the  open  window,  and 
talked  of  what  had  been  in  the  old  time  and  of  what  might  be 
when  time  should  be  no  more.  And  suddenly  the  carver  raised 
his  head  from  his  work,  and  said,  '  I  go  first.  Last  night  I 
dreamed  of  a  fair  stream,' 

"  And  they  were  silent,  knowing  to  dream  of  a  fair  stream  is 
a  sign  of  coming  death.' 

"  The  priest  said,  '  Was  that  a  happy  dream  ?  ' 

"  The  carver  answered,  '  I  walked  upon  the  brink  of  the 
stream,  a  stream  all  peaceful,  flowing  full  between  green  reeds. 

To  be  continued. 
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The  Guardian  Angel. 


Dear  angel,  ever  at  my  side, 

How  loving  thou  must  be 

To  leave  thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 

A  guilty  wretch  like  me  ! 

Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face 
I  see  not  though  so  near  ; 
The  sweetness  of  thy  soft  low  voice 
I  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 

But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts 
Fighting  with  sin  for  me  ; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,|I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 

And  when,  dear  spirit,  I  kneel  down 
Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 
Which  tells  me  thou  art  there. 

Yes  !  when  I  pray,  thou  prayest  too — 
Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me  ! 
But  when  I  sleep,  thou  sleepest  not, 
But  watchest  patiently. 

And  thou  in  life's  last  hour  wilt  bring 
A  fresh  supply  of  gra^e, 
And  afterwards  will  let  me  kiss 
Thy  beautiful,  bright  face. 

Ah  me  !  how  lovely  they  must  be 
Whom  God  has  glorified  ; 
Yet  one  of  them,  oh  sweetest  thought  I 
Is  ever  at  my  side. 

Then  for  thy  sake,  dear  angel  !  now 
More  humble  will  I  be  ; 
But  I  am  weak  and  when  I  fall 
Oh  !  weary  not  of  me. 

Oh  !  weary  not,  but  love  me  still, 
For  Mary's  sake,  thy  queen  ; 
She  never  tired  of  me,  though  I 
Her  worst  of  sons  have  been. 

Then  love  me,  love  me  angel  dear  f 
And  I  will  love  thee  more, 
And  help  me  when  my  soul  is  cast 
Upon  the  eternal  shore. 
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A  New  Book. 


The  Bible  for  the  Sick.— From  the  French  of  Frederic 
Ozanam.  By  Rev.  Father  Joseph  Bruaeau,  of  St.  Joseph 
Seminary,  Dunwoodie,  N.Y. 

The  New  York  Christian  Press  Association  Company  has  just 
published  a  translation  of  the  volume  known  in  France  as  "  Le 
Livre  des  Malades,"  written  by  the  late  Frederic  Ozanam,  a  well 
known  Catholic  author  of  this  century.  It  is  a  well  printed 
little  book  of  about  127  pages,  which  deserves  to  meet  with  wide 
appreciation. 

Ozanam  was  a  profound  student  of  the  Bible.  In  the  word  of 
God  he  found  wisdom  and  consolation,  and  not  content  with  read- 
ing, he  made  copious  notes.  After  his  death  his  wife  arranged 
those  notes  and  had  them  published  in  bookform.  It  is  a  collec- 
tion of  passages  from  the  different  parts  of  the  New  and  Old  Testa- 
ment, which  are  specially  suited  to  inspire  the  sick  with  patience, 
steadfastness  and  trust  in  the  Divine  mercy. 

The  book  is  divided  in  four  parts  bearing  the  following  titles  : 

I.  The  foundation  of  faith  and  hope. 

II.  The  sick  in  the  Old  Testament 

III.  Counsels,  sentiments  of  piety,  prayers. 

IV.  The  sick  in  the  New  Testament. 

Under  these  titles  are  to  be  found  consoling  words  that  will  an- 
swer all  moral  needs  of  the  sick  and  help  them  to  suffer  their  mis- 
fortunes with  fortitude  and  hope. 

In  the  first  part,  the  origin  of  suffering  is  explained.  The  divine 
complaint,  the  Passion  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  his  death,  are 
amongst  the  best  quotations.  Extensive  notes  are  borrowed  from 
Job's  misfortunes,  from  his  complaints,  his  hopes  and  his  cure. 
How  to  accept  trials  sent  by  God,  sentiments  of  contrition,  trust 
in  God.  During  convalescence  are  chapters  that  contain  noble 
thoughts  which  bring  comfort  and  strength.  The  book  should  be 
eagerly  read,  not  only  by  those  suffering  physical  diseases,  but  by 
all  those  mentally  ill-fated  as  well. 


Th^  T^our  Great  Doctors  of  th<? 
Proclaiming  the  Mervels  of  the  Euclnarist. 


Jesus  offering  His  Sacred  Heart  to  the  World. 

From  a  painting  by  Lafon. 
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Communion,  the  Law  of  Love. 


PKXE  KVMARD. 


I  will  write  my  law  in 
the  midst  of  their  hearts. 
JEREM.  xxxi.  33. 

Ihihn  le^fHi  ineaiii  in  -•isccn'- 
f>us  eo/ti'n,  t't  in  I'/iiifr-  corn HI 
xcri/>a»t  eain. 

-OT  only  does  Holy  Communion  enlighten  our  minds 
by  its  special  grace,  and  reveal  to  us  by  intuition 
rather  than  by  reasoning  what  Our  Lord  really  is, 
but  it  is  to  our  hearts  the  revelation  of  the  Law  of 
love.  The  Eucharist  is  par  excellence  the  Sacra- 
ment of  God's  Love. 

The  other  sacraments  are  indeed  testimonies  of  His 
love  for  us,  but  they  are  the  gifts  of  Love,  while  the 
Eucharist  is  the  Giver  Himself,  God,  above  all  His  gifts. 
It  is  therefore  in  Communion  above  all  that  we  learn  the 
Law  of  Love  that  our  Saviour  came  upon  earth  to  reveal. 
It  is  there  that  we  receive  the  grace  to  love  and  there 
that  we  find  most  of  all  the  exercise  and  the  virtue  of 
love. 


I. 


But,  first  of  all,  what  is  love?  It  is  the  gift.  Hence 
is  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  proceeds  from  the  Holy  Tri- 
nity as  Love,  is  called  "  the  Gift." 

How  do  we  recognize  love?     By  its  gifts. 


21 
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Let  us  consider  what  Our  Lord  gives  us  in  the  Eucha- 
rist. All  His  graces  and  gifts  are  intended  for  us,  but 
He  gives  us  more  still,  Himself,  the  source  of  every  gift. 
By  Communion  we  participate  in  the  merits  of  His  whole 
life,  therefore  we  must  acknowledge  God's  love  for  us  by 
the  perfection  and  completeness  of  the  gift. 

How  did  you  first  begin  to  love  your  mother  ?  There 
was  within  you  an  instinct,  a  germ  of  love  for  her,  but  it 
slept  and  gave  no  sign  of  life.  The  love  of  your  mother 
for  you  awoke  this  love  in  your  heart.  She  loved  you, 
suffered  for  you,  nourished  you  with  her  own  substance, 
and  by  these  generous  gifts  you  found  out  how  much 
your  mother  loved  you. 

Our  Lord,  therefore,  giving  Himself  entirely  to  the 
soul,  and  to  your  soul  in  particular,  proves  unquestion- 
ably that  He  loves  you  personally  in  an  infinite  degree. 
He  dwells  in  the  Eucharist  for  you  alone.  Others  enjoy 
His  Presence  also,  it  is  true,  as  they  enjoy  the  sun  that 
shines  upon  all.  but  that  does  not  prevent  you  from  bask- 
ing in  its  beneficial  rays.  Oh,  how  evidently  does  Com- 
munion manifest  the  Law  of  Love  written  in  our  hearts 
by  God  Himself  !  He  said  in  days  of  old  :  "I  will  no 
longer  write  my  law  on  tables  of  stone,  but  in  your  hearts, 
in  characters  of  fire  !" 

How  true  it  is  that  he  who  knows  not  Communion 
knows  not  God's  love  !  He  may  at  most  feel  some  of  its 
efftcts,  as  the  beggar  knows  the  liberality  of  the  rich 
man  by  the  few  pieces  of  money  that  are  pressed  into  his 
hand. 

In  Communion,  however,  the  soul  sees  itself  loved  by 
all  God's  power  of  loving.  If,  therefore,  you  would  truly 
know  God's  love  for  you,  receive  Communion  and  thus 
consider  yourself.  You  will  need  no  further  proof. 

II. 

Communion  gives  us  the  grace  to  love  in  return.  To 
love  our  Lord  with  a  love  of  friendship,  there  is  needed  a 
special  grace.  Jesus,  coming  to  us,  brings  us  the  grace 
to  love,  while  at  the  same  time  He  gives  us  as  the  object 
of  that  love,  Himself.  Our  Saviour  did  not  ask  His  dis- 
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ciples  to  love  Him  as  He  loved  them,  before  the  Last 
Supper.  He  did  not  yet  say  to  them,  "  Abide  in  my  love." 
It  was  too  strong  a  word  for  such  timid  souls,  they  would 
not  have  understood  Him.  But  after  the  Last  Supper, 
He  said  to  them  no  longer,  "  Love  God,  love  your  neigh- 
bor ;"  but  "  Lore  me  as  you?'  Br  other ,  your  Ft  tend,  with 
that  may  be  vonr  life  and  the  law  of  your  life ," 
Non  jam  dicam  vos  servos  sed  amicos  meos. 

If  you  do  not  receive  Communion,  therefore,  you  may 
love  our  Lord  as  your  Creator,  your  Redeemer,  your 
Benefactor,  but  you  will  never  know  and  love  Him  as 
your  Friend.  Friendship  is  based  upon  union  or  a  cer- 
tain equality,  and  these  relations  with  God  are  found  only 
in  the  Eucharist.  Who  would  dare  to  think  himself  the 
friend  of  God,  and  deserving  of  His  intimate  affection  ? 
The  servant  who  would  treat  his  master  as  a  friend  would 
insult  him,  unless  the  master  had  first  given  him  the 
right  to  do  so.  But  when  God  comes  Himself  to  sit  at 
our  fireside,  when  he  is  come  to  cement  with  us  a  union, 
a  partnership  in  life,  in  goods,  in  merits,  thus  making 
the  first  advances,  I  may  have  the  right  to  call  Him  my 
Friend.  Hence  the  words  of  Our  Lord  to  His  disciples 
after  the  Last  Supper  :  "  I  call  you  no  longer  servants." 
What  then  dost  thou  call  them,  Lord  ?  Glory  of  God, 
Strength  of  God,  Remedy  of  God,  as  the  Archangels? 
No,  more  than  all  these  titles,  great  as  they  are,  "  I  have 
called  you  friends.  You  are  my  ft  lends,  because  all 
that  I  have  received  from  God,  I  have  given  to  you.  You 
are  my  friends,  because  to  you  have  I  confided  my  royal 
seal." 

He  goes  farther  still  ;  He  appears  to  Magdalen  and 
says  to  her,  "Go  and  tell  my  brethren  what  you  have 
seen."  What!  His  brethren  f  Can  He  do  more?  And 
yet  the  apostles  have  only  received  Communion  once  ! 
What  then  of  those  who  like  us  have  received  Him  so 
often  !  Who  now  will  fear  to  love  our  Lord  with  the 
most  tender  affection  ?  Tremble  if  you  will  before  Com- 
munion, remembering  what  you  are  and  whom  He  is  that 
you  are  about  to  receive.  It  is  well,  you  have  still  need 
of  his  mercy. 

But  after  Communion  rejoice  only,  there  is  no  more 
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room  for  fear.  Even  humility  should  give  place  to  joy. 
What  joy  does  not  Zacchseus  display  when  our  Lord  ac- 
cepts his  hospitality  !  But  see  also  how  this  visit  sets 
him  on  fire,  he  is  ready  to  sacrifice  all  he  has,  to  repair 
his  wrongs  ten  times  over  !  The  oftener  you  receive  Com- 
munion, the  more  will  your  love  increase  and  the  more 
will  your  heart  become  enlarged.  Your  love  will  become 
more  ardent  and  more  tender  in  proportion  as  its  source 
become  more  intense.  It  is  Jesus  who  comes  Himself  to 
enkindle  the  fire.  This  flame  He  will  nourish  and  add 
fuel  to  it  by  His  frequent  visits  until  it  expands  into  a 
consuming  fire.  He  is  the  burning  coal  that  ignites  us  : 
Carbo  qui  nos  inflammat.  And  the  fire  He  has  enkindled 
will  never  be  extinguished  unless  we  ourselves  will  it, 
because  its  nucleus  is  not  self,  but  Jesus  Christ  Himself, 
who  gives  it  force  and  action.  Do  not,  therefore,  smother 
this  flame  voluntarily  by  the  stubble  of  wilful  sin,  and  it 
will  burn  forever. 

O  ye,  poor  Christian  souls,  who  receive  Communion 
but  once  a  year  !  what  do  you  expect  from  that  ?  Your 
little  flame  is  but  feeble,  and  it  will  die  out  if  it  be  not 
brought  more  frequently  to  the  Furnace  of  Charity.  Will 
a  fire  burn  if  you  give  it  no  fuel  ? 


III. 


Communion  also  exercises  us  in  the  virtue  of  love,  and 
pure  and  perfect  love  finds  its  exercise  in  Communion 
alone.  A  fire  that  has  no  room  for  expansion  will  soon 
go  out-  Thus  our  Lord  desiring  to  be  loved  by  us  and 
seeing  us  so  incapable  of  loving  Him  as  we  should,  puts 
His  own  love  into  our  heart,  or  rather  loves  Himself  for 
us.  Thus  we  work  upon  a  divine  object.  There  is  no 
passage  or  transition.  We  are  at  once  introduced  to  the 
object  and  the  virtue  of  love.  That  is  why  our  move- 
ments of  love  are  better  and  more  ardent  during  our 
thanksgiving  after  Communion,  because  we  are  nearer  to 
Him  who  forms  them  in  our  hearts.  When  making  your 
thanksgiving  therefore,  expand  your  heart  in  our  Lord 
and  love  Him  tenderly.  Do  not  seek  to  make  acts  of  this 
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or  that  virtue.  Believe  that  our  Lord  is  Present  within 
you,  and  enjoy  His  companionship.  Let  Him  be  the  capi- 
tal of  your  spiritual  investment,  and  your  gains  will  be 
doubled,  because  the  capital  is  doubled.  In  working  with 
and  upon  our  Lord  you  will  gain  a  larger  profit  than  if 
you  sought,  alone,  to  increase  your  virtues  by  multiplied 
acts. 

When  you  receive  our  Lord,  keep  Him  with  you  as  long 
as  possible  by  giving  Him  a  larger  place  in  your  heart. 
To  increase  the  Lord  in  ourselves  to  the  most  perfect  ex- 
ercise of  love.  Penitent  and  suffering  love  is  good  and 
meritorious  doubtless,  but  it  retrenches  the  powers  of  the 
heart  and  overwhelms  it  with  the  vision  of  endless  sacri- 
fices. Here,  on  the  contrary,  the  heart  dilates 
in  the  most  simple  and  entire  expansion.  It  blossoms  as 
a  flower  in  the  sunshine.  The  soul  that  never  receives 
Communion  does  not  understand  this  language.  Let  it 
cast  itself  then  for  a  little  while  into  this  divine  Fire  of 
Communion  and  it  will  learn  to  understand.  It  is  not 
enough  to  believe  in  the  Eucharist,  we  must  act  in  har- 
mony with  the  laws  It  imposes.  It  is  above  all  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Love.  It  is  God's  will  that  we  share  this  love 
and  inspire  it.  Come  to  Jesus  by  affection.  Humble 
yourself,  certainly,  but  let  love,  or  at  least,  the  desire  to 
love,  animate  you.  If  then  we  lavish  our  affection  on 
Jesus,  and  accept  the  love  He  longs  to  lavish  on  us,  we 
shall  know  how  much  love  is  comprehended  in  the  Eucha- 
rist. Let  us  prepare  ourselves,  by  frequent  Communion, 
to  enter  Heaven.  There  we  shall  receive  our  Lord  per- 
petually and  live  in  His  knowledge  and  love.  Let  us  re- 
ceive Communion  well  here  to  be  ready  to  enter  Heaven 
without  trouble.  Communion  frequently  received  with 
the  requisite  dispositions  is  the  certain  pledge  of  eternal 
salvation. 
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CORNELIA 

{From  the  Italian. —  Translated  by  E.  McAuliffe.} 
(Concluded^ 

An  immense  crowd  was  gathered  in  the  Forum,  where 
the  enemies  of  the  gods  were  being  judged.  Many 
Christians  mingled  in  the  crowd  of  plebeians  whom  curi- 
osity drew  hither  ;  the  former  desirous  of  assisting  their 
brethren,  and  of  gathering  their  relics  after  death.  Cor- 
nelia pushed  her  way  through  the  crowd,  guided  by  the 
harsh  voice  of  the  judge,  saying  :  "  Obey  the  edicts  ! 
Sacrifice  to  the  ?ods  !"  A  clear  firm  voice  replied  :  "  I 
obey  one  only  God,  who  has  said,  '  I  am  theResurrec- 
tion  and  the  Life  !  He  who  believeth  in  me,  shall  not 
die  for  ever.'  ' 

Cornelia  recognized  the  voice  of  the  slave,  and  forcing 
a  passage  to  where  she  stood  bound,  exclaimed  :  "  Ifige- 
nia,  do  not  go  to  Heaven  without  me  !"  Then,  address- 
ing the  judge  :  "I,  too,  am  a  Christian,  let  me  die  with 
my  sister."  "  O,  child  of  election,  O  true  servant  of 
Christ  !"  cried  the  martyr,  forgetting  in  her  joy,  the  pain 
of  the  iron  chains  cutting  into  her  flesh  ;  "a  little  moie 
patience,  a  little  more  courage,  Heaven  is  at  hand  !" 

The  judge  looking  severely  at  the  patrician  girl,  asked 
her:  "  Who  are  you?"  "  I  am  a  Christian,"  she  an- 
swered. "  Who  is  your  father  ?"  "  The  God  of  Heaven 
and  earth  !"  "  I  command  you  to  offer  sacrifice  to  the 
gods  of  the  Empire!"  "Never,"  she  replied.  "Lead 
her  to  prison,  and  we  shall  see,"  said  the  DafHed  judge  ; 
and  for  the  slave,  to  the  funeral  pile  with  her.  "  But  first 
tear  out  her  insolent  tongue  !  see  that  you  carry  out  the 
sentence,  lictors  !  " 

In  the  prison  where  the  Christians  were  awaiting  the 
sentence  which  would  open  for  them  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
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they  were  singing  in  chorus  the  sublime  canticle  of  the 
Magnificat.  The  sweet  music  of  their  voices  echoed 
through  the  damp  and  gloomy  vaults,  when  it  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  sound  of  the  key  turning  in  the  lock,  and 
like  a  ray  of  light  appeared  a  young  girl  in  white  gar- 
ments, who  reminded  them  of  the  angel  who  came  to  de- 
liver St.  Peter.  But  it  was  not  an  angel,  only  a  new 
prisoner,  who  as  she  entered,  cast  around  a  timid  glance, 
asking  :  "Am  I  among  Christians?"  At  sound  of  the 
sweet  youthful  voice,  a  woman  rushed  forward  from  the 
crowd  of  prisoners,  and  clasping  her  arms  around  the  new 
comer  exclaimed  in  broken  accents:  "Cornelia!  my 
child!  is  it  really  you?  You  here,  and  a  Christian?" 
"  Oh  !  Madrc  mia,  the  God  of  the  Christians  is  omnipo- 
tent, He  has  re-united  us  !"  "  You  are  then  a  Christian, 
my  precious  one?"  said  Virginia.  "I  confessed  Christ 
before  the  tribunal,  but  am  not  yet  baptized,"  she  replied. 

No  words  could  describe  the  feelings  of  mother  and 
child  at  this  moment,  so  mingled  with  joy  and  sorrow. 
They  were  re-united,  but  on  the  eve  of  the  parting  of 
death  !  They  found  each  other  Christians,  on  the  eve  of 
immortality,  where  "  death  shall  be  no  more." 

Virginia  presented  her  child  to  her  sisters  in  captivity, 
for  whose  spiritual  welfare  they  had  all  aided  her  to  pray, 
then  withdrawing  a  little  from  the  rest,  they  sat  down 
hand  in  hand,  to  tell  each  other  the  singular  events  which 
terminated  so  happily.  With  tears  of  humble  gratitude 
Virginia  learned  that  it  was  a  poor  unlearned  slave  who 
led  her  daughter  to  the  paths  of  truth.  "Forme,  she 
said,  I  was  instructed  in  the  sacred  mysteries  by  a  noble 
giovannettd  (young  girl).  Torn  from  thee,  my  dearest, 
sorrow  took  possession  of  me  in  its  darkest  form,  nothing 
could  console  me,  the  world  was  a  desert  ;  the  unpitying 
gods  have  no  balm  for  wounded  hearts.  In  Partheuope 
I  met  the  young  Susanna,  a  near  relation  of  our  Emperor  ; 
she  quickly  saw  my  grief  and  tried  to  comfort  me  ;  she 
mingled  her  tears  with  mine.  Little  by  little  she  led  me 
on  to  the  knowledge  of  the  God  of  consolation,  who 
alone  can  heal  all  our  ills.  My  heart  like  a  thirsty  soil, 
eagerly  drank  in  the  refreshing  doctrines  of  Christianity  ; 
I  was  baptized  by  Caius,  uncle  of  the  pious  virgin,  and 
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vicar  of  Christ  on  ear:h.  New  persecutions  broke  out  ; 
Susanna  left  Parthenope  for  Rome,  I  came  with  her, 
hoping  to  reach  you  and  bring  you  into  the  church,  but 
all  my  efforts  to  see  you  were  vain .  I  could  only  weep 
and  pray  ;  Susanna  prayed  and  wept  with  me.  This  in- 
trepid virgin  converted  her  whole  family.  United  by 
sacred  vows  to  Him  who  feedeth  among  the  lilies,  she 
claimed  her  faith  openly,  longing  for  martyrdom.  Threats 
and  caresses  were  equally  powerless  to  move  her  ;  she 
rendered  her  life  for  the  love  of  her  Heavenly  bride- 
groom !" 

After  relating  the  story  of  her  conversion,  Virginia 
told  her  daughter  that  a  priest  was  coming  to  the  prison 
that  evening  to  prepare  the  Christians,  and  administer 
the  sacraments  to  all  ;  and  that  she  should  receive  Bap- 
tism at  his  hands.  This  hope  and  expectation  filled  Cor- 
nelia with  the  purest  joy,  she  lifted  up  her  heart  in  prayer 
for  strength,  well  knowing  that  the  Baptism  of  water 
would  be  quickly  followed  by  that  of  blood. 

When  it  was  night  one  of  the  jailors,  who  was  secretly 
a  Christian,  admitted  an  aged  priest,  who  entered  with 
the  salutation  :  "  Peace  be  with  you."  Virginia  brought 
forward  her  new  neophyte,  and  in  a  few  words  gave  him 
an  account  of  her  conversion.  "  Ah,  ray  child,  he  said, 
I  knew  Ifigenia,  she  is  worthy  to  take  her  place  with  con- 
fessors and  martyrs  ;  bless  God  for  having  given  you 
such  an  instructor.  Her  preparation  is  sufficient ;  after 
Baptism  you  shall  receive  the  bread  of  life  ;  to-morrow 
perhaps,  you  will  follow  Ifigenia."  Then  addressing  all, 
he  continued:  "Sisters  in  Christ,  I  have  brought  you 
the  bread  that  fortifies  ;  to-morrow  you  will  be  called  on 
to  testify  the  Faith  that  is  in  you  !"  One  asked  :  "  Are 
we  condemned,  Father?"  "All  the  Christians,  in  all 
the  Roman  prisons  are  to  die  to-morrow!"  replied  the 
priest,  in  accents  blended  of  sorrow  and  of  joy.  Servants 
of  Christ,  pray,  pray  for  all  our  brethren  in  the  Faith, 
that  not  one  ma)7  turn  back,  when  Heaven  is  so  near. 
Let  us  pray  now  for  our  catechumen." 

The  pious  assembly  fell  on  their  knees  in  silent  prayer. 
Cornelia  confessed  her  belief  in  one  God,  in  three  per- 
sons, renounced  the  devil,  the  world  and  the  flesh,  and 
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with  seraphic  fervor  received  on  her  head  the  purifying 
stream  which  cancels  original  sin,  and  opens  the  portals 
of  Heaven.  Destined  for  to-morro\v's  sacrifice,  she  re- 
ceived with  her  mother,  and  all  the  Christians  pre.sent, 
the  divine  sacrament  which  gave  so  often  the  courage  of 
lions  to  timid  maidens,  and  inebriated  the  Christians  with 
joy  in  the  midst  of  torments. 

The  newly  baptized  tasted  a  happiness  which  \vas  not 
of  this  world.  How  sweet  to  her  seemed  the  hope  of 
immediate  martyrdom,  and  how  dreadful  by  contrast, 
appeared  this  life,  so  beset  by  temptations  and  dangers  ! 
With  all  her  heart  she  blessed  the  merciful  God,  who 
called  her  so  early  to  her  reward. 

The  night  was  passed  in  prayers  and  canticles,  and  the 
dark  prison  was  illumined  by  rays  of  the  purest  joy. 

The  following  day  was  one  of  great  rejoicing  to  pagan 
Rome.  All  the  places  of  public  amusement  were  thrown 
open  to  celebrate  the  general  massacre  of  the  Christians  : 

"  Butchered  to  make  a  Roman  holiday." 

They  were  subjected  to  every  species  of  torture  and 
indignity  ;  when  the  wild  beasts  in  the  amphitheatre  were 
gorged,  a  number  of  w7omen  with  large  stones  hung  about 
their  necks,  were  driven  by  the  lictors  to  the  riverside, 
and  pushed  into  the  Tiber.  In  the  silence  of  the  night 
the  Christians  came  to  gather  the  bodies  which  the  tide 
cast  on  the  shore,  among  them  were  found  t\vo,  a  matron 
and  a  girl,  clasped  in  an  embrace  that  even  death  forbore 
to  part.  On  the  smiling  lips  of  the  latter  was  an  expres- 
sion of  indescribable  peace  and  joy,  she  looked  as  though 
in  a  calm  and  tranquil  sleep. 

"  Omnes  sancti  Marlyres,  Orate  pro  nobis." 
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Letters  from  a  Debutante. 


Washington  Square. 
MY  DEAR  EUGENIE, 

After  my  sojourn  in  the  country,  I  am  rejoiced  to  be 
back  in  town.  I  am  reveling  in  the  Fall  fashions — of 
which  the  shops  are  full — You  should  hasten  home. 

What  can  be  detaining  you  in  the  French  Capital? 
Hateful  thought  ;  it  must  be  some  insignificant  little 
French  count,  with  a  waxed  mustache,  and  a  monocle, 
who  pays  you  compliments  all  day  long.  Oh,  Eugenie, 
beware  ! 

I  have  declined  cousin  Flo's  invitation  to  Sansouci 
Cottage  for  the  hunting  season,  as  I've  had  enough  of 
social  life  for  the  present,  and  sadly  need  a  rest.  Heaven 
deliver  me  from  a  life  of  endless  pleasure  ;  with  its  latter 
years  spent  in  a  fruitless  endeavor  to  elude  old  Father 
Time.  Why  should  people  fear  old  age  ;  it  is  so  beauti- 
ful to  see  them  calmly  advancing  by  the  side  of  the  Old 
Man  with  the  scythe,  but  I  suppose  in  a  frivolous  life  the 
years  are  weighed  in  the  balance  and  found  wanting. 

Charlotte  writes  me  that  she  has  already  begun  to  suf- 
fer for  the  faith.  Her  governess,  that  benevolent  Madame 
Biblot,  seeks  daily  to  show  her  the  folly  of  her  ways.  It 
seems  that  after  lessons,  the  instructress  almost  regularly 
attacks  the  Church,  its  priesthood,  its  sacraments  and  its 
ceremonies.  In  vain  does  her  pupil  avoid  the  subject  ; 
the  most  remote  and  thrilling  remark  serves  to  introduce 
it.  I  wrote  Charlotte  to  have  patience  ;  to  show  consid- 
eration and  charity  (it  is  so  easy  to  give  advice.)  Madame 
B.,  though  a  good  teacher,  is  of  a  somewhat  intense 
nature,  and  consequently  often  unjust  and  overbearing. 
I  cautioned  the  child  to  be  prepared  for  the  onslaughts  ; 
to  defend  her  belief  in  an  amiable,  quiet  manner;  and 
never,  on  any  account,  permit  the  old  lady  to  get  the  best 
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of  an  argument ;  for  everything  in  the  Catholic  religion 
can  be  reasonably  justified.  She,  (the  chere  Madame)  is 
especially  fierce  against  the  priesthood  and  the  ceremo- 
nies of  our  church  ;  so  I  told  Charlotte  to  inform  her, 
that  as  expounders  of  the  civil  laws  were  necessary ;  so 
also  must  there  be  expounders  and  teachers  of  the  moral 
and  spiritual  laws  ;  and  that  if  our  shepherds  were  all  so 
bad  and  corrupt,  the  flock  could  not  have  survived  for  so 
many  hundreds  of  years,  but  would  have,  ere  this,  dis- 
persed and  disappeared.  As  to  the  ceremonies,  I  coun- 
seled her  to  explain  that  they  were  not  idle  show  and 
glitter,  but  were  intended  as  the  external  homage  and 
honor  paid  to  the  King,  Who,  we  believe,  resides  on  our 
altars  ;  for  our  religion  is  founded  on  faith  in  God  and 
His  power ;  and  not  on  the  reasoning  capacity,  or  various 
opinions  of  ostensibly  logical  creatures. 

As  Charlotte  is  naturally  sweet  and  amiable,  and  does 
not  readily  lose  her  temper  or  prolong  an  argument,  I 
think  all  will  be  well. 

During  my  last  visit  to  Charlotte,  we  had  a  discussion 
one  afternoon  on  the  subject  of  perfection. 

"  I  read  the  other  day,  Jeanne,"  said  she,  "  the  opin- 
ion of  a  scientist,  who  thought  that  society  would  be  on 
a  perfect  basis,  when  each  man  worked  for  the  good  of 
the  greater  number,  or  became  unselfish  and  broad- 
minded." 

' '  And  how  did  he  propose  to  bring  about  this  happy 
state?"  I  asked  curiously. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  replied,  ""he  did  not  explain  ; 
but  I  suppose  he  would  seek  to  convince  the  people  that 
to  act  unselfishly  would  redound  to  their  own  material 
interest." 

"  Oh  !"  I  exclaimed,  "but  that  would  be  offering  a 
selfish  motive  for  disinterested  actions,  and  the  people 
would  continue  egotistical.  Do  you  notice  the  fallacy  of 
such  an  idea  ?  Of  course  it  is  to  be  understood  that  we 
all  possess  instincts  of  selfishness,  and  the  individual 
wholly  devoid  of  them  is  really  but  a  simpleton.  God, 
who  comprehends  our  nature  and  knows  how  to  elevate 
them  has  sent  us  a  religion  which  also  teaches  that  per- 
fection is  unselfishness  and  the  desire  to  serve  others,  and 
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offers  us  a  spiritual  incentive  for  seeking  it  ;  an  incentive 
which  if  personal,  is  not  selfish  in  the  true  sens 2  of  the 
word,  as  it  proffers  us  no  material  gain,  and  is  founded 
chiefly  on  the  commandment  to  love  God,  while  the  fear 
of  Hell  and  punishment,  as  taught  by  Christ,  is  a  neces- 
sary stimulus  which  the  just  God  offers  to  our  often 
ignoble  natures.  Christ  bade  us  '  lay  up  treasure  in 
Heaven,  to  be  anxious  for  our  own  luture  welfare,  and 
he  was  the  most  marvelous  example  of  unselfishness. 
Search  as  you  will,  you  can  never  find  outside  of  religion 
a  lofty  and  pure,  though  personal  motive  for  disinter- 
ested action." 

"Why,  Jeanne,"  she  insisted,  "the  irreligious,  but 
sincere  philanthropist  who  strives  to  alleviate  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  poor,  is  surely  actuated  by  pure  motives?" 

"  Apparently  so,"  said  I,  "  but  really  he  is  unconsci- 
ously seeking  to  satisfy  his  own  sense  of  humanity  and 
generosity,  and  thus  to  gratify  himself." 

"Oh  !  Jeanne,"  laughed  Charlotte,  "I  have  no  more 
to  say  ;  I  award  you  the  palm." 

Gossip  is  whispering  many  charming  things  about  you, 
Eugenie,  that  you  are  known  in  Paris  as  "La  Belle 
Americaine,"  that  your  gowns  are  marvels  of  loveliness, 
and  your  manners  simply  bewitching.  They  picture  you 
as  a  heartless  coquette,  but  I  ^cannot  believe  you  are 
such,  for  in  my  mind  I  see  your  sweet,  serious,  brown 
eyes,  and  I  know  that  those  gentle  orbs  are  the  windows 
of  a  tender,  womanly  soul.  Thus  practically  I  close  this 
letter  with  my  best  regards  to  you. 

Affectionately, 

JEANNE. 
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The  Sanctuary  Lamp. 


KATHLEEN  EILEEN  BARRY. 

I. 

URING  the  summer  months  Tramore  is  thronged 
with  visitors  who  deem  it  the  most  delightful 
watering-place  in  the  South  of  Ireland.  But 
at  this  late  hour  it  looked  like  a  deserted  village. 
The  only  living  thing  in  sight  was  a  lean  cat 
whose  plaintive  "  miaow  "  woke  the  echoes  in  Strand 
Street. 

At  the  foot  of  this  street  was  an  open  space  on  which 
a  tent  gleamed  white  in  the  moonlight.  From  beneath 
the  canvas  was  heard  occasionally  the  roar  of  animals 
disturbed  by  the  bustle  incident  to  stowing  the  circus  pa- 
raphernalia into  caravans.  But  it  was  not  the  captive 
beasts  alone  whose  repose  was  broken  in  upon  to-night. 
There  was  hardly  a  boy  or  girl  in  the  town  who  enjoyed 
the  sound  sleep  which  is  the  prerogative  of  youth. 

For  a  long  time  they  had  been  looking  forward  to  the 
annual  visit  of  "  Clarke's  World-Renowned,  Stupendous, 
And  Highly-Entertaining  Circus",   (vide  the  hand-bills), 
and  now  that  the  great  event  had  actually  taken  place  the 
memory  of  it  haunted  their  dreams. 

First  of  all  there  had  been  the  parade,  described  by  the 
advertising  agent  as  "  A  Glittering,  Grand,  And  Gor- 
livotis  Pageant.  "  It  had  moved  through  the  streets  in 
slow  procession  between  rows  of  eager  spectators.  There 
were  cream-white  horses  and  piebald  ponies  curvetting 
under  the  touch  of  their  riders  ;  band-wagons  and  cha- 
riots galore;  grinning  clowns,  and  a  choice  collection  of 
animals,  wild  and  tame.  At  the  rear  walked  four  Turks, 
in  the  garb  of  acrobats,  who  somersaulted  and  formed 
living  pyramids  whenever  the  parade  halted.  Then  there 
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were  the  two  performances,  in  the  afternoon  and 
evening,  which  excited  the  admiration  of  the  young  Tra- 
morians. 

But  it  was  all  over  now,  and  before  daybreak  the  circus 
would  be  en  route  to  the  next  town. 

The  manager  had  given  various  instructions  which 
were  being  rapidly  carried  out.  The  ringmaster  had  laid 
aside  his  dignity  with  his  frock-coat  and  was  grooming 
the  horses.  The  women-riders  had  doffed  their  tinselled 
raiment  and  were  preparing  supper  for  their  families. 
Some  of  the  men  who  had  done  difficult  and  dangerous 
work  were  ordered  to  take  an  hour's  rest. 

Amongst  the  latter  were  the  Turkish  acrobats,  but  al- 
though they  entered  the  caravan  which  they  shared  in 
common,  they  did  not  lie  down.  Instead,  they  took  from 
a  secret  receptable  a  carefully-executed  drawing  of  the 
Tramore  Convent.  They  held  a  whispered  consultation 
over  it,  then  muffled  themselves  in  cloaks,  seized  a  couple 
of  small  lanterns,  and  crept  away  unperceived. 

Swiftly  and  stealthily  they  went  through  the  sleeping 
village,  never  pausing  until  they  reached  the  hill  on 
which  the  Convent  stood.  They  scaled  the  high  wall 
surrounding  the  grounds  and  dropped  from  the  stone 
coping  to  the  lawn  beneath,  then  skirted  the  avenue  lea- 
ding to  the  front  door,  and  moved  cautiously  to  the  rear 
of  the  building. 

The  moon  was  hidden  behind  a  cloud,  and  darkness 
and  silence  reigned  supreme.  This  was  just  what  they 
desired,  for  the  sable  cloak  of  night  would  cover  their 
nefarious  work,  and  the  stillness  brought  an  assurance 
that  they  would  not  be  interrupted. 

They  found  that  an  entrance  could  not  be  effected 
through  the  windows  on  the  ground  floor,  all  of  which 
were  securely  barred.  But  a  sudden  glimmer  of  moon- 
light revealed  an  open  casement  set  in  an  angle  of  the 
wall  about  eighteen  feet  above  the  balcony.  Dropping 
their  cloaks  they  climbed  upon  this  balcony.  Three  of 
them  then  formed  a  human  ladder  up  which  the  fourth 
ran  with  cat-like  agility,  and  with  a  bound  landed  on  the 
window-ledge.  In  a  trice  one  of  his  companions  crou- 
ched beside  him.  Together  they  peered  into  the  room 
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below,  their  eyes  glinting  covetuously  as  sight  of  a  light 
which  like  a  fiery  star  hung  midway  between  ceiling  and 
floor.  In  another  moment  they  had  disappeared  through 
the  window,  leaving  their  two  accomplices  on  guard  out- 
side. 


II. 

Tramore  was  justly  proud  of  its  Convent,  the  "  Star 
of  the  Sea.  "  The  building,  from  an  architectural  stand- 
point, was  perfect  in  every  detail,  and  the  beauty  of  the 
interior,  particularly  the  chapel,  had  made  it  famous 
throughout  the  Emerald  Isle.  The  altar,  of  Parian  mar- 
ble and  onyx,  was  a  fitting  throne  for  a  King.  The  lamp 
that  hung  before  it  was  said  to  be  an  antique  of  great  va- 
lue. It  was  of  Etruscan  gold,  exquisitely  wrought,  and 
shaped  like  a  pear.  The  flame  that  burned  perpetually 
within  it  reflected  the  blood-red  hue  of  rubies  embedded 
in  its  sides.  It  had  been  presented  to  the  Sisters  of  Cha- 
rity by  an  artist  \vho  purchased  it  during  his  travels  in 
foreign  countries.  Since  it  had  come  into  their  posses- 
sion  more  than  one  collector  of  curious  had  offered  the 
Superioress  large  sums  for  it.  This  very  day  a  London 
connoisseur  had  called  and  begged  permission  to  exa- 
mine it.  But  his  request  could  not  be  granted  as  at  the 
time  of  his  visit  an  impressive  ceremony  was  taking  place 
in  the  chapel. 

This  was  no  less  than  the  reception  into  the  Commu- 
nity of  an  eighteen-year  old  girl  who  from  childhood  had 
desired  to  consecrate  herself  to  God. 

Sister  Concepta,  as  she  would  henceforth  be  called, 
\\as  universally  beloved.  Her  nature  was  sweet  and 
gentle  in  the  extreme.  In  a  spiritual  sense  she  was  as 
nearly  flawless  as  it  is  possible  to  be,  but  physically  spea- 
king she  had  one  defect,  amounting  to  an  idiosyncracy, 
namely,  a  lack  of  courage.  She  was  afraid  of  the  dark- 
ness ;  shrank  from  strangers  with  the  timidity  of  a  child  ; 
and  any  unusual  sight  or  sound  made  her  tremble  like  a 
rose  beneath  wintery  blasts. 

Just  now  she  was  praying  earnestly.     Since  entering 
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her  room  at  10  p.  m.,  she  had  been  on  her  knees.  She 
was  too  absorbed  in  her  devotions  to  note  the  flight  of 
time,  and  was  only  roused  by  the  sound  of  the  Convent 
clock  striking  the  midnight  hour. 

She  rose  quickly,  remembering  that  the  mother  Supe- 
rior disapproved  of  the  Sisters  staying  up  after  the  usual 
retiring-hour.  In  the  same  instant  she  discovered  that 
her  silver  cross  was  missing.  She  valued  it  highly  for 
the  sake  of  the  donor,  her  dead  father :  indeed  it  was  her 
most  treasured  possession,  and  she  was  never  without  it, 
day  or  night. 

Suddenly  she  remembered  that  during  Vespers  she  had 
heard  a  tinkling  noise  as  though  something  had  dropped 
on  the  tesselated  floor.  She  concluded  that  it  must  have 
been  the  cross,  and  wondered  how  she  was  going  to  re- 
cover it  before  morning.  The  Chapel  was  at  the  end  of 
which  she  would  not  darea  long  shadowy  corridor,  down 
to  venture  at  this  hour.  And  yet,  her  father's  gift 
seemed  more  precious  now  than  ever  before.  As  he  had 
not  been  there  that  day  to  bless  her  and  rejoice  in  her 
happiness,  she  wanted  to  have  a  memento  of  him  beside 
her. 

(To  be  continued.^) 
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Our  5aints. 


Tis  not  alone  from  legend  and  old  story, 
'Tis  not  alone  from  canvas  dark  with  time 
That  holy  saints  crowned  with  celestial  glory, 
Smile  down  upon  us  from  their  height  sublime. 

Not  only  from  church  windows  colored  brightly, 
Do  their  blessed  shadows  fall  across  our  way, 
Ah,  not  alone  in  niches  gleaming  whitely, 
With  folded  hands  do  they  stand  night  and  day. 

Who  is  there  in  this  wide  world  who  has  not  hidden 

Deep  in  his  heart  a  picture  clear  or  faint, 

Veiled,  sacred,  to  the  outer  world  forbidden, 

O'er  which  he  bends  and  murmurs  low,  "  My  saint  ?  " 

A  face  perhaps  all  written  o'er  with  sorrow, 
Whose  faded  eyes  are  dim  with  unshed  tears. 
And  yet  they  hopefully  look  toward  the  morrow 
And  far  beyond  it  into  brighter  spheres. 

A  face  whence  all  the  sunshine  of  the  morning 
And  brightness  of  the  noon  have  passed  away, 
And  yet,  where  clearly,  surely,  there  is  dawning 
The  wondrous  radiance  of  that  perfect  day  — 

That  perfect  day  when  crowned  with  Heaven's  brightness, 
Without  a  pain  or  care  or  mortal  need, 
With  conqueror's  palm  and  rol  es  of  snowy  whiteness, 
Our  blessed  shall  stand  as  very  saints  indeed. 

Yes,  God  be  thanked,  though  the  pure  saints  of  stoty, 
And  holy  martyrs  that  the  artist  paints, 
Are  veiled  with  radiance  and  crowned  with  glory, 
There  still  are  halos  for  these  unknown  saints. 
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The  Second  American  Eucharistic 
Congress. 


'HE   Second   American  Eucharistic  Congress  met  at  St. 
Louis,  Mo.,  in  the  church  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  on 
Monday  evening,  October  14,  and  closed  on  the  even- 
ing   of   Thursday,    October    17.      Archbishop    Kain 
welcomed  the  members  of  the  Congress  ;  Archbishop 
sang  High   Mass  on   Tuesday,  and   Bishop   Maes,   of 
Covington,  presided  over  the  meetings. 

Besides  the  two  Archbishops  there  were  present  nine 
Bishops,  five  Abbots,  four  Monsignors,  seven  Superiors  of 
Religious  Orders  and  500  clergymen.  On  Tuesday  evening, 
at  Benediction,  an  ostensorium  used  by  missionaries  two  hun- 
dred years  ago  contained  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  On  Tues- 
day and  Wednesday  evenings  devotions  in  honor  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  were  held  in  all  the  churches  in  St.  Louis. 
The  papers  and  sermons,  all  of  a  very  high  order,  dealt  with 
the  importance  of  the  Eucharistic  movement  and  the  best 
manner  of  organizing  it. 

During  the  Congress  there  was  an  extremely  interesting  art 
exhibition  relating  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

The  laity  followed  the  deliberations  of  the  Congress  with 
prayer,  and  while  the  hierarchy  and  clergy  assembled  for  the 
Hour  of  Adoration  in  every  church  in  the  city,  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  was  exposed  and  the  people  gathered  to  kneel  in 
adoration  before  the  King  of  Glory.  The  Holy  Father  sent 
his  blessing  to  the  Congress,  the  object  of  which  was  to  em- 
phasize and  honor  the  source  of  Catholic  power. 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New  York  sent,  through  the 
Fathers  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  a  cordial  invitation  to  the 
hierarchy  and  clergy  to  hold  the  Third  Eucharistic  Congress 
in  New  York. 


The  Children's  Hour, 


ALL  SAINTS'  DAY 

NOVEMBER    1st. 


E.    McAuLIFFE. 

HEX  looking  over  the  calendar  of  saints  for  a 
subject  for  the  children's  page,  I  was  really 
overwhelmed,  dear  children,  at  the  number  of 
great  saints  whose  feasts  the  Church  cele- 
brates during  this  month. 

We  begin  with  the  Feast  of  All  Saints,  on  the  first  day 
of  the  month.  It  is  a  great  holiday  ;  one  of  the  greatest  : 
every  child  knows  the  Feast  of  All  Saints,  or  "  All  Hal- 
lows," as  it  is  called  in  some  countries. 

Every  day  in  the  year  is  dedicated  to  some  particular 
saint,  but  this  day  is  dedicated  to  all  the  saints.  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  know  something  about  its  origin,  and 
that  is  just  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you. 

Many  hundred  years  ago,  in  the  early  ages  of  the 
Church,  as  far  back  as  the  seventh  century,  a  holy  Pope, 
(Boniface  IV)  considering  how  many  saints  there  were 
whose  names  are  known  only  to  God,  and  how  many 
whose  names,  although  recorded  in  the  Martyrologies  of 
the  Church,  have  no  day  appointed  to  honor  them,  on 
account  of  their  immense  number,  conceived  the  idea  of 
having  one  day  every  year  devoted  to  the  cult  of  all  the 
saints. 

It  was  commenced  in  Rome,  in  a  church  which  had 
been  a  temple  for  the  worship  of  all  the  false  gods  of  the 
pagans,  and  called  the  Pantheon.  The  evil  spirits  were 
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driven  out  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  the 
saints  of  God  honored  in  their  place. 

Another  reason  which  induced  the  Popes  to  establish 
the  devotion  was  the  consideration  of  the  careless  manner 
in  which  the  saints'  days  are  kept  by  worldly  people, 
who  spend  them  more  in  pleasure  than  in  prayer  :  and  so 
this  day  is  intended  to  be  a  day  of  reparation  for  all  the 
misspent  festivals  ! 

On  this  glorious  day  the  Church  calls  on  all  the  saints  of 
Heaven  to  aid  their  fellow  members  on  earth  against  the 
hidden  snares  and  open  assaults  of  the  powers  of  Hell ! 

The  Feast  was  established  in  France  by  Pope  Gregory 
the  Fourth,  in  the  gth  century,  and  to  this  day  it  is  kept 
there  as  a  feast  of  the  highest  order.  All  the  stores  are 
closed,  (except  those  kept  by  Jews)  and  the  churches  are 
crowded  with  the  faithful. 

What  a  splendid  thing  it  is  to  have  all  the  saints  pray- 
ing for  you,  asking  God,  as  they  stand  before  His  throne, 
to  grant  your  petitions.  One  of  the  wonderful  visions  of 
St.  John,  describes  the  offering  up  of  one  petition  : 

"  And  when  he  had  opened  the  book,  the  four  living 
creatures  and  the  four  and  twenty  ancients  fell  down 
before  the  Lamb,  having  every  one  of  them  lamps  and 
golden  vials  full  of  odors,  which  are  the  prayers  of  the 
saints"  (Apocalypse  V.  8  ) 

There  is  a  very  old  church  in  Florence  called  the 
church  of  All  Saints ;  or  as  they  say  in  Italian  :  Ogni 
Santi.  For  a  long  time  I  went  to  a  daily  mass  in  that 
church,  and  very  often  I  noticed  a  lady  whom  I  knew  to 
be  a  protestant,  wealthy  and  fashionable,  praying  earn- 
estly, after  the  crowd  had  gone  away,  as  though  she  was 
asking  all  the  saints  to  obtain  her  request.  On  finishing 
her  prayer  she  always  went  to  the  poor  beggars  grouped 
around  the  door,  and  to  each  one  gave  an  alms,  asking 
their  prayers,  thinking  no  doubt  that  the  prayers  of  those 
poor  sufferers  must  have  weight  with  God,  and  that  they 
were  worthy  of  being  joined  with  the  prayers  of  the  saints 
in  Heaven. 

The  gay  worldly  crowd  who  looked  with  admiration  on 
her  beauty  and  grace,  as  she  drove  in  the  afternoons  on 
the  fashionable  thoroughfare  in  an  elegant  carriage  with 
two  servants  in  gorgeous  liveries,  little  knew  how  she 
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spent  her  mornings,  trying  to  make  friends  of  the  saints 
of  God  ! 

Perhaps  she  was  asking  for  grace  to  enter  the  fold  of  the 
true  church  ;  if  so,  I  hope  God  has  granted  it  long  since. 

And  now,  dear  little  readers  of  the  SENTINEL,  let  me 
implore  you  to  make  friends  of  the  saints.  —  Just  think  if 
you  went  to  Rome  how  glad  you  would  be  to  meet  an 
American  Cardinal  or  Bishop  who  would  present  you  to 
the  Holy  Father  !  —  and  a  time  will  come  when  each  of 
you  will  be  called  to  appear  before  God  himself,  and  how 
sweet  it  will  be  to  have  All  the  saints  to  present  you  —  to 
have  all  the  saints  your  friends  ! 
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A  Little  Child. 


There  is  nothing  more  pure  in  Heaven, 
And  nothing  on  earth  so  mild, 
More  full  of  light  that  is  all  divine, 
Than  the  smile  of  a  little  child. 

The  sinless  lips,  half  parted 

With  breath  as  sweet  as  the  air, 

And  the  light  that  seems  so  glad  to  shine 

In  the  gold  of  the  sunny  hair. 

O,  little  one,  smile  and  bless  me  ! 
For  somehow — I  know  not  why — 
I  feel  in  my  soul  when  children  smile, 
That  angels  are  passing  by. 

I  feel  that  the  gates  of  Heaven 

Are  nearer  than  I  knew, 

That  the  light  and  the  hope  of  that  sweeter  world 

Like  the  dawn,  are  breaking  through. 

— Selected. 
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What  Little  Children  may  Do. 


The  month  of  the  Holy  Souls  !  How  much  may  not 
children,  without  being  a  bit  less  merry,  do  for  them  dur- 
ing these  days  of  mercy  !  If  the  tiniest  child  knew  that 
one  word  from  him  would  set  free  a  prisoner  on  earth, 
how  quickly  would  he  not  greet  that  word  ! 

Well,  the  suffering  souls  are  our  Lord's  captives,  whom 
He  loves  so  tenderly,  that  He  grieves  to  keep  them  in 
the  dreary  prison  of  Purgatory,  and  makes  their  release 
easy  to  win.  Only  it  is  we  who  must  win  it  for  them. 
They  cannot  help  themselves,  for  they  are  now  paying 
the  debt  they  owe  to  God's  justice,  for  breaking  His  law 
on  earth,  each  time  that  they  committed  even  a  little  sin. 
So  kind,  however,  is  their  all -holy  Master,  that  He  per- 
mits us  to  pay  their  debts,  so  as  to  make  it  easier  for 
them  and  in  order  to  give  each  of  us  the  joy  and  merit  of 
helping  them.  He  trusts  us  so  much  that  He  is  not 
afraid  we  will  fail  to  aid  them.  A  few  words  of  plead- 
ing to  His  Sacred- Heart,  from  the  ''  least  "  of  His  "  little 
ones,"  a  brief  "  Hail  Mary,"  is  often  all  that  He  asks  to 
set  free,  not  one,  but  perhaps  many  of  the  spirits  impris- 
oned there.  I  know  of  a  little  tot,  scarcely  four  years 
old,  who  daily  lips  "  My  Jesus,  mercy,"  for  the  sodls 
whom  she  knows  need  help,  though  of  course,  she  is  not 
yet  able  to  understand  why  they  need  it.  In  her  sweet, 
confiding  way,  she  prays,  and  He  who  on  earth  took  the 
little  ones  in  His  arms  to  listen  to  their  childish  prattle, 
leans  gladly  down  to  the  infant  heart  lifted  pleadingly  to 
Him  throws  wide  open  the  gates  of  His  kingdom,  that 
many  may  enter  at  the  baby's  bidding. 
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The  Porringer  of  Milk. 


A    IvEGEND, 


,NE  clay  it  happened  that  there  was  no  bread  in  the 
little  house  at  Nazareth.  St.  Joseph  had  been  ill 
and  was  not  yet  recovered,  and  the  people  for 
whom  he  had  worked  last  said  they  would  pay  for 
the  work  later  on. 

The  Virgin  Mary  watched  the  Innfant  Jesus  with  a 
melancholy  regard.  He  was  still  so  little,  and  must  He 
begin  to  suffer  so  soon'-  He  was  waiting  patiently  for  His 
supper,  and  His  cheeks  wrere  very  pale. 

"  My  child,  "  said  the  Blessed  Mary,  "  we  have  no 
more  bread  and  no  money  with  which  to  buy  any.  Take 
this  basket  and  go  to  Simonias,  to  the  rich  lady  of  the 
village.  They  say  she  is  very  charitable ;  perhaps  she 
will  come  to  our  aid.  " 

Jesus  obediently  set  forth,  singing  one  of  the  anthems 
of  heaven  ;  when  He  sang  He  did  not  remember  how 
hungry  He  was.  And  all  the  little  birds,  hearing  His 
sweet  song,  flew  down  from  the  upper  to  the  lower 
branches  to  sing  with  Him.  Thus  escorting  their  Crea- 
tor, the  whole  party  traversed  a  thicket  of  venerable 
cedars ;  massive  pines  and  spruce  reared  their  branches 
where  ranonculus,  anemones  and  daisies  sprinkled  the 
sward,  their  delicious  perfumes  making  balmy  the  air. 

At  length  they  came  in  sight  of  a  beautiful  house  and 
Jesus  modestly  sounded  the  knocker  at  the  gate.  A  slave 
appeared. 

"  What  do  you  wish?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  the  lady  who  lives  here,  "  answe- 
red Jesus. 

"Then  go  tip  this  marble  stairway:  and  do  not  touch 
the  brass  railing,  lest  you  tarnish  it,  and  above  all,  don't 
brush  against  the  paintings  on  the  walls.  Make  haste. 
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At  the  first  landing  you  will  find  some  one  who  will  take 
you  to  the  lady.  " 

Jesus  thanked  him  sweetly  and  humbly,  and  mounted 
the  beautiful  stairway,  taking  care  to  avoid  touching  the 
balustrade  and  the  frescoes.    Arriving  at  the  first  landing 
He  heard  the  question  repeated : 
"  What  do  you  wish?  " 

Then  the  slave  bade  the  Child  remove  His  sandals  and 
leave  them  on  the  mat  of  palm  fibre,  that  He  might  not 
soil  the  smyrna  carpet  and  said : 

'  To-day  our  lady  receives  all  who  come,  and  it  is  now 
the  hour  for  these  audiences.  " 

So  saying,  the  slave  opened  the  door. 

"  What  do  you  wish,  my  pretty  child?  "  asked  a  lady 
who  reclined  in  a  low  and  luxurious  chair  of  gold  and 
ivory. 

"  Mary,  my  Mother,  has  no  bread,  and  she  sent  Me  to 
you ;  we  are  hungry.  " 

"  But  has  Joseph  no  work?  " 

"  No,  lady.    He  has  been  ill  this  fortnight.  " 

"  I  give  only  to  the  poor,  my  boy,  and  Joseph  is  a 
workman.  " 

"  My  Mother  says  he  has  not  been  paid  for  his  last 
work,  and  we  have  never  been  rich  enough  to  put  any- 
thing by !  " 

"  But  what  would  become  of  me  if  I  were  to  give  to 
all  who  ask?  Joseph  is  a  good  carpenter,  I  know,  for  he 
has  worked  for  me.  He  ought  easily  to  earn  enough  to 
buy  bread  for  a  child  and  its  mother.  No,  no !  I  have  my 
poor  and  I  can  give  you  nothing.  Go !  Go !  " 

Jesus,  always  sweet  and  humble,  did  not  forget  to  sa- 
lute the  beautiful  lady  before  He  turned  to  the  door  and 
descended  the  stairway.  He  also  saluted  the  slave,  and 
then  pensively  took  the  road  that  led  from  Simonias  to 
Nazareth.  He  sang  no  more,  for  He  was  sad,  and  hunger 
was  gnawing  at  Him.  He  was  scarcely  six  years  old  and 
He  had  nothing  to  eat  since  midday. 

All  at  once  He  stopped  and  listened.  Someone  was 
praying  aloud  in  a  little  cottage,  the  only  window  and  the 
door  of  which  were  open. 
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"  O  Jehovah !  "  said  childish  voices,  "  O  Thou  Who 
givest  food  to  the  birds  of  the  field,  give  it  also  to  the 
poor  children  of  Israel.  " 

"  Amen !  "  responded  a  deeper  voice,  and  Jesus,  from 
afar,  joined  His  prayer  to  that  of  the  mother  and  her 
children. 

"  Mother,  there  is  the  dear  little  Jesus  passing  by.  Let 
us  ask  Him  to  come  in ;  we  love  Him  so  much !  "  And 
without  waiting  for  permission  the  children  ran  toward 
Jesus. 

"Look!"  they  cried,  joyously  embracing  Him,  "look 
at  the  pretty  little  rosy  apples.  We  found  them  under  the 
old  myrtle.  You  may  have  half  if  you  like !  "  And,  ca- 
pering about  Him,  they  filled  the  folds  of  His  tunic.  Jesus 
smiled  and  let  them  do  as  they  would. 

"  Enter,  Jesus,  "  said  the  woman  in  the  cottage,  "  sit 
down.  How  is  it  that  you  are  on  the  road  so  late'-  " 

The  Child,  sweet  and  humble,  related  that  they  had  no 
more  bread  in  the  house,  and  as  He  said  it  He  looked 
longingly  at  His  little  empty  basket ;  but  He  said  nothing 
of  the  harshness  of  the  rich  lady. 

"  You  are  hungry,  "  sighed  the  poor  woman,  "  Hun- 
gry, and  at  your  age !  Yes,  I  see  it  in  your  colorless 
cheeks.  But  wait,  I  will  soon  remedy  that.  Reuben,  Sa- 
muel, Simeon,  Naomi,  Leah,  "  she  continued,  "  say  good 
night  to  little  Jesus  and  go  to  your  beds  quickly,  my 
dears,  "  and  the  good  cottager  closed  the  door  of  the 
inner  room  after  them.  Then  she  poured  out  for  the  Son 
of  God,  God  Himself,  a  cup  of  milk  into  which  she  broke 
some  bread. 

"  But  you,  Seraphia,  "  queried  Jesus,  "  have  you 
eaten  ? 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself  my  little  friend ;  I  am  strong 
and  can  await  my  husband's  return.  Tomorrow  he  will 
bring  us  more  bread.  " 

The  Divine  Child  regarded  her  fixedly  and  then,  joi- 
ning His  hands  and  lifting  His  eyes  to  heaven,  He 
prayed.  What  was  His  prayer? 

The  good  woman,  for  her  part,  looked  hard  at  Him, 
and  it  seemed  to  her  that  He  was  communing  with  an- 
gels. She  herself  saw  more  than  an  angel !  She  saw  the 


346  THE  SENTINEL 

Son  of  God  speaking  to  His  Father  of  the  charity  of  His 
creatures. 

When  Jesus  had  finished,  the  cottager  went  to  a  cup- 
board and  took  out  part  of  a  loaf,  —  all  that  remained 
of  the  household  provender,  —  and  put  it  in  His  basket.. 

"  Dear  little  one,  "  she  said,  "  this  cantle  of  bread  is 
for  your  mother.  Greet  her  from  me  and  tell  her  to  have 
courage;  the  Lord  God  of  Israel  will  assist  her.  Take 
her,  also,  this  porringer,  in  which  there  is  a  little  milk ; 
I  think  it  tasted  well  to  you,  did  it  not?  " 

The  Child  accepted  with  thanks  this  offering  of  po- 
verty, and  taking  in  one  hand  the  porringer  and  in  the 
other  the  basket  containing  the  bread,  —  the  alms  of  true 
charity  —  He  directed  His  steps  toward  Nazareth. 

Night  had  spread  its  black  veil  over  the  heavens ;  the 
inoon  was  hidden  behind  clouds  and  the  road,  precipitous 
and  steep,  was  difficult  to  trace ;  but  His  angels  were 
about  Him  in  an  instant.  With  unspeakable  emotion, 
the  luminous  seraphim  descended  to  earth  and  watched 
Him  carrying  in  His  tiny,  childish  hands  the  heavy  por- 
ringer. They  begged  that  they  might  carry  it  for  Him, 
but  He  would  not  consent.  Graciously  He  bade  them 
ascend  again  to  heaven  and  He  added : 

"  I  came  upon  earth  to  suffer.  " 

Then  taking  up  His  burden,  Jesus  hastened  home  to 
His  Mother. 

The  Blessed  Virgin  was  astonished  to  see  Him  return- 
ing from  the  mansion  of  wealth  with  only  one  small  pk  :e 
of  brown  bread  and  a  porringer  half  full  of  milk.  He 
told  her  all  that  had  happened,  omitting  nothing.  He 
could  tell  everything  to  His  Mother.  So  should  all  good 
children  tell  all  to  their  mothers.  Jesus  spoke  of  the 
beautiful  house  where  the  lady  dwelt. 

"  She  never  refuses  aid  to  the  indigent,  but  she  does 
not  trouble  herself  to  seek  out  those  who  are  really  in 
need.  She  gives  to  the  poor,  Mother;  that  is  what  she 
said.  " 

"  My  Son,  are  not  we  poor?  " 

"  Yes,  Mother,  and  worthy  of  assistance.  " 
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Then  Jesus  spoke  of  Seraphia,  the  poor  woman  in  the 
cottage. 

"Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  that  good  woman  gave 
from  her  poverty  all  that  remained  in  her  house.  That.  '' 
He  added,  "  is  real  charity.  She  forgot  herself  to  give 
assistance  to  those  who  were  more  needy  than  she  was.  " 

"  My  Son,  "  said  the  Virgin  with  emotion,  "  You  are 
God,  the  all-powerful  God  of  heaven  and  earth ;  now  You 
are  going  to  make  that  poor  woman  rich,  richer  than  any- 
one living.  " 

"  And  what  is  to  become  of  the  hard-hearted  rich  wo- 
man- Oh!  Mother,  "  replied  the  Child-God,  "  what  is  the 
life  of  this  world,  wnich  passes,  in  comparison  with  that 
of  eternity  ! 

'  The  rich  lady  under  pretext  of  the  plea  that  we  were 
not  forced  to  beg  from  door  to  door,  refused  Me  help,  it 
is  true  ;  but  yet  she  is  generous  and  kind-hearted,  though 
she  does  not  practise  true  charity,  that  charity  which 
loves  its  neighbor  as  itself  for  the  love  of  God. 

"  Mother,  that  soul  has  its  recompense  here  below. 
That  lady's  ships  bring  her  riches  from  distant  lands ;  her 
fields  yield  double  measure,  and  her  flock  are  constantly 
increasing.  The  goods  of  this  world  are  hers.  " 

"  And  the  poor  woman  in  the  cottage,  my  Son?  " 

"  She,  "  answered  the  Saviour,  "  will  be  poor  all  her 
life,  and  her  husband  and  her  children  will  also  be  poor. 
Hut  they  possess  charity,  and  the  treasures  of  eternity 
will  be  added  up  for  them.  Yes !  Seraphia  will  one  day 
be  rich  in  the  court  of  My  Father!  " 

And  raising  His  beautiful  eyes  to  heaven,  as  though 
He  were  seeking  an  inspiration  of  love,  the  Child  knelt 
down  before  His  mother  and  said : 

"  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven  !  " 

—  The  Orphan' s  Friend. 
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(Continued.} 

And  once  more  I  was  a  child  again  ;  and  I  beheld  the  Good 
Shepherd,  even  as  I  thought  of  Him  when  I  was  a  child,  com- 
ing through  the  lilies  in  the  grass,  with  little  children,  as  it 
were  lambs,  gathered  about  Him.  He  said,  "  Thou  hast  learn- 
ed a  while  in  My  school.  My  child,  now  see  the  end  of  thy 
learning,"  and  I  awoke.  It  was  a  blessed  dream.' 

"  '  Only  may  this  work  be  first  finished,'  said  the  priest. 

"  *  It  is  finished  even  now,'  he  said  ;  and  he  laid  down  his 
tools  for  the  last  time. 

"  It  lay  complete  before  them,  twelve  panels  of  oak,  wrought 
as  men  had  never  seen  the  like  in  all  the  contrysid^,  for  the 
great  master  had  spent  upon  them  all  the  gathered  skill,  and 
patience,  and  love  of  a  lifetime.  Upon  each  panel  the  figure  of 
a  holy  apostle ;  and  round  about  a  fret  of  leaves  and  flowers, 
as  it  were  for  beauty  ;  and  at  the  foot  of  each  panel  a  border 
of  corn,  for  service  :  and  above  each  an  angel's  head  with 
wings,  for  praise,  and  in  his  hands  a  palm  for  victory  ;  and 
humbly  wrought  in  a  hidden  corner  the  sign  of  the  carver's 
own  hand,  a  heart,  as  it  were  for  thanksgiving. 

"  '  It  is  finished/  he  said.  l  I  have  not  achieved  the  half  I 
had  designed  to  do ;  but  He  who  has  deigned  to  have  need 
of  my  work,  will  also  call  me  there,  where,  having  here  learned 
awhile,  I  may  in  fuller  knowledge  make  an  end.' 

"  And  he  looked  up  and  smiled. 
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"  They  said  it  was  granted  to  him  then  to  see  a  vision. 
It  might  have  been  that  the  eyes  which  had  not  failed  to 
discern  the  beauty  of  God  as  it  is  on  earth  were  opened 
then  to  behold  it  as  it  is  where  we  all  would  be  at  the  last ; 
1  cannot  tell,  only  after  a  moment  he  covered  his  face 
with  his  hands. 

"  '  My  God,  I  thank  thee, '  he  said,  and  laid  his  head 
down  upon  his  work,  and  died.  " 

"  I  think  it  is  a  little  sorrowful,  "  said  Miss  Nancy ; 
but  perhaps  it  is  more  happier  than  more  sorrowfuller. 
And  is  that  quite  all?  " 

"  There  is  little  more,  "  said  the  rector. 

1  The  old  priest  who  loved  him  so  much  wrote  about 
his  life;  and  he  said  that  he  and  the  squire  knew  not 
whether  they  had  more  grief  or  joy  for  his  end.  " 

"  And  does  the  story  tell  what  they  did  after  it?  " 

"  A  little  more,  "  said  the  rector  again. 

"  He  had  prayed  them  to  let  him  lie  very  near  the 
church,  for  he  had  loved  that  little  church  in  the  shadow 
of  the  green  forest  most  of  any  place  on  earth.  So  they 
buried  him  there,  not  without  the  walls,  but  within,  for 
the  priest  said,  he  was  the  best  of  all  men  he  ever  knew ; 
and  the  squire  set  a  beautiful  figure  of  the  carver  there 
upon  the  tomb  in  the  church,  that  it  should  be  well  seen 
how  he  had  worshipped  God  in  life,  and  now  worshipped 
him  yet  more  worthily  after  death.  " 

"  And  is  that  quite,  quite  all?  " 

"Almost,  my  little  maid,"  answered  the  rector,  slowly. 
"  He  had  disposed  of  all  that  he  had,  as  men  dispose  be- 
fore they  die ;  and  they  read  what  he  had  written.  He 
gave  to  his  friends,  the  priest  and  the  squire,  what  keep- 
sakes they  might  choose,  in  memory  of  the  love  he  bore 
them.  .  .  .  He  gave  the  twelve  apostle  panels,  his  last 
and  dearest  work,  to  the  church  he  had  loved  so  well. 
.  .  .  He  gave  his  house  and  his  goods  to  God's  poor 
forever.  .  .  .  And  as  he  humbly  prayed  God  to  receive, 
though  so  unworthy  of  his  merciful  receiving,  all  that 
now  was  left  to  him,  —  his  thankful  heart.  " 

"  Yes,  I  know,  "  whispered  Miss  Nancy,  —  "  I  know. 
It  was  Master  Bartlemy.  " 
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VIII. 

It  was  a  hard  winter,  the  hardest  in  the  memory  of 
Grandfy  Purcell,  the  oldest  inhabitant  of  Forest  Morton 
parish.  The  frost  had  set  in  before  Christmas,  and 
though  the  New  Year  had  long  since  come,  it  still  bit  the 
harder,  in  defiance  of  all  old  saws. 

1  he  world  and  the  weather  both  wore  gloomy  faces  for 
Miss  Nancy.  Aunt  Norreys  had  gone  to  pay  a  solemn 
visit,  "  to  the  Lester  Norreys,  my  dear,  "  and  had  insisted 
upon  the  reluctant  squire  going  also.  A  regency  had 
been  formed  at  the  hall,  with  Mrs.  Plummett  at  the  head 
of  the  household,  Trimmer  being  always  at  the  head  of 
the  brown  parlor;  and  Miss  Nancy  had  been  put  upon 
her  honor  as  regarded  her  behavior. 

She  looked  upon  this  separation  from  daddy  in  a  very 
serious  light,  and  since  his  departure  she  had  conducted 
herself  in  a  correspondingly  serious  manner;  but  life 
must  be  lived  even  after  partings,  and  Miss  Nancy  had 
never  forgotten  that  her  behavior  was  to  be  based  on  the 
grounds  of  honor.  But  the  days  passed  very  slowly,  and 
Trimmer  did  not  feel  sure  that  she  did  not  flag  more  as 
time  went  on,  instead  of  less. 

It  was  indeed  a  hard  winter.  All  afternoon  from  the 
window  of  the  brown  parlor  Miss  Nancy  watched  the 
snow  falling,  until  there  was  a  white  mantle  over  the 
Hall  fields,  and  a  deep  drift  blown  under  the  elm-trees. 
The  rooks,  with  melancholy  cawings,  had  early  retired  to 
rest,  before  the  red  sun  had  set,  and  the  moon  had  risen 
over  the  hawthorn  copse ;  at  which  point  Trimmer  had 
insisted  on  the  curtains  being  drawn,  and  Miss  Nancy 
coming  to  tea. 

Miss  Nancy  and  Trimmer  sat  at  tea,  one  at  each  end 
of  the  spindle-legged  table  with  round  leaves,  Trimmer 
mellowing  over  her  second  cup  of  tea,  and  Miss  Nancy 
plodding  through  her  bread  and  butter  with  perhaps 
more  conscientiousness  than  enjoyment,  very  good,  as 
she  had  been  throughout  the  regency,  but  also  very  quiet. 

"  Why,  Miss  Nancy,  you  have  not  finished  your  tea 
yet,  "  said  Trimmer  looking  up  at  last. 
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"  I  think  I  do  not  want  this  tea  much,  "  said  Miss  Nan- 
cy, laying  down  a  horned  moon  of  bread  and  butter.  "  I 
feel  very  sorrowful  with  dear  daddy  being  away.  " 

"  Well,  he  will  soon  be  home  now.  Finish  your  tea, 
Miss  Nancy.  " 

Miss  Nancy  picked  up  her  cresent  sadly,  regarded  it 
with  but  small  interest,  and  took  a  slow  bite. 

"  And  make  haste,  "  said  Trimmer;  "  see  what  a  long 
time  you  have  been.  " 

"  I  think  I  do  not  want  it  all,  Trimmer,  "  said  Miss 
Nancy,  laying  it  down  again. 

"  Oh,  the  idea !  "  said  Trimmer,  simulating  an  incre- 
dulous astonishment,  Miss  Nancv's  appetite  being  a 
small  thing  at  the  best,  and  a  diminution  of  it  a  point  to 
be  elaborately  ignored.  "  Miss  Nancy,  eat  it  up  direct- 
ly !  " 

Thus  adjured,  Miss  Nancy  at  last  disposed  of  it;  and 
grace  having  been  said,  Trimmer  betook  herself  to  her 
knitting,  and  Miss  Nancy  to  that  one  of  the  stern  wooden 
chairs  which  seemed  the  most  yielding,  and  established 
herself  at  the  spindle-legged  table  with  "  Original  Tales 
of  a  Moral  Tendency  for  Young  Ladies  and  Gentlemen." 
The  firelight  lit  up  the  formal  old  room,  and  cast  a 
friendly  glance  upon  the  brown  walls,  and  touched  the 
polished  chairs  here  and  there,  and  warmed  the  brass 
balls  of  the  clock  into  a  silver  glow.  The  clock  wheezed 
and  the  fire  crackled,  the  gray  cat  snored  on  the  hearth 
and  the  wind  moaned  in  the  elms  outside,  but  Miss  Nan- 
cy was  very  still.  In  point  of  fact,  when  Trimmer  looked 
at  her,  head  was  laid  down  on  the  tales  of  moral  tenden- 
cy, and  her  eyes  were  closed. 

"  Miss  Nancy,  what  are  you  doing  to  fall  asleep  over 
your  reading?  "  said  Trimmer.  "  Bed  is  the  place  for 
going  to  sleep.  " 

"I  want  to  go  to  sleep  here  —  just  here,"  said  Miss 
Nancy,  witn  feeble  dignity,  her  eyes  opening  and  closing 
again. 

"  Oh,  but  that  is  quite  impossible,  "  said  Trimmer, 
briskly.  "  You  will  have  a  headache,  Miss  Nancy,  so  sit 
up." 
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Miss  Nancy  raised  her  head,  and  rested  it  on  her  hand; 
the  firelight  fell  on  her  face,  and  Trimmer  looked  at  it 
over  her  knitting.  "  Miss  Nancy,  "  she  said  presently, 
laying  down  her  work,  "  do  you  think  you  would  like  to 
go 'to  bed-  " 

Miss  Nancy  nodded  wearily. 

"  Because  you  may,  if  you  like,  "  said  Trimmer,  with- 
out a  sign  of  surprise  at  Miss  Nancy's  ready  assent ; 
<k  you  may  come  with  me  now.  " 

"  Yes,  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  but  did  not  move. 

So  Trimmer  carried  her.  Miss  Nancy  made  no  resis- 
tance;  her  head  fell  down  on  Trimmer's  shoulder  as  if  it 
were  so  heavy  that  she  could  hold  it  up  no  longer.  Nor 
could  she  hold  it  up  even  while  she  was  being  undressed ; 
it  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  fell  asleep  three  distinct  times, 
and  had  three  distinct  long  sleeps  during  that  operation. 
But  she  was  put  to  bed  at  last,  and  tucked  in ;  and  Trim- 
mer sat  down  behind  the  curtain,  with  a  candle  and  her 
knitting,  just  as  if,  Miss  Nancy  thought,  she  were  having 
a  sore  throat. 

And  then  she  fell  asleep,  and  slept  very  heavily ;  and 
when  she  woke,  it  was  very  early  in  the  morning,  and  she 
was  having  a  sore  throat  in  good  earnest. 

"  Trimmer,  it  is  sore,  very,  very  sore,  "  she  whispered. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Nancy,  I  thought  it  might  be  going  to  be," 
said  Trimmer,  from  the  hearth,  and  it  did  not  occur  to 
Miss  Nancy  to  wonder  what  she  was  doing  there  at  that 
time  of  day,  or  rather  night. 

"  I  never  felt  it  like  this  before.  Oh,  Trimmer,  do  you 
think  it  will  be  worse?  " 

"  Don't  talk,  Miss  Nancy,  and  I  will  get  you  something 
to  drink.  " 

To  be  continued. 
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Wherefore  the  Eucharist. 


TO  CONTINUE  THE  WORK  OF  THE  SALVATION  OE  MANKIND 

)ORE  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  truly  and  personally 
IV//    Present  behind  the  veil  of  the  Eucharist ;  adore 

Him  under  His  beautiful  title  of  Saviour  of  man- 
1_  kind,  and  in  the  persevering  labour,  in  the  most 

merciful  work  of  your  salvation  to  which  He  de- 
votes Himself  perpetually  and  without  relaxation  in  the 
Sacrament  of  the  altar.  For  if  He  instituted  the  Eucha- 
rist for  the  glorification  of  His  Father,  He  instituted  it 
also  for  the  salvation  of  mankind  which,  indeed  is  the 
principal  means  of  advancing  the  glory  of  God.  As  the 
son  of  God  once  become  man  for  us  and  for  our  salvation, 
so  again  he  becomes  a  Sacrament  for  us  and  for  our  salva- 
tion. And  as  He  procured  during  His  human  life  the 
salvation  of  men  by  His  prayers,  His  preaching,  His 
graces  and  by  His  Passion,  again,  to-day,  by  the  same 
means  He  labors  for  our  salvation  in  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment. How  attentive  is  His  love  in  this  divine  work  ! 
As  during  His  life  He  prayed  at  night  on  the  mountains 
and  in  solitary  places,  so  now  night  and  day  His  prayers 
go  up  from  the  tabernacles  which  are  erected  all  over  the 
world  like  watch  towers  whence  ceaseless  vigil  is  kept. 

in  former  times  His  preaching  proclaimed  the  duties 
and  virtues  that  should  sanctify  us  ;  so  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  it  is  His  state  itself  that  preaches  to  the  sight 
and  to  faith.  It  preaches  the  fulfilment  of  all  duties,  and 
teaches  in  their  highest  perfection  all  virtues.  Does  not 
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the  state  of  Jesus  ill  the  Blessed  Sacrament  preach  to  us 
in  perfection  what  is  required  of  man, — adoration,  obe- 
dience, dependence,  humility,  patience  and  devotedness? 
During  His  life  He  gained  souls  to  God  by  His  benefits, 
and  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  He  continues  to  care,  to 
nourish,  to  comfort,  to  bring  souls  to  life  again.  What 
more?  Formerly  He  bestowed  benefits,  now  He  gives 
Himself  up  to  us. 

Finally,  He  once  redeemed  the  world  by  the  shedding 
of  His  blood  ;  and  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  nothing  else 
but  the  renovation  of  His  Passion  and  death,  the  perpe- 
tual and  universal  shedding  of  His  blood  ;  it  is  from  the 
Eucharist  as  from  their  source  that  all  the  sacraments 
draw  their  wholesome  virtues  ;  it  is  by  the  prayer  of  the 
Eucharistic  sacrifice  that  the  prayers  through  which 
favours  are  granted  obtain  their  efficacy  ;  all  the  instru- 
ments of  salvation  borrow  their  effective  energy  from  the 
Eucharist,  and  thus  by  His  prayers,  His  condition,  His 
gifts,  His  sacrifice,  the  Eucharistic  Christ  works  still  for 
the  salvation  of  mankind.  And  this  admirable  work  will 
last  till  the  last  hour  of  the  world  ;  then  the  courageous 
indefatigable  and  heroic  workman  shall  have  accomplish- 
ed His  work  and  consummated  the  mission  He  accepted 
from  His  Father. 

THANKSGIVING. 

Gratitude,  with  the  joy  and  happiness  that  nourish  it, 
will  overflow  your  heart,  if  you  realize  that  this  work  of 
the  salvation  of  man  is  accomplished  personally  in  each 
one  of  us  by  the  Saviour  through  His  Eucharist. 

The  Blessed  Sacrament  is  the  individual  application  of 
all  the  elements  of  salvation  repeated  as  many  times  as 
there  are  Christians  to  be  saved.  While  Jesus  prayed  for 
us  during  His  life,  to-day  He  comes  to  every  one  of  us 
and  prays  in  him  and  with  him  ;  He  comes  to  impress 
His  teachings  on  the  heart  of  each,  by  nourishing  him 
with  the  grace  and  sap  of  His  own  virtues  ;  He  comes  to 
give  Himself  up  Personally,  entirely,  sensibly  to  each 
one,  every  day  of  His  life  ;  He  comes  to  die  in  the  depths 
of  the  soul  of  each  one  with  the  treasure  of  His  blood, 
His  merits  and  His  satisfaction.  Each  one  can,  each  one 


OF    THE    BLESSED    SACKAMKXT  355 

must  say  unto  himself  :  ' '  I  see  the  Saviour  directly  work- 
ing for 'my  salvation  ;  I  feel  Him  effecting  it  in  me,  I 
must  then  truly  be  the  object  of  His  solicitude,  of  His 
works,  I  must  therefore  be  sure  of  my  salvation  if  I  give 
myself  up  to  His  divine  operations." 

Oh  !  touching  assurance  !  convincing  proof,  invincible 
demonstration  of  the  love,  the  ardour,  the  zeal  with  which 
Christ  the  Saviour  wishes  me  to  be  saved  ! 

Follow  within  yourself  and  admire  the  beauty,  the 
goodness,  the  merciful  condescension,  the  indefatigable 
perseverance  of  the  salutary  work  Jesus  effects  in  you  by 
His  Sacrament,  in  order  to  return  thanks,  and  you  will  be 
overcome  with  gratitude  towards  this  devoted  Saviour. 

PROPITIATION. 

During  His  life  the  Saviour  bitterly  reproached  the 
Jews  with  resisting  His  offers  and  His  entreaties,  refusing 
the  salvation  He  was  offering  them  and  incurring  thereby 
eternal  death  and  punishment,  the  more  terrible  because 
they  were  rejecting  the  Saviour  Himself  at  the  moment 
when  He  was  bringing  them  salvation.  What  must  be 
said  about  those  who  resist  the  love,  the  offers,  the  solici- 
tations, the  sacrifices  of  the  same  Saviour  in  the  Eucha- 
rist? 

What  !  He  perseveres  in  remaining  among  us,  multi- 
plying His  places  of  abode,  and  we  seek  to  ignore  Him  ? 
He  renews  every  day  upon  thousands  of  altars  at  once, 
the  sacrifice  of  His  life,  and  we  do  not  want  to  take 
this  fact  into  consideration.  He  makes  Himself  the  indis- 
pensable nourishment  of  our  life,  the  viaticum  of  our  pil- 
grimage, the  consolation  of  our  afflictions,  and  the  remedy 
for  all  our  evils  in  order  to  reach  us  and  prevail  over  us, 
and  yet  we  scornfully  reject  Him.  We  condemn  the 
Saviour  to  the  torture  of  being  rejected  and  refused  by 
those  to  \vhom  through  all  the  centuries  He  has  extended 
His  loving  arms  that  they  might  find  life  in  Hiiu. 

Oh  !  what  a  terrible  crime  !  What  ingratitude,  what 
unaccountable  hard-heartedness  !  what  madness  !  The 
Saviour  can  say  as  He  said  of  the  stubborn  people  of  His 
time  and  with  more  reason  :  (tlf  I  had  not  come,  and 
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spoken  to  them,  they  would    not  have  sin  ;  but  now  they 
have  no  excuse  for  their  sin." 

L,et  us  make  reparation  by  consoling  the  Saviour  with 
our  faithfulness  and  our  diligence  in  making  use  of  the 
graces  of  salvation  He  offers  us  in  His  Sacrament.  Let 
us  see  whether  the  Eucharist  practically  occupies  in  our 
life  the  place  It  should  hold.  Do  we  receive  It  often 
enough  and  with  sufficient  preparation  ?  Do  we  have  re- 
course to  It  with  sufficient  confidence  and  promptitude  ? 
Do  we  live  in  such  a  manner  with  Its  help  as  to  work  out 
our  salvation  efficaciously  ? 

PRAYER- 

Ask  earnestly,  ist,  for  faith  in  the  immense  power  o^ 
the  Eucharist  for  the  salvation  of  mankind  and  for  your 
own  salvation  ;  2nd,  ask  for  the  grace  of  being  faithful 
and  assiduous  in  frequently  and  faithfully  making  use  of 
the  Eucharist ;  3rd,  ask  for  the  grace  of  overcoming  the 
obstacles  to  this  end, — such  as  sin,  dissolute  affections, 
dangerous  occasions,  wilful  negligence,  which  yr events 
the  Sacrament  of  all  Holiness  from  really  sanctifying  you  ; 
4th,  ask  that  the  Eucharist  may  be  more  understood  and 
universally  spread,  may  be  sought  more  frequently  for 
the  salvation  of  the  world,  which  without  It  is  in  a  dying 
condition. 

PRACTICE. 

To  increase  in  fervor  and  to  seek  every  means  of  attain- 
ing more  intimate  relations  with  our  Eucharistic  Saviour. 
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Letters  from  a  Debutante. 

(  Concluded. ) 

Washington  Square. 
MY  DKAR  EUGENIE, 

At  last,  at  last,  you  are  actually  coming  home.  This 
is  therefore  my  final  letter  to  you. 

When  the  lucky  ship  which  bears  you  hither  steams  up 
our  beautiful  bay,  with  what  secret  joy  will  the  Liberty 
Statue  welcome  the  return  of  a  daughter  of  independence, 
heart  whole,  and  fancy  free.  You  will  find  me  on  the 
wharf,  patiently  waiting  to  tell  you  all  the  news  ;  but  I 
expect  also  to  be  a  good  listener,  so  please  come  prepared 
for  gossip.  I  have  already  arranged  to  give  a  little  din- 
ner in  your  honor,  at  which  you  will  meet  Charlotte.  The 
dear  child  is  most  anxious  to  see  you,  and  has  questioned 
me  minutely  concerning  your  stature,  your  complexion, 
your  feature,  and  even  the  tone  of  your  voice,  which  she 
liopes  is  soft  and  pleasing.  I  told  her  you  were  of  the 
'  Vere  de  Vere  '  type,  and  perfectly  charming.  I  may 
have  exaggerated,  but  if  so,  the  partiality  of  an  old  friend 
is  surely  pardonable. 

11  You  say  that  Eugenie  is  a  practical  and  intelligent 
Catholic,  Jeanne,"  said  Charlotte,  "  but  among  the  gay 
and  indifferent  people  with  whom  she  associates,  does  she 
never  experience  a  little  opposition  in  the  practice  of  her 
religion?" 

"  Of  course,  dear,"  I  replied,  "our  religion  often  ex- 
cites the  contempt  of  the  superficial-minded  ;  but  shall  it 
lessen  your  ability  to  understand  and  execute  an  exqui- 
site piece  of  music  ;  or  to  read  a  great  poem  and  appreci- 
ate its  lofty  thought,  if  others  are  unable  to  see  any  beauty 
in  these  things  ?  You  must  know  that  we  are  all  so  diverse, 
we  differ  as  much  in  intellect,  sensibility,  and  innate  vir- 
tue, as  we  do  in  the  social  scale.  Our  ancestors  are  per- 
haps responsible  to  a  certain  extent  for  this.  '  The  child- 
ren shall  suffer  for  the  sins  of  the  parents  '  is  a  just  and 
wise  law,  a  stimulus  to  virtue,  which  is  always  enforced 
either  by  heredity,  or  the  social  code.  This  is  why  I  be- 
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lieve  we  have  so  many  faults  to  correct,  and  at  the  same 
time  so  much  natural  virtue  bequeathed  us  by  our  good 
ancestors.  There  is  none  of  us  wholly  perfect,  or  wholly 
bad — we  are  each  a  different  mixture  of  the  nobility  and 
ignobleness  of  our  forefathers  ;  and  we,  in  our  turn,  will 
bestow  on  others  not  only  our  natural  faults  and  virtues, 
but  also  our  acquired  ones  ;  the  self-control  we  have  de- 
veloped by  the  suppression  of  our  imperfections  ;  the  loft- 
iness of  mind,  and  sensibility  which  comes  from  the  edu- 
cation of  the  heart  and  soul." 

"  Then  you  wish  to  infer,  Jeanne,  that  there  are  some 
who  can  not  perceive  the  truth  and  beauty  of  religion?" 
'  Yes  !  there  may  be  many  such,"  I  answered.  "  We 
are  not  surprised  that  the  child  of  a  great  musician  should 
comprehend  the  high  class  music  which  he  has  heard  all 
his  life, — nor  are  we  astonished  when  one  possessing  no 
special  talent  is  disgusted  by  hearing  the  continual  drum- 
ming of  poor  performers  on  inferior  instruments  ;  and 
finally  arrives  at  an  indiscriminate  detestation  of  all 
music — it  is  the  result  of  natural  taste  and  experience." 

"  Why  then  has  Our  Lord  given  religion  to  all,  if  some 
do  not  value  it  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Because  we  are  spiritually  torpid,  is  that  a  reason  why 
we  should  not  receive  an  education  ?  It  is  by  culture  that 
we  gradually  acquire  an  appreciation  of  things  we  for- 
merly disliked  ;  and  if  we  refuse  to  be  taught  we  can  not 
be  lifted  in  the  spiritual  scale,  any  more  than  in  the  social 
one,"  I  rejoined. 

' '  But  these  people  often  consider  themselves  the  supe- 
rior of  the  religious  sort.  They  look  upon  religion  as 
incompatible  with  reason,  and  in  rejecting  it  believe  them- 
selves intellectual.  They  claim,"  said  she,  "  that  the 
Christian  religion  retarded  progress  in  olden  times,  and 
that  many  learned  men  and  benefactors  of  mankind  suf- 
fered from  its  narrow  minded  bigots. ' ' 

"The  great  essential  of  all  time,  Charlotte,"  I  explain- 
ed, "  is  the  moral  progress  of  the  people,  and  this  as  we 
know  is  founded  and  upheld  by  religion  ;  though  scientists 
have  suffered  from  the  bigotry  of  many  so  called  religious 
persons,  who  if  well  intentioned  and  full  of  zeal  were  not 
fearful  (by  reason  of  their  lack  of  faith)  that  science 
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could  upset  the  teachings  of  Christ  ;  this  cau  not  influence 
the  lovers  of  truth  and  morality,  who  recognize  in  the 
doctrines  of  His  first,  and  only  Church  the  right  solution 
to  the  moral  problems  of  the  world." 

11  But  again,  Jeanne,  there  are  those  to  whom  the  per- 
fections of  Christ  appear  but  weaknesses?" 

"  And  there  are  those  Charlotte,  who  wall  tell  you  that 
the  savage  by  his  strength  and  animal  force  ;  his  freedom 
from  conscience  and  conventionality  is  the  superior  of  the 
civilized  man  ;  yet  the  civilized  man  invariably  overcomes 
him.  Christ,  our  God,  came  to  us  as  the  highest  type  of 
civilized  man,  in  order  to  show  us  what  he  wished  us  to 
be." 

"Some  doubt  that  He  was  God,"  said  Charlotte  in  a 
low  voice. 

"  Yet,"  I  insisted,  "  they  can  not  well  explain  Him  as 
a  liar  and  impostor,  considering  His  indisputable  virtue, 
and  extraordinary  wisdom.  Should  you  ever  meet  such 
people  Charlotte,  allow  them  not  to  rob  you  of  your  price- 
less gift  of  faith — they  can  give  you  nothing  to  replace  it 
— you  will  be  left  as  in  a  ship  without  a  rudder  on  the  sea 
of  life  ;  and  when  nearing  the  other  shore  you  will  be  un- 
able to  recognize  the  Pilot  who  can  guide  you  safely  into 
Harbor.  Our  lives  are  but  short.  How  like  a  dream  seem 
the  years  which  have  a  1  read}7  passed.  The  sands  slipping 
from  beneath  our  feet  on  the  sea  shore,  are  a  fit  simile. 
It  is  therefore  worth  while  to  live  up  to  the  hope  which 
is  implanted  in  our  souls  by  the  words  of  Christ,  our 
God." 

"I  will  always  be  faithful,  Jeanne,"  she  said  simply, 
her  sweet  face  and  serious  eyes  raised  to  mine,  and  I  be- 
lieve she  will,  Eugenie. 

I  am  overjoyed  that  you  are  returning  so  soon,  though 
I  regret  that  our  correspondence  is  now  at  an  end.  I  trust 
that  my  letters  have  afforded  you  some  little  pleasure, 
and  hope  that  they  find  you  in  the  best  of  health  and 
spirits.  Charlotte  sends  her  love — while  I  remain  as  ever, 

Affectionately, 

JKAN  M:. 
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The  Eucharistic  Congress. 


A    GREAT   GATHERING   OF   PRELATES   AND   PRIESTS 
IN    ST.    LOUIS. 

;E  sincerely  regret  that  on  account  of  delay  in 
receiving  our  Report  of  the  Eucharistic  Con- 
gress at  St.  Louis,  last  month's  issue  of  THE 
SENTINEL  contained  only  a  brief  notice  of  the 
Congress,  which  was  attended  by  about  five 
hundred  priests  and  Catholic  dignitaries  from  all  sections 
of  the  country.  We  trust,  however,  that  it  is  not  yet  too 
late  to  tell  our  readers  a  little  more  about  this  remarkable 
assemblage,  which  was  one  of  the  greatest  religious  mani- 
festations and  the  most  magnificent  outpouring  of  Catholic 
faith  that  has  ever  taken  place  in  the  United  States. 

The  opening  services  was  exceedingly  impressive.  The 
church  was  appropriately  decorated  with  hangings  in  gold 
and  white,  the  Eucharistic  colors,  and  brilliantly  illumin- 
ated with  hundreds  of  electric  lights.  The  white  marble 
altar  set  with  artistic  sculpture  and  Eucharistic  alto  relivos 
was  adorned  with  natural  flowrers  and  was  an  appropriate 
throne  for  the  God  of  our  altars. 

In  the  sanctuary  were  Archbishops  J.  J.  Kain,  D.D., 
of  St.  Louis,  and  W.  H.  Elder,  D.D.,  of  Cincinnati; 
Bishops  Maes,  of  Covington,  Ky.  ;  Heunessy,  of  Wichita, 
Kan.  ;  J.  S.  Michaud,  of  Burlington,  Vt.,  and  J.  J.  Glen- 
non,  of  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  the  Right  Rev.  Prelates  and 
the  students  of  Kenrick  Seminar}*,  over  one  hundred 
strong,  robed  in  spotless  surplices.  In  the  body  of  the 
church,  in  the  two  centre  rows  which  had  been  reserved 
for  them,  sat  the  priests,  and  the  remainder  of  the  pews 
contained  members  of  the  laity  from  all  parts  of  the  city. 
After  the  singing  of  the  \7eni  Creator,  His  Grace  Arch- 
bishop Kain  welcomed  the  delegates  and  priests  to  St. 
Louis,  outlining  the  scope  of  the  Congress  and  expressing 
the  conviction  that  great  good  would  result  from  the 
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meeting.  The  Rev.  Edward  J.  Shea,  of  St.  Kevin's 
church,  St.  Louis,  delivered  the  sermon  of  the  evening. 
Father  Shea  gave  a  brief  history  of  the  Holy  Eucharist, 
to  advance  the  glorification  of  which  is  the  object  of  the 
Congress.  During  his  address  the  speaker  referred  to  the 
opening  of  the  twentieth  century,  and  expressed  the  hope 
that  before  it  had  advanced  very  far  the  people  would  re- 
cognize the  fact  that  the  Catholic  was  the  one  true  church 
and  ally  themselves  with  it. 

This  inaugural  discourse  was  followed  with  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  given  by  the  most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop of  St.  Louis,  assisted  by  Rev.  Fr.  Vincent  Wagner, 
O.S.  B.,  general  director  of  the  P.  E.  L-,  and  the  Rev. 
Wallrath,  of  Colusa,  Cal.,  director  general  of  Sacramento. 

Following  the  benediction  came  the  first  meeting  of  the 
diocesan  directors.  At  this  meeting  preparations  for  dis- 
cussions by  the  Congress  were  examined  and  officers  se- 
lected. 

Tuesday  morning, St.  Francis  Xavier's  church  presented 
a  spectacle  such  as  has  never  been  seen  in  St.  Louis,  and 
as  this  generation  is  not  likely  again  to  see.  Six  hundred 
seminarians,  scholastics,  priests  and  ecclesiastical  digni- 
taries formed  in  line  for  the  splendid  procession  from  St. 
Louis  University  to  the  church.  A  canopy  of  white 
satin  and  gold  was  borne  above  the  presiding  prelate, 
Archbishop  Kain,  and  the  Archbishop  wore  vestments 
which  have  not  been  called  into  requisition  since  the  me- 
morable ceremony  when  he  received  the  pallium.  His 
rich  garments  of  purple,  adorned  with  rare  lace  and  rich 
in  wonderfully  wrought  embroidery,  were  completed  by  a 
broad  train  of  heavy  purple  silk,  and  upheld  by  four 
white-clad  pages. 

The  beautifully  carved  main  altar  of  Italian  marble  was 
brilliant  with  red  roses.  The  pontifical  throne,  canopied 
in  crimson,  was  prepared  for  the  presiding  officer  and  his 
attendants.  Facing  the  throne,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  sanctuary,  were  seats  for  the  Bishops.  The  celebrant 
of  the  Mass  was  the  Very  Rev.  Archbishop  Elder,  of  Cin- 
cinnati, whose  zeal  as  a  promoter  of  the  Eucharistic  devo- 
tion is  such  that  he  has  never  missed  attending  a  single 
conference  of  the  Congress.  At  the  right  of  the  throne 
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and  extending  backward  to  the  south  of  the  wide  sanctu- 
ary, chairs  were  placed  for  one  hundred  clergymen.  For 
the  others  in  the  procession  the  pews  on  each  side  of  the 
central  aisle  reaching  to  the  doors,  were  reserved. 

In  the  ecclesiastical  procession  five  abbots,  four  mon- 
signors,  seven  heads  of  religious  orders  and  eleven  bishops 
and  their  attendants  made  a  varied  line  of  purple  and 
white,  preceding  the  archbishop.  The  bishops  were  : 
Bishop  Maes,  of  Covingtou  ;  Bishop  Richter,  of  Grand 
Rapids  ;  Bishop  Hennessy,  of  Wichita;  Bishop  Mk-haud, 
of  Burlington.  Vt.  ;  Bishop  Jansen,  of  Belleville  ;  Bishop 
Allen,  of  Mobile ;  Bishop  Heslin,  of  Natchez ;  Bishop 
Scannell,  of  Omaha  ;  Bishop  Burke,  of  St.  Joseph  ;  Bishop 
Cunningham,  of  Concordia,  and  Bishop  Glennon,  of  Kan- 
sas City. 

Archbishop  Elder  was  the  celebrant  of  the  Mass.  The 
Rev.  Christopher  Wernert,  of  Arcadia,  Mo.,  was  deacon 
of  the  Mass  ;  Dr.  John  H.  May  was  subdeacon,  and  Mon- 
signor  Muehlsicpen  was  assistant  priest.  Bishop  Glennon 
was  the  preacher.  His  sermon  was  a  most  remarkable 
piece  of  sacred  eloquence.  He  presented  the  Holy  Eucha- 
rist as  the  centre  and  soul  of  the  Catholic  church.  He 
compared  the  members  of  the  Congress  to  the  adorers 
who  followed  the  star  whose  light  led  them  to  the  feet  of 
Jesus.  He  eloquently  alluded  to  the  fervor  of  the  ancient 
Christians  toward  the  Eucharist  and  to  the  touching  story 
of  young  Tarcisius  wrho  having  been  entrusted  with  the 
solemn  and  sacred  duty  of  conveying  the  consecrated  eb- 
ments  to  martyrs  in  prison,  fell  a  victim  of  his  love  for 
the  Blessed  Eucharist.  He  was  especially  practical  in  his 
comparison  of  the  ostensorium  sending  forth  its  rays  in 
all  directions  to  the  Eucharist  whence  all  source  of 
grace  emanate. 

The  first  formal  session  of  the  Congress  opened  at  3 
o'clock,  Tuesday  afternoon,  with  nearly  500  clergymen  of 
the  various  degrees  present. 

The  opening  exercise  was  a  prayer  by  the  president, 
Bishop  Maes,  of  Covington,  Ky.  After  the  prayer  the 
Bishop  gave  an  interesting  address  on  matters  pertaining 
to  the  Congress  and  exhibited  an  ostensorium  that  was 


THE   SENTINEL  363 

shown  to  have  been  used  by  the  priests  of  the  northern 
part  of  this  country  more  than  two  hundred  years  ago, 
and  which  was  to  be  used  Wednesday  in  the  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Father  Connolly,  the  secretary  of  the  Congress,  then 
read  a  number  of  letters,  one  of  which  was  from  His 
Eminence  Cardinal  Gibbons,  others  from  archbishops  and 
bishops  and  clergymen,  expressing  congratulations  to  the 
Congress,  and  regretting  inability  to  attend. 

The  following  interesting  papers  were  read  :  On  "  Per- 
sonal Piety  of  the  Priest  toward  the  Holy  Eucharist,"  by 
Father  La  very,  pastor  of  Holy  Rosary  church,  of  St. 
Louis,  Mo.,  which  was  greatly  appreciated;  on  "  The 
Organization  of  the  Eucharistic  Movement,"  by  Rev. 
Bede  Maler,  O.S.B.,  St.  Meinrad,  Ind.  ;  on  "  The  Eucha- 
ristic Missions  among  Protestants,"  by  Rev.  John  P. 
Michaelis.  Cleveland  Apostolate,  Cleveland,  O. ,  a  paper 
of  unusual  excellency  ;  on  "  The  Holy  Ghost  and  Holy 
Eucharist,"  by  Rev.  A.  A.  Lambing,  of  Wilkinburg,  Pa., 
a  well  prepared  work. 

A  meeting  of  the  diocesan  directors  was  held  afterward, 
and  in  the  evening  an  hour  of  adoration  preached  by  Rev. 
F.  Timothy  Enright,  C.S.S.R.,  was  attended  by  all  the 
clergy.  The  service  closed  with  the  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  which  was  given  at  the  same  hour,  in 
all  the  churches  of  the  city. 

On  Wednesday,  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Bishop  Richter, 
of  Grand  Rapids,  Mich.  The  most  important  business  of 
the  day  was  the  perfecting  of  a  plan  for  the  organization 
of  the  Eucharistic  movement,  by  which  all  those  unions, 
societies  and  works  that  are  in  any  way  connected  with 
the  worship  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  shall  be  united. 
More  interesting  papers  were  read  at  the  morning  session. 
The  Rev.  P.  McLean,  of  Milford,  Conn.,  spoke  on  "  The 
Eucharist  and  our  separated  Brethren."  '  The  Celebra- 
tion of  Corpus  Christi  "  was  the  subject  of  an  address  by 
the  Rev.  H.  Stick,  of  Morrissonville,  111.,  and  "  St.  Nor- 
bert  and  the  Holy  Eucharist "  was  the  theme  of  the  Very 
Rev.  B.  Penningo,  of  West  de  Peres,  Wis.  The  organi- 
sations for  the  laity,  known  as  "  Tabernacle  Societies, " 
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were  discussed  by  the  Rev.  F.  X.  Lasance,  the  chaplain 
of  Notre  Dame  Academy,  Walnut  Hills,  Cincinnati,  O- 

In  the  evening  Eucharistic  celebrations  were  held  in  all 
Catholic  churches  of  St.  Louis  In  the  church  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier  a  sermon  was  preached  by  Very  Rev.  D. 
Mullane,  C  S.S.R.,  with  benediction  by  Rt.  Rev.  J.  S. 
Michaud,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Burlington. 

The  formal  proceedings  of  the  day  were  opened  Thurs- 
day morning  with  low  Mass,  said  by  Bishop  Burke,  of 
St.  Joseph,  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Father  Bede  Maler, 
O.S.B.,  and  Father  Vincent  Wagner,  O.S.B. 

At  9.30  the  session  convened  in  the  basement  of  the 
church.  The  Rev.  Bede  Maler  read  a  scholarly  paper  on 
'  The  Eucharistic  Press."  Eucharistic  science  was  well 
discussed  by  the  Rev.  Joseph  Wantker  ;  and  the  Rev. 
Joseph  Sellinger,  of  St.  Francis,  Wis. ,  spoke  very  elo- 
quently on  ' '  How  to  promote  devotion  to  the  Holy 
Eucharist' '  in  seminaries.  It  is  a  source  of  great  satis- 
faction for  us  to  learn  that  the  author  of  this  excellent 
paper  intends  to  have  it  published.  This  will  extend  the 
benefit  of  the  article  to  all  the  priests  who  were  unable  to 
attend  the  Congress. 

Reports  were  given  from  different  Eucharistic  confra- 
ternities and  associations  for  the  laity,  and  in  this  connec- 
tion the  Rev.  J.  Heer,  of  Dyersville,  Iowa,  spoke  on 
"  Eucharistic  Sermons"  and  instructions.  A  remarkable 
paper  on  "Weekly  Communion"  was  read  by  the  Rev. 
William  T.  Kinsella,  S.J.  This  paper  awaken  such  STL 
applause  that  a  movement  was  set  on  foot  at  once  to  have 
the  paper  published  in  pamphlet  form,  and  disseminated 
throughout  the  country.  The  excellency  of  the  paper 
warranted  many  of  the  clergy  to  order  then  and  there 
several  thousand  copies. 

On  the  afternoon,  the  Rev.  Father  A.  Letellier,  of  New 
York,  read  a  paper  on  "  The  Order  of  the  most  Blessed 
Sacrament,"  and  reports  were  made  concerning  progress 
of  the  Eucharistical  courts  which  have  have  in  charge 
proceedings  tending  to  the  beatification  of  two  disting- 
uished American  priests.  A  report  on  the  process  of  bea- 
tification of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Newman,  of  Philadel- 
phia, was  made  by  the  Rev.  Joseph  Wissell,  and  the  Very 
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Rev.  F.  Nugent,  of  Kenrick  Seminary,  gave  a  report  on 
the  causa  of  the  Rev.  F.  de  Andreis,  the  first  vicar-general 
of  St.  Louis.  The  business  session  ended  with  a  congra- 
tulatory address  by  the  president  of  the  Congress,  Bishop 
Maes,  of  Covington,  and  a  few  kind  wrords  from  the  Rt. 
Rev.  J.  J.  Koppes,  Bishop  of  Luxembourg. 

The  service  in  St.  Francis  Xavier's  church  followed.  It 
began  by  the  procession  and  benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  and  closed  with  the  chanting  of  the  Te  Denm. 
The  whole  service  was  so  impressive  that  it  will  never  be 
forgotten  by  those  who  witnessed  it. 

Rev.  Father  Estevenon,  S.S-,  superior  of  the  "  Con- 
gregation of  the  Blessed  Sacrament"  in  New  York,  and 
Rev.  Father  Letellier,  S.S.S-,  of  the  same  city,  who  repre- 
sented it  at  the  Congress,  spoke  very  enthusiastically  of 
the  success  of  the  Congress.  It  is  understood  that  the  next 
Congress  of  the  League  will  take  place  in  New  York  in 
1903. 

One  of  the  most  striking  features  of  the  ceremonies  was 
the  singing  of  the  Gregorian  chant,  which  impressed  the 
listeners  as  being  unsurpassed  by  any  other  kind  of  music 
for  church  ceremonies  and  impressively  appropriate  for 
the  service  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
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The  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

KATHLEEN  EILEEN  BARRY. 
(  Concluded. ) 

If  only  she  could  get  up  sufficient  courage  to  brave  the 
darkness!  And  after  all,  why  should  she  not?  It  was  high 
time,  she  reasoned,  to  shake  off  her  childish  fears  and 
cease  to  be  afraid  of  shadows.  She  must  remember  that 
she  was  quite  grown-up  now,  and  moreover  that  she  was 
a  nun  !  It  was  not  seemly  that  a  Sister  of  Charity 
should  be  a  coward !  No,  no,  she  would  go  at  once !  She 
would  hurry  along  the  dark  hall  and  enter  the  chapel 
through  the  door  nearest  the  Sanctuary.  Surely  her 
fears  would  fall  from  her  like  a  garment  when  she  stood 
within  the  Master's  house !  And  she  would  kneel  before 
Him  for  awhile — would  ask  Him  to  make  her  brave ! 

Thus  thinking,  she  caught  up  the  night-light  which  the 
Reverend  Mother  allowed  her  to  have  in  the  room,  and 
sped  down  the  corridor,  looking  neither  to  the  right  nor 
left.  But  she  came  to  a  sudden  standstill  on  the  threshold 
of  the  Chapel  door,  for  the  sound  of  stealthy  footsteps 
reached  her,  and  she  saw  a  gleam  of  light !  Presently 
she  was  able  to  distinguish  through  the  semi-gloom 
three  moving  figures  within  the  Sanctuary  gate !  The 
sight  had  a  paralyzing  effect  upon  her.  She  could  not 
stir  or  cry  out,  but  remained  rooted  to  the  spot,  her  eyes 
widening  with  ever-increasing  terror. 

III. 

When  the  Turkish  acrobats  slid  from  the  window  to 
the  floor  of  the  chapel,  they  lit  the  lanterns  which  they 
had  thrust  into  their  tunics,  and  surveyed  the  place.  They 
had  been  hired  by  the  leader  of  a  gang  of  church-thieves 
to  carry  off  the  wonderful  lamp  and  certain  gold  vessels 
which  were  reputed  to  be  of  considerable  value.  In 
order  to  do  this  they  had  left  Henley's  London  Circus 
and  joined  Clarke's  when  the  latter  started  on  its  annual 
tour  through  Ireland. 

Full  directions  and  an  accurate  description  of  the  in- 
terior of  the  chapel  had  been  furnished  to  them,  and  they 
acted  as  though  on  familiar  ground.  Thus  far  none  of 
their  plans  had  miscarried.  It  only  remained  for  them 
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now  to  seize  their  booty  and  get  back  to  their  caravan 
before  the  show  moved  on  to  the  next  town. 

When  they  had  arranged  for  an  easy  exit  by  piling 
some  of  the  light,  movable  pews  against  the  wall  beneath 
the  window,  they  secured  the.  lamp.  One  of  them  un- 
wound his  sash  and  wrapping  it  around  the  prize,  laid  it 
on  the  altar-steps,  together  with  a  brace  of  pistols  which 
had  been  tucked  within  the  sash.  Then  both  the  men 
went  towards  the  Tabernacle. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Sister  Concepta  entered. 
The  situation  appalled  her.  Fear  clutched  at  her  heart 
like  an  icy  hand,  bringing  with  it  a  sensation  of  bodily 
numbness.  But  her  mind  was  very  active.  Her  first 
thought  was  that  God  would  surely  annihilate  the  wret- 
ches who  dared  to  lay  sacreligious  hands  upon  His  altar. 
Then  she  remembered  His  infinite  patience,  and  reflected 
that  as  He  did  not  strike  down  His  own  people  when 
they  offended  Him  by  wilfully  breaking  His  laws,  he 
would  not  destroy  these  men  who  knew  Him  not. 

The  twain  were  working  quickly  and  skilfully.  In 
another  moment  the  golden  door  of  the  Tabernacle 
would  be  wrenched  open !  Oh,  if  she  could  but  save  it 
from  desecration!  But  she  was  so  weak,  so  helpless,  so 
miserably  afraid! 

While  she  stood  there  quivering  with  terror,  it  seemed 
to  her  that  a  voice  sweet  and  low  as  a  strain  of  distant 
music,  sounded  in  her  ear. 

"  1'erfect  love  casteth  out  fear!"  it  said.  "  Perfect 
love !  "  The  words  were  to  her  what  the  slogan  of  an 
army  is  to  the  soldier  on  the  field  of  battle  when  for  the 
first  time  he  hears  the  order  to  charge  on  the  enemy.  She 
was  thrilled,  electrified,  inspired  with  splendid  courage. 
She  loved  the  King  with  her  whole  heart  and  soul,  and 
felt  now  that  she  was  brave  enough  to  die  in  defense  of 
His  temple. 

Swiftly  she  glided  through  the  Sanctuary  gate.  The 
Turks  heard  the  light  foot- fall  and  whirled  around,  only 
to  start  back  at  sight  of  the  slender,  black-robed  figure. 
In  the  flickering  light  she  looked  like  a  spirit,  and  they 
dared  not  approach  her.  But  they  soon  realized  that  she 
was  flesh-and-blood,  —  a  mere  girl  whose  life  could  be 
crushed  out  with  a  blow. 
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She  noted  their  change  of  expression  and  knew  that 
they  meant  to  kill  her.  She  tried  to  commend  her  soul 
to  God,  but  she  could  not  frame  a  prayer.  She  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  absolutely  and  completely  every  form 
of  petition  that  had  been  familiar  to  her  all  her  life. 

Then  there  suddenly  flashed  into  the  blankness  of  her 
mind  a  remembrance  that  seemed  strangely  out  of  place 
in  this  moment  of  peril.  It  was  of  a  story  written  by  her 
brother  in  their  nursery  days.  He  had  made  her  the  he- 
roine, and  with  a  boy's  vivid  imagination  had  portrayed 
a  scene  in  which  she  routed,  singlehanded,  a  band  of 
robber-chiefs  through  the  agency  of  a  revolver  and  the 
command,  "  Back,  or  by  heaven,  I  shoot  to  kill !  "  And 
so  complex  a  thing  is  the  human  mind  that  she  actually 
smiled  now  in  recalling  the  amusement  which  the  tale 
had  aroused  in  her  family  circle. 

As  these  thoughts  came  to  her,  she  espied  the  brace  of 
pistols  at  her  feet.  With  a  quick,  involuntary  movement 
she  snatched  them  up,  and  as  the  Turks  sprang  towards 
her  they  looked  straight  into  the  barrels  of  their  own 
weapons ! 

Her  face,  no  longer  pallid  with  fear,  had  lost  its  soft, 
girlish  beauty.  It  was  hard  and  stern,  and  the  eyes  that 
had  always  shone  with  dove-like  mildness  now  flashed 
like  those  of  an  avenging  angel.  Her  lips  were  mute, 
but  her  poise  and  expression  suggested  as  plainly  as 
speech  itself  a  command  and  threat  which  it  were  unwise 
to  disregard. 

The  dismayed  thieves  fell  back  before  her,  and  vaul- 
ting over  the  communion-rail,  climbed  up  to  the  window, 
through  which  they  scrambled  with  frantic  haste.  In 
another  moment  the  quartette  had  fled  from  the  Convent 
grounds. 

Sister  Concepta  sank  unconscious  on  the  altar-steps. 
At  her  feet  lay  the  beautiful  lamp  of  the  sanctuary,  half 
hidden  in  the  folds  of  the  Turk's  sash.  The  moonbeams 
that  now  poured  in  through  the  open  casement  bathed 
her  in  silvery  light,  and  although  her  face  still  showed 
traces  of  the  fear  that  had  made  her,  physically,  a  cow- 
ard, it  bore  the  stamp  of  one  would  evermore  be  brave 
in  spirit ! 


The  Children's  Hour. 


Christmas  in  other  Lands 
than  our  Own. 


NCE  again  comes  the  happy  Christmas-tide  bringing 
(<  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men."  The  prat- 
tle of  the  merry  children  asking  each  day,  "  When 
will  Santa  Clans  come?"  falls  like  sweet  music  on 
the  ear.  We  all  know  this  good  old  saint,  who 
comes  every  y:ar  at  the  call  of  the  Christmas  bells  ;  but 
let  us  travel  across  the  sea  and  have  a  glimpse  at  merry 
Kiss  Kingle's  home.  T'is  in  Holland. 

The  little  ones  there  do  not  hang  up  their  stockings. 
O  !  no,  it  is  their  little  wooden  shoes  they  leave  for  Santa 
to  fill,  and  they  leave  a  window  open  so  that  he  may 
enter  with  ease  and  comfort.  They  are  kinder  to  Old  St. 
Nick  than  we  are,  for  when  he  comes  to  see  us,  why, 
deary  me  !  he  has  to  come  down  that  dirty  black  chim- 
ney! But  now  let  us  resume  our  journey  ;  we  will  stop 
and  visit  our  English  cousins.  In  olden  times  all  the 
nobility  went  to  their  country  homes  where  blazing  fires 
were  lit,  and  every  house  presented  a  hospitable  appear- 
ance. The  forests  were  traversed  by  rich  and  poor  until 
the  finest  tree  was  found  ;  down  it  came  and  was  carried 
home  and  deposited  in  the  great  fire  place.  Christmas  eve 
it  was  lighted  and  blazed  twelve  nights  The  last,  twelfth 
night,  or  ''little  Christmas,"  was  celebrated  with  more 
ceremony  than  the  original  Christmas.  The  principal 
feature  of  the  Christmas  dinner  was  the  boar's  head. 
This  was  decorated  with  garlands  and  carried  in  on  a  sil- 
ver salver  by  some  person  of  distinction,  followed  by  a 
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long  procession.  The  houses  were  hung  with  holly  and 
mistletoe.  The  churches  were  only  decorated  with  holly, 
as  the  mistletoe  was  considered  a  relic  of  Paganism,  hav- 
ing been  used  by  the  ancient  Druids,  who  were  heathen 
priests  of  England.  So,  from  all  this  we  may  judge  that 
the  English  spent  a  very  happy  Christmas.  Now,  let  us 
travel  to  Italy.  There  we  are  soothed  by  balmy  June 
winds.  Old  blustery  winter  is  barred  from  that  sunny 
country.  The  children  there  do  not  enjoy  good  Santa's 
gifts,  and  indeed  it  is  well  he  has  decided  not  to  go  there, 
for  I  fear  his  reindeer  and  sleigh  would  be  of  but  little  use, 
he  would  have  to  go  by  rail,  and  that  would  never  do. 
But  in  his  stead  there  is  Befana,  a  good  old  woman,  of 
whom  it  is  said  that  the  Wise  Men  asked  her  to  go  with 
them  in  quest  of  the  infant  Saviour  ;  but  she  declined, 
saying  she  was  too  busy  at  home,  but  that  she  would 
when  her  work  was  finished.  However,  when  her  tasks 
were  completed  it  was  too  late,  the  Wise  Men  had  gone. 
So,  for  the  Infant  Saviour's  sake,  she  he  is  always  kind 
to  children.  In  Russia  there  is  a  similar  legend,  and  there 
are  dozens  of  other  countries  of  which  I  might  speak  and 
tell  of  their  interesting  celebrations  and  their  origin.  But 
as  time  flies,  and  it  is  very  precious,  I  will  rest  here  with 
Befaua,  wishing  all  a  joyful  Christinas  and  a  New  Year 
full  of  blessing. 
Dec.  20,  1899.  FLORENCE  CARNEY. 


Christmas  Thoughts  for  the  Little  Ones. 

UR  LORD  is  the  true  Hero-King,  and  the  story  of 
His  life  must  interest  us.  It  is  the  life  of  One  we 
really  love  and  Whom  we  shall  love  more  and 
more  as  we  hear  more  about  Him.  For  this  life 
is  not  like  the  life  of  other  people.  It  was  lived 
for  us,  for  each  one  of  us — it  is  mine,  I  can  take  every- 
thing in  it  home  to  myself  ;  I  can  say  that  loving  word 
was  said  to  me,  that  pain  was  borne  for  me,  that  grace 
was  won  for  me.  Think  of  that  !  Can  such  a  thing  be 
said  of  the  life  of  any  one  else  in  the  world  ?  What  did 
the  heroes  of  long  ago  care  for  me  ?  Their  example  does 
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me  good,  but  they  did   not  think  of    me  when  they  per- 
formed their  wonderful  deeds. 

But  our  Lord  did  think  of  me  ;  I,  poor  and  little  as  I 
am,  was  present  to  Him  all  His  Life  through  ;  in  each 
action  He  performed  He  thought  of  my  good.  Shall  I  not 
be  interested  in  Him? 

Think  of  the  time  before  that  life  was  lived — the  time 
of  the  Old  Law.  Men  looked  upon  God  as  a  long  way  off, 
as  One  far  above  them.  They  thought  of  Him  as  One 
4  Who  dwelt  in  light  inaccessible,  Whom  no  man  hath 
seen  nor  can  see."  They  worshipped  Him  and  feared 
Him,  but  they  found  it  hard  to  love  Him. 

God  knew  it  was  hard.  What  could  He  do  to  help 
them? 

Look  at  that  little  child  standing  on  tip-toe  trying  to 
reach  its  father's  face.  Look  at  it  stretching  its  baby 
arms  as  far  as  ever  they  can  go.  Poor  little  thing,  how 
helpless  it  is  !  Father  is  far  off  and  it  cannot  reach  him 
alone.  But  see,  he  bends  down  to  it  ;  lower  and  lower  he 
bends  till  his  face  is  on  a  level  with  the  child's — now  it 
can  touch  him,  now  it  is  happy.  The  fat  hands  are  laid 
on  his  cheeks,  the  rosy  lips  kiss  his  with  great  love.  And 
the  father  takes  it  up  in  his  arms  and  off  they  go  together. 

God  stooped  to  our  littleness.  He  came  down  from  His 
Throne  in  Heaven,  down  even  to  our  level,  and  took  up 
our  human  nature.  The  day  came  when  there  was  a  God- 
inan,  God  in  the  form  of  a  little  child.  And  He  grew  as 
the  children  of  men  grow.  He  worked  as  they  work,  and 
His  working  made  Him  weary.  He  suffered  want,  and 
hunger,  and  thirst,  and  cold  ;  and  sorrow  came  upon  Him. 
For  thirty-three  years  He  lived  upon  earth  and  then  He 
died.  Oh,  how  He  died  !  Think  of  Him  on  the  Cross. 
Think  of  the  wide  wounds  in  His  hands  and  feet,  the 
beautiful  head  crowned  with  thorns,  the  Precious  Blood 
trickling  into  His  dim  eyes — oh,  how  he  died  ! 

And  this  life — the  life  He  led,  and  this  death — the  death 
He  died,  were  the  best  His  infinite  Wisdom  could  choose, 
to  show  man  what  Divine  Love  is,  to  draw  men's  hearts 
to  love  Him  in  return.  What  a  Life  that  must  be,  and 
what  a  Death,  that  would  satisfy  an  infinite  love  !  Will 
they  not  interest  us? 

—Life  of  Our  Lord  Jot  the  Lit  tie  Ones 
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"He  hath  given  his  angels  charge  over  thee 


'HAT  joy  it  is  to  have  friends  in  heaven  as  well 
as  upon  earth  !  Just  think,  dear  children,  each 
angel's  spirit,  each  glorified  soul  is  your  friend. 
Imagine  then  how  man}7  friends  we  must  have 
anci  t-ne  fast  part  of  it  is  that  they  are  never 
weary  of  thinking  and  pleading  for  us.  No\v  that  the 
saints  see  our  Blessed  Lord  face  to  face  they  are  as  St. 
Paul  tells  us  "like  Him;"  full  of  pity  and  love  for 
each  one  of  us.  If  in  the  midst  of  their  o\vn  joy  they 
should  forget  us  they  would  not  be  "  like  Him,"  for  glo- 
rified as  He  now  is  Jesus  our  divine  Saviour,  thinks  of  us 
every  instant.  If  mere  human  genius  enables  persons  in 
this  world  separated  by  thousands  of  miles  to  speak  to 
each  other  by  means  of  the  telephone,  it  is  not  surprising 
that  God  who  alone  gives  to  human  intellect  its  power, 
should  cause  the  bright  spirits  of  his  Kingdom,  to  be 
conscious  of  the  words  we  speak  on  earth.  It  is  the 
Divine  Mind  that  they  see  all  things  reflected  as  in  a 
mirror.  We  on  earth,  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  the  angels 
and  saints  in  heaven,  form  one  family,  for  we  are  all  His 
children  whom  He  wishes  to  know,  and  to  aid  one  another. 
He  Himself  is  the  link  that  binds  us  together.  We  will 
never  honor  the  blessed  spirits  as  much  as  He  does,  dear 
children,  and  since  they  are  precious  to  Him  they  mu-;t 
be  so  to  us.  And  oh,  how  lovely  they  are  !  Each  saint 
is  God's  o\vn  handiwork.  Each  one  shines  like  a  star. 
Heaven  is  a  celestial  gallery  full  with  statues  each 
one  of  which  is  a  masterpiece.  Only  there,  the 
Sculptor  is  divine  :  the  statues  human  souls  whom  He 
has  fashioned  into  His  own  image.  It  is  not  then  strange 
that  we  honor  them.  Let  us  often  ask  them  to  plead  for 
us  just  as  we  ask  our  friends  on  earth  who  are  still  sin- 
stained  to  pray  for  us.  They  will  do  so  gladly  and  thus 
aid  us  so  to  live,  that  one  day,  we  too,  may  share  their 
bliss  forever. 
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The  First  Martyrs. 


is  iiot  necessary  for  rue  to  tell  the  little  readers  of 
THE  SENTINEL  what  the  special  devotion  of  this 
mouth  is.  I  am  sure  that  from  the  first  day,  and  be- 
fore it,  they  are  thinking  of  the  divine  infant,  with 
hearts  full  of  love,  and  planning  how  many  gifts  they 
will  bestow  on  mama  aud  papa,  and  brothers  and  sisters, 
and  the  poor,  all  for  the  love  of  Him  who  gave  us  Him- 
self on  Christmas  day. 

I  am  not  going,  my  dear  little  friends,  to  tell  you  any- 
thing about  Christmas,  because  you  know  all  about  it  as 
I  do  myself  ;  but  I  am  going  to  tell  you  about  some  saints 
who  are  honored  in  this  lovely  month  of  Jesus,  and  whose 
feast-days  come  next  to  that  of  Our  dear  Lord. 

On  the  26th  of  December,  the  day  after  Christmas,  is 
celebrated  the  feast  of  Saint  Stephen,  usually  called  the 
first  Martyr,  although  there  were  some  who  suffered  for 
Christ  much  earlier,  of  whom  I  \vill  tell  you  also. 

St.  Stephen  was  one  of  the  seven  young  men,  selected 
by  the  Apostles  for  their  holiness  of  life,  aud  ordained  by 
them  to  the  priesthood.  He  was  then  one  of  the  first 
priests  ever  ordained  !^  The  Scripture  says  of  him,  that 
he  was  "  a  man  full  of  Faith,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 
(Acts  vi.  5.  )  After  his  ordination  he  was  untiring  in  his 
zeal  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  preaching  constantly,  con- 
verting many,  and  working  numerous  miracles. 

Now,  the  \vicked  Jews,  not  being  able  to  stop  his  apos- 
tolic work  in  any  lawful  way,  hired  two  false  witnesses 
who  accused  him  before  the  council  of  preaching  sedition  ; 
and  as  they  uttered  these  lies  against  him,  "  all  that  sat 
in  the  council,  looking  on  him,  saw  his  face  as  if  it  had 
been  the  face  of  an  angel."  (Acts  vi.  15.)  But  their 
hearts  were  hardened  in  sin,  and  they  hated  him  all  the 
more  for  it.  And  the  High  Priest  asked  him  what  he  had 
to  say  in  his  own  defence  :  and  Stephen,  inspired  by  the 
Holy  Spirit,  spoke  to  them  in  a  long  discourse,  oimthe 
greatness  of  God,  and  his  goodness  to  man  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world,  he  reminded  them  of  all  the  won- 
ders He  had  wrought  for  their  fathers  in  times  past,  and 
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reproached  them  with  their  ingratitude,  their  awful  crime 
in  crucifying  the  Redeemer,  the  son  of  God  ! 

All  these  stirring  words  did  not  soften  their  hearts  ; 
their  anger  increased,  and  they  gnashed  their  teeth  at 
him.  "  But  he,  being  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  looking  up 
steadfastly  to  Heaven,  saw  the  glory  of  God,  and  Jesus 
standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God.  And  he  said  : 
'  Behold,  I  see  the  Heavens  opened,  and  the  Son  of  man 
standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God.'  "  (Acts  vn.  55.) 
Then  these  wicked  men  were  filled  with  rage,  and  they 
put  their  fingers  in  their  ears,  so  that  they  should  not 
hear  any  more  of  his  morals,  and  they  rushed  on  him, 
and  drove  him  out  of  the  council,  and  out  of  the  city,  and 
they  all  cast  stones  at  him. 

And  Stephen  fell  on  his  knees,  saying  :  "  Lord  Jesus 
receive  my  spirit."  (Acts  vii.  58.)  And  again,  remem- 
bering how  Our  Lord  on  the  cross  prayed  for  his  enemies, 
he  said  :  "  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge."  (Acts 
vn.  59.) 

Thus  died  the  glorious  St.  Stephen,  stoned  to  death  by 
the  unbelieving  Jews,  and  praying  for  them  with  his  last 
breath  ! 

On  the  27th  of  December  is  the  feast  of  St.  John,  the 
Evangelist,  on  the*28th  comes  that  of  the  Holy  Innocents; 
it  is  about  these  latter  that  I  am  now  going  to  tell  you  : 
Perhaps  there  were  some  among  you  who  do  not  know 
exactly  who  the  Holy  Innocents  were. 

You  remember  how  the  Kings  came  from  the  East, 
guided  by  a  wonderful  star,  which  moved  before  them, 
seeking  the  new-born  King  of  the  Jews. 

The  Kings  when  they  came  to  the  land  of  Judea,  went 
to  the  palace  of  Herod,  who  was  king  there,  and  enquired 
of  him  where  they  should  find  the  new-born  King,  fore- 
told by  the  Prophets,  whose  star  they  had  followed  from 
their  far  distant  homes. 

Now,  Herod  was  a  very  wicked  man,  and  it  disturbed 
him  greatly  to  hear  of  a  new  king  arising  in  his  own 
country  ;  so  he  spoke  very  cunningly  to  the  wise  men, 
telling  them  that  he  knew  nothing  about  what  they  asked 
them,  bu;  thai:  if  they  found  out  the  new-born  King  he 
hoped  they  would  tell  Him  at  once  where  he  was,  that  he 
also  might  go  and  adore  Him.  All  the  time  he  was  speak- 
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ing  so  fairly  he  determined  in  his  own  heart  to  murder 
the  divine  child  as  soon  as  he  could  lay  hands  on  him. 

The  three  Kings,  with  all  their  train  of  servants  and 
camels  loaded  with  gifts,  went  sadly  away  from  the  palace 
of  Herod,  not  knowing  where  to  go  to  find  Him  whom 
they  sought  ;  the  darkness  of  night  increased  their  per- 
plexity, when  lo  !  on  a  sudden,  they  perceived  the  star, 
which  had  been  hidden  throughout  the  day,  and  seemed 
to  hang  like  a  lamp  in  the  sky  over  one  particular  spot, 
and  they  joyfully  followed  its  guidance  until  they  reached 
the  stable  of  Bethlehem,  wrhere  they  found  the  divine  in- 
fant with  Mary  and  Joseph.  A  great  peace  fell  on  their 
hearts,  and  having  adored  the  Lord,  they  presented  their 
gifts  :  gold,  frankincence  and  myrrh  ! 

That  night  while  they  slept  an  angel  appeared  to  them, 
warning  them  not  to  go  back  to  Herod. 

So  they  obeyed  the  angel  and  went  back  to  their  own 
country  by  a  different  way. 

The  same  night  an  angel  warned  Joseph  in  his  sleep, 
to  take  the  child  and  his  mother  and  fly  with  them  into 
Egyt,  as  Herod  sought  the  life  of  the  child  ! 

As  soon  as  Herod  realized  that  the  Kings  had  gone 
away,  without  returning  to  him  with  the  news  he  de- 
sired, he  was  furious,  and  not  being  able  to  find  Jesus, 
gave  an  order  that  every  little  boy  baby  in  Bethlehem, 
and  the  country  around,  should  be  killed  !  And  this  army 
of  babies  who  died  for  our  Lord  were  really  martyrs.  They 
were  not  baptized,  because  as  yet  the  law  of  Baptism  had 
not  been  established  ;  but  the  church  declares  that  they 
were  baptized  in  their  blood,  and  having  died  for  Jesus, 
are  saints  in  Heaven.  And  these  are  the  Holy  Innocents. 

"  All  hail  !  ye  infant  martyr  flowers  ! 
Cut  off  in  life's  first  dawning  hours, 
As  rose-buds  snapped  in  tempest  strife, 
When  Herod  sought  your  Saviour's  life. 

You,  tender  flock  of  lambs,  we  sing, 
First  victims  slain  for  Christ  your  King  ! 
Beneath  the  altar's  heavenly  ray, 
With  martyr  palms  and  crowns  ye  play. 
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^Concluded.) 

"  But,  oh,  Trimmer,  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  clasping  her 
hot  fingers,  *'  suppose  it  should  grow  worse  and  worse 
while  daddy  is  away.  " 

"  I  think  it  will  be  all  right,  Miss  Nancy,  "  said  Trim- 
mer, steadily.  "  I  am  seeing  after  you.  And  your  papa 
and  your  Aunt  Norreys  will  be  coming  home  in  a  few 
days.  " 

Then  after  an  hour  or  two,  when  it  was  still  quite  early 
in  the  morning,  the  old  doctor  came  from  St.  Edmunds' 
to  look  at  Miss  Nancy ;  and  she  wondered  confusedly  if 
he  had  come  just  as  it  were  by  chance,  or  whether  Trim- 
mer had  sent  for  him,  in  which  case  Miss  Nancy  believed 
that  she  must  be  quite  ill. 

After  he  was  gone  she  lay  and  tossed  from  side  to  side, 
and  fell  asleep  again,  and  dozed  fitfully  all  day,  and  bet- 
ween the  dozes  started  up  with  her  eyes  bright  and  her 
hands  burning. 

"  Never  mind  it,  Miss  Nancy,  my  dear,  "  said  Trim- 
mer, sitting  always  by  the  bed  as  if  she  had  never  moved 
away.  "  It  is  only  a  bad  dream  you  have  been  having.  " 

"  I  have  been  so  afraid,  "  said  Miss  Nancy,  hoarsely. 
"  Oh,  Trimmer,  has  daddy  come  home?  " 

"  Not  yet,  Miss  Nancy ;  I  am  expecting  him  soon,  " 
said  Trimmer,  with  as  much  composure  as  if  she  and 
Mrs.  Plummett  had  not  sent  an  urgent  message  to  the 
squire  and  Aunt  Norrey's  as  soon  as  the  doctor  had  gone- 

"  I  wish  he  would  come !  "  gasped  Miss  Nancy. 


*  By  kind  permission  of  E.  P.  DTTTON  &  Co. 
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'  And.  oh.  my  dear,  so  do  1  !  "  thought  Trimmer. 

Miss  Nancy  dozed  again,  and  gradually  evening  drew 
she  believed  that  the  doctor  came  then,  but  she  did 
not  feel  sure  of  it.  She  also  believed  that  he  came  again 
some  time  after  she  had  watched  the  first  pale  streaks  of 
ilie  gray  morning  appearing  behind  the  elms,  after  that 
long,  unquiet  fevered  night;  but  she  could  not  feel  sure 
of  that  either,  for  her  mind  was  in  a  very  hazy  condition. 
The  morning  dragged  itself  by,  and  Miss  Nancy  lay  and 
>!ept.  and  moaned  a  little  in  her  sleep,  and  before  noon 
Trimmer  and  Airs.  Plummett  had  despatched  a  second 
nger ;  for  by  this  time  they  had  come  to  such  a 
frame  of  mind  that  they  would  almost  have  forfeited 
everything  they  had  in  the  world  to  have  the  squire  and 
Aunt  Nor  revs  at  home. 

But  Miss  Nancy  lay  and  knew  nothing  of  all  this  unea- 
siness on  her  behalf.  She  asked  for  daddy  many  times, 
in  a  hoarse,  gasping  whisper ;  Trimmer  always  told  her 
that  he  was  coming.  ]>ut  the  afternoon  passed,  and  the 
evening  fell,  and  darkness  came,  and  it  was  not  until  far 
into  the  night  that  Mrs.  1'lummett,  straining  her  ears 
miserably  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  burst  into  tears  of 
thankfulness,  as  Hailey.  stiff  with  waiting,  opened  the 
door  to  see  lights  twinkling  through  the  bare  thorn-trees, 
as  the  carriage  dashed  up  the  drive.  lint  this  haste  made 
no  difference  at  all  to  Miss  Nancy,  for  when  the  squire 
and  Aunt  Norreys  came,  she  did  not  know  them. 

For  Miss  NaiKy  was  having  dreams,  a  great  n;any  of 
them.  It  seemed  to  her  to  be  one  long  night,  the  longest 
she  had  ever  known.  Sometimes  she  thought  she  was 
awake,  and  was  very  ill  ;  but  this  was  a  fancy  that  came 
and  went.  The  world  floated  hither  and  thither,  and  left 
Miss  Nancv  drifting  forlornly  bv  herself;  but  one  thing 
always  remained,  and  that  was  a  sore  throat.  I  low  long 
it  was  dark  round  her  bed  she  did  not  know,  but  she 
dreamed  some  very  curious  things.  She  dreamed  not 
only  about  the  old  doctor  from  St.  Kdnumds',  but  about 
the  <>ther  doctor  from  Carchestcr.  and  then  about  a  gen- 
tleman whom  she  did  not  know. 

She  dreamed  fitfully  about  the  old  friends  when  her 
sleep  was  not  so  deep  that  she  was  unconscious  of  any- 
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thing.  Trimmer  seemed  to  be  always  there,  and  her  face 
was  quite  white,  all  but  a  line  under  her  eyes,  and  that 
was  purple ;  and  Miss  Nancy  dimly  wondered  at  it,  not 
knowing  that  the  nursing  of  little  Miss  Throgmorton 
would  be  told  in  honor  of  Trimmer  the  stern  as  long  as 
she  lived.  She  dreamed  of  Aunt  Norreys  being  by  the 
bed;  and  once  when  she  sat  there,  Miss  Nancy  was  al- 
most sure  that  she  was  crying,  and  she  wondered  at  that 
too,  not  knowing  that  the  great  London  doctor  believed 
that  little  Miss  Throgmorton  was  dying. 

Daddy  was  often,  often  there,  standing  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  silently,  with  mournful  eyes ;  and  this  was  the 
most  troubled  dream  of  all.  And  when  he  was  not  there, 
he  was  sitting,  though  Miss  Nancy  did  not  know  it,  in 
his  justice-room  downstairs,  silent  and  alone,  hour  after 
hour,  except  when  the  rector  came  to  be  with  him. 

Nor  did  Miss  Nancy  know  that  in  those  hours  of  her 
night  when  the  great  London  doctor  believed  that  she 
was  dying,  the  squire  and  the  rector  sat  side  by  side  in 
the  room  below,  looking  dumbly  at  a  pitiful  scrawl  on 
the  table  before  them,  written  on  a  leaf  of  a  copy-book, 
and  folded  across  and  found  tidily  laid  by  in  the  cup- 
board of  the  brown  parlor.  For  this  was  poor  little  Miss 
Nancy's  will,  in  which  (struggling  with  infinite  difficul- 
ties of  spelling  and  penmanship)  she  had  endeavored  to 
make  a  disposition  of  all  that  she  had,  as  men  do  before 
they  die. 

And  so  she  had  devised  the  best  thing  she  had  got  to 
dear  daddy  ' '  because  of  loveing  him  most  ;  ' '  and  Keep 
Sakes  to  Aunt  Norrey's,  and  the  rector,  and  Trimmer, 
and  Mrs.  Plummett.  and  all  the  servants.  And  Miss 
Nancy  wished  extremely  much  that  she  had  some  Goods 
that  might  have  been  devised  unto  God's  poor  forever, 
but  was  "  afrade  "  that  she  had  not  got  Any  Thing.  For 
she  had  not  even  got  what  she  wanted  to  have  most  of 
all ;  but  she  was  trying  to  have  it,  and  would  go  on  trying 
more  and  more,  until  at  last  she  would  be  able,  even  in 
the  things  that  were  hard,  to  have  the  thankful  heart. 

And  the  rector  and  the  squire  sat  silent  for  a  long,  long- 
time;  until  the  rector  rested  his  face  upon  his  hands,  and 
-said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Open  our  eyes,  O  Lord,  that  we 
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see!      Not  alone  in  our    joys  —  even    in    the 
that  are  hard,  give  unto  us  also  that  thankful  heart.  " 

Hut  upstairs  the  long  night  went  on,  and  the  dreams, 
too,  went  on  and  on;  until  at  last  there  eame  one  quite 
different  from  all  the  others. 

It  was  a  dream  of  a  half-open  window,  of  clouds  flee- 
ting over  the  blue  sky,  of  a  soft  spring  wind,  of  a  sound 
of  lambs  bleating  faintly  on  the  uplands,  of  the  rooks 
cawing-  to  each  other,  of  the  birds  on  the  elm-tree  tops, 
of  a  world  that  was  new. 

And  with  that.  Miss  Nancy  awoke;  and  perceiving  that 
her  dreams  were  over,  naturally  concluded  that  the  long 
night  was  also  over,  and  the  morning  wras  come  ;  and 
looking  round  with  a  faint,  strange  interest,  she  said 
teebly,  but  quite  clearly,  and  with  excessive  politeness, 

Good-morning,  Trimmer.  " 

"  Good-morning,  Miss  Xancy,  "  replied  Trimmer  so- 
berly, it  being  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon;  but  quite 
unaware  of  any  discrepancy,  Miss  Xancy  acknowledged 
the  response  with  a  smile  of  weak  affability.  On  which 
poor  Trimmer  the  stern,  who  had  hitherto  refused  to  per- 
mit herself  to  give  way  for  one  single  moment,  went 
quickly  out  to  call  Aunt  Xorreys,  and  retiring  to  Mrs. 
1  'lummett's  room,  sat  down  on  the  nearest  chair,  and 
went  into  hysterics. 

But  Miss  Xancy  presently  fell  asleep  in  much  tranquil- 
lity, and  slept  very  soundly  for  a  long  time  ;  and  by  and 
by  she  had  the  most  singular  dream  of  all.  For  she 
dreamed  that  the  squire  was  in  the  room,  and  he  was 
kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  as  if  he  were  saying  his 
prayers,  which  was  surely  a  very  curious  thing  to  fancy 
in  her  room.  Jn  her  dream  the  door  was  a  little  open. 
and  there  came  a  footstep  falling  softly  down  the  pas- 
sage, and  suddenly  the  rector  was  standing  outside  the 
door.  And  then  dear  daddy  rose  to  his  feet  and  looked 
at  the  rector,  and  the  rector  tried  to  speak,  and  could  say 
nothing,  and  so  dear  daddy  spoke. 

"  John  Throgmorton  desires  to  give  thanks  lor  great 
mercies  vouchsafed  to  him.  "... 

And  so  Miss  Nancy's  waking  dream  passed  into  a 
sleeping,  and  she  thought  she  was  in  church,  and  the  rec- 
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tor  was  praying,  and  every  one  was  giving  thanks  with 
him.  And  behold,  Master  Barthlemy  was  kneeling  under 
the  sunny  window,  with  his  hands  crossed  on  his  breast 
and  his  face  looking  upward;  and  he  prayed,  and  Miss 
Nancy  heard  him. 

"  And  we  beseech  Thee,  give  us  that  due  sense  of  all 
Thy  mercies,  that  our  hearts  may  be  unfeignedly  thank- 
ful, and  we  may  show  forth  Thy  praise,  not  only  with  our 
lips,  but  in  our  lives  ;  by  giving  up  ourselves  to  Thy  ser- 
vice, and  by  walking  before  Thee  in  holiness  and  righteous- 
ness all  our  days ;  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  .  .  . 
Amen.  " 

IX. 

Miss  Xancy  was  convalescent.  To  be  sure  she  did  not 
quite  recover  after  a  few  days,  as  in  the  old  manner  of 
having  a  sore  throat ;  for  she  had  been  so  ill  on  this  occa- 
sion that  it  had  been  confidently  believed  that  she  would 
never  have  a  sore  throat  again,  or  indeed  pain  of  any  sort 
whatsoever.  She  was  nursed  for  a  long  time ;  but  think- 
ing of  what  might  have  been,  her  friends  did  not  seem  to 
mind  the  nursing,  as  she  feared  now  and  then  they  must 
do.  Miss  Xancy  wras  herself  much  affected  by  every- 
body's love  and  care ;  she  could  never  have  supposed  that 
there  were  so  many  people  to  think  of  her,  especially 
when  she  put  her  own  qualities  under  a  rigorous  exami- 
nation, and  fully  acknowledged  that  she  was  not  as  beau- 
tiful as  mother,  not  as  much  to  be  loved  as  dear  daddy, 
not  as  saintly  in  life  as  the  rector,  not  as  perfect  in  man- 
ners as  Aunt  Xorreys,  not  as  tidy  as  Trimmer. 

lUit  now  Miss  Xancy  was  more  than  convalescent;  she 
was  to  be  considered  quite  well  again.  It  was  a  soft, 
warm  day  in  spring,  and  Miss  Xancy  was  about  to  enjoy 
the  air ;  indeed,  to  take  her  first  walk  beyond  the  garden. 
Trimmer  had  dressed  her  quite  gently ;  she  had  not  once 
.reproachfully  accused  her  of  having  grown,  —  and  vol. 
during  her  illness.  Miss  Xancy  undoubtedly  had  done  so, 
—  and  she  had  not  even  told  her  to  mind  her  behavior. 
Miss  Xancy  thought  of  it  afterwards,  perceiving  an  op- 
portunity for  taking  a  little  license  if  she  chose,  but  con- 
tinued to  mind  her  behavior  all  the  same,  because  it  did 
not  seem  quite  honorable  to  do  otherwise,  when  Trimmer 
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had  only  forgotten  to  mention  it.  For  this  was  a  very 
tfreat  occasion,  one  of  the  -ivatest  in  Miss  Nancy's  life. 
She  was  eleven  years  old  to-day,  and  she  was  to  accom- 
pany the  squire  and  the  rector  on  a  most  solemn  and  im- 
portant walk,  according  to  a  special  request,  preferred  by 
her  on  the  excellent  grounds  of  her  birthday,  and  granted 
on  the  s 

They  went  slowly  to  the  Hall  fields,  Miss  Nancy  between 
her  two  tall  companions,  with  one  thin  little  hand  in  the 
squire's  big  palm,  and  the  other  full  of  primroses,  that  the 
rector  plucked  from  amongst  the  grass,  and  gave  to  her  for  a 
birthday  nosegay. 

ley  went  through  the  churchyard,  up  the  forgotten  little 
lane,  and  along  the  pathway  in  the  buttercup  meadow  to  the 
courtyard  of  the  Thankful  Heart.  The  pigeons  fluttered  and 
strutted  in  the  sun,  and  the  water  rippled  in  the  basin  as  of 
old  :  but  Miss  Nancy  stood  and  looked  up  at  the  words  cut  in 
the  oak  beam  over  the  doorway  : 

"In  the  Yeare  of  Onr  Lorde 

.  fii  unto  God's  Poore  for  ever  in  Token  of  the  Thankful 
Heart.  AUKMI." 

And  beneath,  another  hand  had  carved  new  words  : 

"  In  the  Year  of  our  Lord 

,11  Thro.Mimrton  endowed  again  this  House,  by  the   bless- 
.  and   the.  Light  of  a  bright  example,  in  Token  of  the 
Thankful  Heart.     Atm-n." 

And  behold,  Clod's  poor  were  come  to  their  own  again,  and 
sat  on  the  benches  in  the  sunlight  and  took  their  rest  in  the 
peace  of  the  Thankful  Heart.  And  the  shepherd's  wife,  ins- 
talled in  the  great  kitchen,  stood  in  the  doorway  with  the 
children  about  her.  There  was  Grandy  Purcell  the  oldest 
inhabitant  of  Forest  Morton  parish,  so  old  that  he  had,  as  he 
said,  '*  lost  count  of  himself.''  There  was  his  neighbor,  piping 
his  still  cheerfull  note  in  its  shaking  treble,  "  Its  old  Samu-el  ; 
and  he's  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  while  his  head  nodded 
and  his  withered  hands  shook  in  rivalry.  There  was  Jonathan, 
with  his  dull  strain,  '•  I  don't  hear  you.  I  be  stone  deaf,  I  be." 
There  was  old  Betty,  who  had  outlived  her  home,  her  children, 
and  all  that  she  had,  and  only  cared  now  to  gradually  sleep 
herself  away,  and  so  sat  sleeping  on,  until  she  should  be  rested, 
and  ready  to  awake  at  the  last.  There  was  witless  Mary,  who 
was  sixty  years  old,  and  yet  was  treated  like  a  child  of  six,  on 
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account  of  being  quite  simple  ;  and  yet  was  not  unhappy, 
becaused  she  had  never  passed  beyond  the  days  of  her  child- 
hood, and  in  this  life  never  would.  There  was  poor  ailing 
Hannah,  who  was  bowed  almost  double  with  rheumatism,  and 
would  be  straight  no  more  again,  until,  like  the  lame  man  of 
old,  she  found  herself  the  Beautiful  Gate.  But  until  the  hour 
should  come,  she  sat  and  took  her  rest,  with  the  others  of 
(ind's  poor,  in  the  peace  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

"  And  may  we  stay  at  the  church  a  moment  ?  "  asked  Miss 
Nancy,  as  she  went  homeward  through  the  meadow,  between 
the  squire  and  the  rector.  "  Because  I  have  been  thinking  of 
Master  Bartlemy  a  good  deal  to  day,  and  I  should  like  to  give 
him  some  of  my  primroses,  if  I  might.  For  I  am  so  very  glad 
about  the  Thankful  Heart ;  I  think  I  feel  like  he  used  to  do, 
full  of  happiness  and  thankfullness.  Do  you,  daddy  ?  " 

The  squire  did  not  speak,  perhaps  he  could  not  :  he  held 
Miss  Nancy's  hand  more  closely. 

"  My  little  maid,  we  all  have  thankful  hearts  this  day,"  said 
the  rector,  and  there  were,  though  Miss  Nancy  did  not  see 
them,  tears  in  his  eyes. 

They  came  to  the  wicket  in  the  churchyard  wall.  The  birds 
flew  out  at  their  approach,  and  chattered  what  was  perhaps  a 
welcome  to  little  Miss  Nancy  ;  and  they  went  into  the  low 
green  porch,  and  through  the  dark  church,  to  Master  Bartle- 
my's  window.  The  sweet  wind  from  the  uplands  stole  in 
through  the  open  lattice  ;  and  it  might  have  been  the  spirit  of 
Master  Bartlemy  bringing  a  message  from  the  old  forest, 
for  he  lay  and  smiled  in  his  sleep.  And  so  Miss  Nancy  was 
lifted  up  with  the  primroses,  and  left  them  lying  upon  Master 
Bartlemy's  bosom,  with  the  sunshine  upon  him,  and  upon  his 
noble  handiwork  round  about  him  :  the  twelve  apostle  panels 
upon  the  walls,  wrought  so  long  ago,  and  still  sound  and  true 
as  English  oak  was  wont  to  be,  and  beautiful  with  the  reverent 
labor  of  those  cunning  artist  ringers. 

Upon  each  panel  the  figure  of  a  holy  apostle  ;  and  round 
about  him  the  fret  of  leaves  and  flowers,  as  it  were  for  beauty  ; 
and  beneath  each  panel  the  border  of  the  guards  of  a  long  life, 
for  service ;  and  above,  the  angel,  for  praise  ;  and  in  hand  the 
palm,  for  victory  ;  and  humbly  wrought  in  a  hidden  corner, 
the  sign  of  Master  Bartlemy's  own  hand,  the  heart,  as  it  were 
for  thanksgiving. 

Miss  Nancy  stood  with  the  squire  aud  the  rector  at  the  door, 
lingering  and  looking  back 
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••  I  was  thinking  that  if  people  have  forgotten  that  Master 
Bartlemy  gave  the  Thankful  Heart,  they  would  forget  that 
dear  daddy  endowed  it  again,  and  I  was  sorry  :  but  when  I 
look  at  Master  IJartlemy.  I  feel/'  said  Miss  Nancy,  —  ''I  feel 

:  it  would  not  matter." 

"  No.  it  will  not,"  said  the  rector,  "  for  the  tablet  that  I 
think  of  will  keep  forever  the  memory  of  this  John  Throgmor- 
ton.  who  by  the  blessing  of  Clod,  and  the  light  of  a  bright  ex- 
ample, endowed  again  the  house  of  the  Thankfnl  Heart,  for 
the  service  of  God's  poor  forever." 

-Who  by  the  blessing  of  God,  and  the  light  of  a  bright  ex- 
ample," repeated  Miss  Nancy,  lovingly.  "  It  means  dear 
Master  Bartlemy'  doesn't  it  ?  " 

••  Not  Master  Bartlemy  alone,  my  little  maid,"  said  the 
rector,  —  "  not  Master  Bartlemy  alone." 

"  The  light  of  all  the  good  people  who  ever  lived?"  asked 
Miss  Nancy,  wistfully.  "  Do  they  all  leave  a  light  ?" 

"  There  never  yet  was  such  a  light  lost,"  said  the  rector. 
••  After  so  many  years  —  Lord,  how  wonderful." 

"  The  sun  shines  so  beautifully  about  Master  Bartlemy  now,'' 
whispered  Miss  Nancy.  "  Dont  you  think  it  might  be  like  his 
light  shining  before  men  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  might,  my  little  maid,"  said  the  rector,  "shining 
before  men  to  the  glory  of  God.  And  if  so  clearly  here  upon 
this  earth,  how  much  more,  O  God,  in  thy  heaven/' 

And  Miss  Nancy  looked  out  beyond  the  churchyard  trees, 
at  the  blue  of  the  spring  sky,  and  the  sott  gray  of  the  rolling 
uplands  that  had  once  been  Morton  Forest,  and,  beneath  the 
green  of  the  hanging  birchwood,  the  gables  of  the  Thankful 
I  Leart,  where,  in  the  courtyard,  the  pigeons  came  down,  and 
fluttered  and  stutted  for  thd  very  joy  of  life,  and  the  water 
rippled,  "Give  thanks,  give  thanks,  give  thanks  !  "  And  God's 
poor  sat  on  in  the  sunlight,  waiting  awhile,  until  friend  Death 
should  come  to  ease  them  of  the  burden  of  dulling  poverty  and 
long  years,  in  the  quiet  harbor  of  the  Thankful  Heart. 

And  Miss  Nancy  looked  within  again,  upon  Master  Bar- 
tlemy, where  he  lay  upon  his  tomb,  and  smilled,  as  one  might 
smile  whose  name  has  passed  into  a  better  keeping  than  this 
of  ours.  Oh,  thou  gentle,  God-fearing,  old  craftsman,  surely  not 
forgotten,  seeing  thou  wert  gone  to  the  place  where  good  men 
go  when  they  die,  to  the  place  where  the  memory  of  them 
abides,  and  there  is  no  forgetting.  Oh  Master  Bartlemy'  lying 
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there  in  ruff  and  gown,  with  delicate  artist  hands  crossed  pea- 
cefully on  thy  breast  ;  with  thy  sweet,  refined  face  at  rest, 
and  lips  parted  as  if  to  give  thanks  now  and  forever,  well,  well 
was  it  with  thee,  having  brought,  thy  steadfast  life  to  a  good 
ending,  —  the  steadfast  life  which  faithfully  serves  its  genera- 
tion, and  the  good  ending  which  leaves  behind  a  light  to  shine 
before  men,  to  the  everlasting  glory  of  God. 

THE    END. 


MY  CROSS 


By  Eleanor  C.  Donnelly 

When  first  it  met  me  in  my  sunny  path, 

And,     murd'rons,    pierced    my    eeart  —  the     wound 

the  pain 
So  grievous  seemed,  so  instinct  with  God's  wrath, 

Methought  my  lips  could  never  smile  again. 
Thro'  all  the  days,  I  pondered  on  that  pain ; 

Thro'  all  the  nights,  I  chafed  beneath  that  cross  ; 
Till  Death  alone  seemed  to  he  sweetest  gain, 

And  Life  alone  but  bitter,  bitter  loss. 
But,  one  glad  day,  I  heard  an  Angel  sing, 

And  all  the  air  with  these  wise  words  was  rife  : 
"  Tis  God  thy  Father  who  hath  willed  this  thing, 
And  in  His  Will  are  peace  and  joy  and  life  !" 

And  since  ? — I  hide  it  in  my  heart's  deep  shrine, 
And  blood-stain'd,  clasp  it  there  :  nor  weep,  nor  frown  ; 

For  Thou  cast  will  no  cross,  O  Love  Divine ! 
That  wrins  not  (bravely  borne)  its  own  Blest  crown. 
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